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Quest For Certainty 



will haven 


Crifli; 18 IP CD 


Hearti OnceJ^ou$$ffl§M With Hope and Compassion 


ALL AGES 

Reflections On Straight Edge 

Compiled by Beth Lahickey 

REV BOOKS 001 
Available February 10th, 1998 


SN !¥IY EYES 


Do you have our brand new mailorder fanzine? You 
should. Included are over 5000 of the best punk & 
hardcore cd’s, vinyl and merchandise at DIY prices. Send 
one dollar to Revelation Records: P.0. Box 5232, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615-5232 
www.RevHQ.com 
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2211 N. Elston Ave., Chicago, IL 606 1 4 Web-Site: www.rotz.com 
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SUBURBAN VOICE 
PO BOX 2746 
LYNN, MA 01903-2746 

Phone (new number!): 

(978) 532-7705 (No fax!) 
E-mail: alellen@shore.net 

STREET ADDRESS (new! For UPS/ 
Fed Ex/Airborne ONLY... otherwise, 
please send all packages to the PO Box): 
18 Sherwood Ave., Peabody, MA 01960 

GOT TO GET OUT OF THE 
BUSINESS (and all writing and 
photos, except where indicated) 
AL 

CONTRIBUTORS/STAFF 
Jim Balaya 
Chris 

Steve Davis 
Brian Disagree 
Alex Dorfman 
Dave Grenier 
Phil Lerman 
Rich Mackin 
Scott Munroe 
The Old Man 
Rob Ross 
Zak Ruvalcaba 
Jason Schreurs 

Abdul Olugbala Shakur 
Shred 
Anna Sin 
Jane Simpkin 
Andy Thurston 
Tim Yohannan 

RECEPTIONIST 
Ellen Quint 

THANKS, YOU RULE 

Ellen, Bob Catalano, Shred, Andy 
T., Phil, Joshua Hirschaut (SV 
advertising model!), Christian, 
Mark Civitarese, the Showcase 
Showdown, Pat Society, Steve, BJ, 
Jason and everyone at the Middle 
East, George, Seth, Allan and 
everyone at the Rat (RIP), Taras, 
Nathan, Mark Lind, Marc Bayard, 
Mike “Geek,” Bonnie P, Tim 
Shaw, Jay Perris, Armen, Andy/ 
Drew Steele(r), Surefire, all the 
bands who provided tracks for the 
CD, my true friends and anyone I 
forgot... 


•••IMPORTANT"* 

SV REVIEW POLICY 

SV covers mainly punk, hardcore, oi and ga¬ 
rage rock. Reissue releases of the above are also 
welcome for review—anything from the 50s to 
now, if it has that raw, energetic spirit. Metal, 
adventurous jazz, post-punk/noise, emo and other 
eclectic styles are covered on an increasingly se¬ 
lective basis. PLEASE—NO MORE SKA!! If 
the band leans more towards the punk side of the 
equation and have a ska influence or a song or 
two like that, I suppose that’s OK, but I’m pretty 
much sick of this genre, especially the so-called 
"third wave" ska. Further, if you use the terms 
“alternative” or “electronica” to describe your 
music, don’t bother sending it!! The latter doesn’t 
even qualify as music, in my opinion (that cov¬ 
ers techno,jungle, drums ‘n bass, etc.. IT’S ALL 
SHIT!! I want no fucking part of it!!). I also, for 
the most part, don’t generally review any Christian 
or so-called “spiritual” music. People can follow 
whatever belief system they want but I don’t wish 
to promote music of that nature in this ‘zine. 

We do the best we can, but not everything we 
get will be reviewed. CD’s, LP’s, 7”, videos and 
music or politically-oriented ‘zines and books are 
all welcome for review. 

•••VERY IMPORTANT*** 

The completed album (either CD or LP) must 
be sent to get a review; I don’t review advances 
or CD’s sent without the artwork. That’s been 
happening a lot more lately and, since these are 
elements I consider in reviews, I can’t review 
something if I don’t have the complete package. 
If you don’t want to send something twice, just 
send the completed album . Advances usually get 
tossed in a box and ignored for the most part, 
anyway. The only cassettes that will be reviewed 
must be cassettd-only releases—if they’re avail¬ 
able on LP or CD and you send cassette, it won’t 
be reviewed. 

Thanks for your continuing support. It’s ap¬ 
preciated... 


SV MAILORDER 

Postpaid prices are for US and Canada. Over¬ 
seas prices apply to the rest of the world. Please 
make any checks or money-orders payable to 
Suburban Voice 


FANZINES 

SV#40--Showcase Showdown, Misfits, NOFX, 
Violent Society, MDC, ADZ, Electric Franken¬ 
stein, Fluf, Wretched Ones, New Sweet Breath, 
Ben Weasel, Chixdiggit!, Rutles, plus a 7" EP 
with Violent Society, Halflings, Everready and 
New Sweet Breath-132 pages-$4.00 ppd/$6.00 
overseas 

SV #39-Blanks 77, Churn, Doc Hopper, GvsB, 
Lifetime, No Use For A Name, Parasites, 
Propagandhi, Sicko, Strife, Tub, plus a 7" with 
Jon Cougar Concentration Camp, Fed Up and 
Tub. 120 pages-$4.00 ppd/$6.00 overseas 

SV #38-Swingin' Utters, Brainiac, Fitz Of De¬ 
pression, Garden Variety, Ignite, Nomeansno, 
Pist, Rhythm Collision, Civ, plus a 7" with Show¬ 


case Showdown, Rhythm Collision and Hell¬ 
bender. 100 pages-$4.00 ppd/$6.00 overseas 

SV #37-Avail. Horace Pinker, Bouncing Souls, 
Youth Brigade, Alligator Gun, Batt. Of Saints, 
Elastica, Muffs, Riverdales, Boris The Sprinkler, 
plus a No Empathy/Wretched Ones 7". 96 pages- 

-$4.00 ppd/$6.00 overseas 

SV #36 —New Bomb Turks, Arcwelder, Bad Re¬ 
ligion, God & Texas, Wayne Kramer, Queers, 
Raw Power, Type O Negative and a Dischord trib- 
ute/AIDS benefit 7" with Sinkhole, Horace 
Pinker, Bruisers and Shattered Silence. 88 
pages— $3.50 ppd/$5.00 overseas 

SV #35 —All, Afghan Whigs, Alcohol Funnycar, 
Buzzcocks, Doughboys, Freeze, Gaunt, Shades 
Apart, Tad, Therapy?, plus a 7" EP with Shades 
Apart, Bombshell and Doc Hopper. 80 pages (not 
counting the 4 blank pages my idiotic ex-printer 
added!)— $3.50 ppd/$5.00 overseas 

SV #33-34 —1.1th Anniversary double issue. 
Springa (SSD), Dave Smalley, Barry Henssler 
(Necros/Big Chief) & Richard Hell. Huge inter¬ 
view retrospective featuring Hiisker Dti, Neg. Ap¬ 
proach, Siege, DK’s, Youth Brigade, 7 Seconds, 
Black Flag, MDC, AOF, Descendents, Kraut, Bad 
Brains and more. Plus a 7" with Verbal Assault 
(rare demo track), Shattered Silence and Daltonic. 
120 pages, the issue I’m most proud of— $3.50 
ppd/$5.00 overseas (LIMITED QTY. LEFT) 

SPECIAL DEAL (does NOT include SV 
#41) —any 3 issues for $8 ppd/$ 12 overseas, 
any 4 for $10 ppd/$ 15 overseas, any 5 for $12 
ppd/$ 18 overseas, any 6 for $14 ppd/$20 over¬ 
seas or all 7 for $16 ppd/$23 overseas 


RECORDS 

SUBURBAN VOICE CHEAPIE 7" COL- 
LECTION (SV 015)—A lot of my back issues 
are out of print. But I’ve still got some 7" discs 
left, so I’ve put together a pack of 4 records, plus 
a cheesy xeroxed sleeve, but it’s cheap, so no one 
has any right to complain. The records come from 
Issues #28, 29, 30 and 32. The bands are Hay¬ 
wire, Left Insane (2 songs each), American Stan¬ 
dard, Crucial Youth, Sheer Terror, Crawlpappy, 
Slap Of Reality, 411 and Kingpin. A steal!— 
$4.00 ppd/$6.00 overseas 

BOSTON HARDCORE ’91 EP (SV 005)—The 
same 7" that came with the now out-of-print is¬ 
sue #31—Sam Black Church (an early demo ver¬ 
sion of “Formaldehead”), Wrecking Crew (“Ig¬ 
norance Obeyed”) and Said & Done (“College 
Boy”). In a somewhat lame xeroxed sleeve, but 
cheap! Also fairly limited.— $2.00 ppd/$4.00 
overseas 

ISOLATED-Punk Rock Tribute 7” EP (SV 

011)—A1 (SV), Tim (Up Front, Eidolon, V.Card) 
and Scott (Said & Done, Eidolon, V.Card) cover 
the Adolescents (“Kids of the Black Hole”), 
Subhumans (“No”) and Minor Threat (“Guilty 
Of Being White”) on this AIDS benefit record— 
$2.00 ppd/$4.00 overseas 

DALTONIC-4 song 1" EP (SV 010)-Punchy 
Boston hardcore, mixing up thrash, heavy riffs 















and melodic flourishes— $3.00 ppd/$5.00 over¬ 

seas 

THIRD DEGREE-Opium (SV 008)~4 song 
double 7"—Mid-tempo and melodic hardcore, 
at a low price— $2.00 ppd/$4.00 overseas 

SAID AND DONE-4 song 7" EP (SV 006)— 
Now a classic? Maybe. Emotionally-charged 
hardcore with more angst than you can shake a 
stick at— $3.00 ppd/$5.00 overseas (almost out 
of print) 


AL S TOP 30 LP S/CD S OF 1997 

1. CASUALTIES-For The Punx 

2. VIOLENT SOCIETY-Times Of Distraught 

3. ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN-Sick Songs 

4. TILTWHEEL- 

Battle Hymns For The Recluse Youth 

5. NO EMPATHY- 

The Same Mistakes Endlessly Repeated 

6. HUMPERS-Plastique Valentine 

7. LOLI & THE CHONES-PS. We Hate You 

8. INFECTIONS-Kill... 

9. MAKERS-Hunger 

10. DIRTYS-You Should Be Sinnin 

11. LIFETIME-Jersey’s Best Dancers 

12. BRAND NEW UNIT-Diddley Squat 

13. ENSIGN-Direction Of Things To Come 

14. OUT COLD- 

Warped Sense Of Right & Wrong 

15. UNSEEN-Lower Class Crucifixion 

16. HECKLE- 

The Complicated Futility Of Ignorance 

17. SWINDLE-Within These Walls 

18. FINAL CONFLICT-Rebirth 

19. JON COUGAR CONCENTRATION 
CAMP-Til Niagara Falls 

20. ARSON FAMILY-La Cosa Nostra 

21. CRIMINALS-Never Been Caught 

22. STRIFE-In This Defiance 

23. PEZZ-One Last Look 

24. HALLRAKER-The Methods Of... 

25. WITHIN REACH- 
Strength Through Diversity 

26. UNION 13-East Los Presents... 

27. BY THE GRACE OF GOD-Perspective 

28. HIVES-Barely Legal 

29. INHUMAN-Evolver 

30. BLANKS 77-Tanked And Pogoed 

TEN MORE OF NOTE (alphabetical): 
ABHINANDA-Abhinanda 
DEADSTOOLPIGEON-Statue 
FEDS-Chicago Bureau 
FOUR ROSE SOCIETY- 
Blueprints To Destroy The Universe 
MONO MEN-Have A Nice Day, Motherfucker 
PINKERTON THUGS-The Pain and... 
PRESSGANG-Faith: The Sturdy Backbone Of 
A Healthy Society 

RYE COALITION-Hee Saw Dhuh Kaet 
SICK OF IT ALL-Built To Last 
TEN YARD FIGHT-Back On Track 


DISTRIBUTION 

AK Press, Blindspot, Dutch East, Ground Zero, 
Lumberjack, No Idea, 1000 Flowers, Rotz, 
See-Hear, Surefire, Tower and a few others, 
I’m sure... 

I do deal directly with stores, but there’s a 10 
copy minimum and COD (or pre-payment, to 
save those ridiculous COD charges) is 
preferable. 


ADVERTISING INFO 

As of now, I have no set deadline or street date 
for the next issue. I'm anticipating late 
summer/early fall, but who knows. I'll inform 
all regular advertisers of the pending deadline. 
If you want info, call, write or e-mail me and 
I'll add you to the advertiser list and you'll 
receive notification, rates, etc... With my 
sporadic publishing schedule, it's always a 
good idea to check first, before sending in ads. 


CORRECTION TO THE CD 
BOOKLET INCLUDED WITH 
THIS ISSUE 

Yeah, I screwed up! In the booklet liner notes, 
the entry for No System is missing a few lines. It 
should read as follows: 

15716. NO SYSTEM-Doomsday (1985)/Life 
In General (1986) 

“Doomsday": Al Quint-vocals*Bob Domenici- 
guitar*Ron Domenici-drums*Chris Lillyman- 
bass 

“Life In GeneralAl Quint-vocals*Matt 
Murphy-guitar*Doug MacKinnon-drums*Tim 
Willis-bass 

It’s my compilation, so what’s wrong with a 
little vanity? Here’s the deal with the two line¬ 
ups. No System were around off and on from 
‘84 to ‘86. We split up for the first time (or, rather, 
I got booted out) in June of ‘85 and I decided to 
do a demo under the No System name with Bob, 
Ronnie and Chris from PTL Klub, another pretty 
cool Boston area hardcore band at the time. Done 
on Moving Targets bassist/guitarist Chuck 
Freeman’s 4-track machine in a quick session at 
the Domenici residence in Woburn, MA. I added 
the vocals at Chuck’s house a few days later. 
Discharge are still one of my all-time favorite 
bands and this was my way of paying tribute. 
The “real” No System got back together for the 
summer of ‘86 and, in retrospect, it probably was 
a bad idea. Too long to detail here... just trust 
me, although our gig in Toronto did turn out to 
be a blast. Not so for the Suicidal Tendencies’ 
gig in Boston where those guys never showed 
up and we were left holding the bag in front of 
600 extremely annoyed suburban hardcore kids 
and opened our set with Kiss’ “Detroit Rock 
City”-—definitely NOT a cool thing to do in 1986. 
“Life In General” was recorded live on WBRS 
at Brandeis Univeristy in August ‘86—it was our 
last show. Last I heard, Matt’s a state cop. Doug 
played with the Vandals for awhile and did some 
duty with Slapshot, as well. 


THIS ISSUE IS DEDICATED TO 
THE MEMORIES OF: 

Dr. Albert A. Brown 

(my pediatrician until I was 24! And 
always available on a minute's notice) 

Ray Nitschke 

(of the Green Bay Packers, who played 
football the way it was meant to be 
played) 

Harry Caray 

(the great baseball announcer) 

Dr. Benjamin Spock 

(physician and activist) 

...and The Rat 

(Boston's longtime punk landmark) 


NEW STUFF! 



Highway Strippers 
Stories For Stags 4 song 7" 

Four tracks of good old fashioned rock and 
roll punk!The Highway Strippers play it hard, 
loud, and Fast. Red Vinyl. 

$4 US ppd • $5 World ppd 



Arson Family 20 Song VD 

The Arson Family rage through 20 
songs full of pure punk rock aggression 
and fierce attitude. Loud, fast, heavy punk 
rock. Great for the underground fanatic. 

$10 US ppd • $13 World ppd 

Distributed by: 

Know-Records, Fan Attic Distro, Atomic Action, 
Newbury Comics, and other-line punk rockers! 

Send checks, money orders, 
or well hidden cash to: 
Mobcore Records 
PO Box 5177 
Wakefield RI, 02880 USA 

CHECK OUT OUR 
WEB SITE! 

http: //www.netsense 
.net/~mobcore 

email: 

mobcore@netsense.net 











































Cyclone Records Dept. SV, 24 Pheasant Run Merrimack NH 0305.4 USA (603) 424-6620 fax (603) 424-8289 
Come visit our website: http://cyclonerecords.simplenet.com/ Send SI tor our mailorder catalog/ fanzine 


THE BRUISERS “Anything 
You Want, It’s All Right Here” 

CD Includes: Cruisin For A Bruisin. 
Intimidation. Independence Day. 
Gates Of Hell. American Night. & 
Cloberrin Time Si 1 USA / SI 3 World 


THE BRUISERS “Molotov” 

CD E.P. includes this veteran Punk 
bands newest material It seems they 
have a new lease on life as they 
recapture the style, sound. & energy 
of their earlier material S8.00 US 


DROPKICK MURPHYS 
“Boys On The Docks” 

6 song CD E.P from this Boston 
Punk band that will have you 
singin along in no time $8.00 
US/S 10 World 


LETTERS 


Hi Al, 

Just picked up SV#40 and (as usual) the vol¬ 
ume of information for $3 is a great buy, your 
honest critique of Proclamation’s live set and 
cassette most appreciated; I’d like to offer some 
clarification in respect to both reviews, if I may. 

Regarding my comment about the correlation 
between youth pot use and adult cocaine use, I 
don’t understand what disagreement you have. 
The fact presented in Reader’s Digest is that teen¬ 
age recreational pot users are twenty times more 
likely to become adult users of cocaine. I simply 
relayed the information from what I consider a 
reliable source (my apologies for not being able 
to produce the original source reference material 
to back this as I write!) with the intention of edu¬ 
cating any interested parties; sorry if I came off 
as preachy. 

In reference to the demo review, I don’t have 
to bore you with any stats about the dangers posed 
by drug/alcohol (ab)use. In our words you won’t 
find us demanding the criminalization of brew¬ 
eries or tobacco farmers; the song from which 
you quoted is attempting to awaken the listener 
to (among other things) the marketing techniques 
of said industries. Our platform is not divisive¬ 
ness or a superiority complex; rather, we set out 
to encourage kids to have fun without them feel¬ 
ing the need to participate in potentially danger¬ 
ous and/or illegal activities. I don’t think that 
any of us has a problem per se with responsible 
(i.e. moderate) use of alcohol by a legal adult. 
As an old fart at age 271 realize that utopia can’t 
be achieved through legislation or browbeating; 
Proclamation and I just hope to present ideas and 
facts, and—hopefully—help the listener to steer 
clear of the avoidable, unnecessary woes caused 
by entanglement in substance abuse. 

I hope this adds some clarity to what we, to 
date, have put forth on tape and in person. Thanks 
again for all your hard work and honest assess¬ 
ments; it sets you apart from many others. 

Mark/Proclamation 


Al... 

My name is Greg and I sing for the band Trial 
from Seattle. We are currently on tour and I am 
at Al Contrast’s computer checking my email...he 
had a copy of SV #40 next to the monitor and 
while thumbing through it I noticed the Trial re¬ 
view in which you mentioned that you’d like to 
hear more about our song “Cycle of Cruelty”... 

The allusion to “A violent hand” in the line “A 
violent hand has assumed control to satisfy de¬ 
mand” is a reference to corporate influence in 
the marketplace with profits as priority over all 
other considerations. The violence being referred 
to here is not any specific violent action (and I 
can see how the pro-choice reference in the song 
explanation might bring one to think that maybe 
abortion is the issue here, which is certainly not 
the case), but rather a paradigm which focuses 
on aggressive sales at all costs. The trickle down 
effect from the corporations at the top is the cre¬ 
ation of an economic system which inadvertantly 
supports the violent path taken by the corpora¬ 
tions themselves. 

About the line “While we thrive on ignorance... 
indifference...the blood flows,” I wrote it with 
intentions of using the blood flowing image to 


represent two things: While I am vegan and make 
a personal connection to the lives of animals here, 
I also considered the fact that not everyone in the 
band (or in the world certainly) is vegan and for 
that reason, I wanted the words to have a wider 
ranging level of interpretation. I kept at the fore¬ 
front of my mind throughout writing this song 
the lives of workers oppressed by corporate in¬ 
fluence in third world countries, and how often 
times there is no connection made in the minds 
of Western consumers between the products they 
purchase and the circumstances under which 
these products were made. 

I hope this e-mail has shed some light on the 
song. 

Take care, and be in touch.... 

Greg—Trial/427 Eleventh Avenue East/Seattle, 

WA 98102 

XjugglerX@aol.com 

Greg— 

I appreciate the reply...I now understand the 
song’s intent and, actually, I concur with your 
thoughts about corporate influence. It’s really 
sad, for instance, that Nike’s CEO is one of the 
wealthiest men in the US and that Michael Jor¬ 
dan and Tiger Woods get paid millions of dollars 
a year while the workers get paid only a few dol¬ 
lars a day—AL 


The following letter came via the progressive 
mailing list to which I subscribe and I thought it 
might be of interest to some of you: 

Dear Justicevision Supporter or Other Person of 
Conscience: 

The following message is about a videotape 
we have put together which has Noam Chomsky, 
Helen Caldicott, Ramsey Clark, Maxine Waters, 
Ronnie Dugger (founder of the Alliance for De¬ 
mocracy), and the parents of prisoner of con¬ 
science Lori Berenson (see below) for a mini¬ 
mum donation of only $10. 

We have had the opportunity to videotape a 
number of exceptional inter-related events lately, 
and are making four of them available together 
on one 6-hour videotape for a minimum pledge 
of only $10; the sound and picture quality are 
suitable for showing to groups, for public access 
programs, and for radio broadcast. The video in¬ 
cludes a complete Dec. 5th lecture by Noam 
Chomsky entitled “Democracy and Markets in 
the Evolving World Order”, a Nov. 18th talk given 
by Helen Caldicott at the UCLA Medical Center 
on “The Medical Implications of the Consump¬ 
tion Economy” (our title), and a Nov. 15th pro¬ 
gram about Lori Berenson, a journalist that while 
writing about Peru’s poor, was accused of sedi¬ 
tion, convicted in a closed trial, and given a life 
sentence, which she is serving in an Andean 
prison in near freezing conditions. Lori’s story is 
told by former Attorney General Ramsey Clark, 
Congressperson Maxine Waters, and by her par¬ 
ents, Mark and Rhoda Berenson. I’m also includ¬ 
ing an Oct. 31 interview with Ronnie Dugger, 
founder of the Alliance for Democracy (a grow¬ 
ing grassroots effort to end the domination of the 
political process by corporations, now with 55 
chapters across the country), done at their 2nd 
Annual National Convention in Atchison, Kan¬ 
sas, along with 20 minutes of performances from 
that convention by protest singers Jim Bush and 
Native American Victor McManamy. The music 
may be worth the $10 by itself. 


Dr. Chomsky’s lecture took place at the World 
History Center at Northeastern University in 
Boston. There were about 75 present, primarily 
students. His announced topic was “Democracy 
and Markets in the Evolving World Order”, al¬ 
though he touched on a wide range of interesting 
and current topics, not only during his talk, but 
also during Q&A and in a followup discussion 
with one of the seminar’s attendees, which is in¬ 
cluded. The Chomsky portion is 2 hrs. 24 mins. 
Dr. Helen Caldicott, in addition to discussing the 
medical effects of consumer goods, discusses the 
U.S.’s use of depleted uranium artillery weapons 
in the Gulf War, the sale of 60 nuclear reactors 
by GE to China, the continuing threat posed by 
nuclear waste, and the genetic consequences of 
rising levels of atmosphericly borne plutonium. 

We will send a copy of the above described 6- 
hour video to anyone who pledges to either view 
and return the videetape or send us a donation of 
$10 or more in the envelope we will send along. 
It is our hope that we can get enough $10 orders 
to sustain our effort, because $10 is all many 
people can afford, and we feel change is only 
possible democratically if enough people have 
access to good information. You can help us avoid 
having to ask more for our tapes by telling others 
about this effort. 

We do not require a royalty for permission to 
edit our tapes for use on public access, radio, or 
etc. Programmers who do so may take credit for 
co-production, but we request fair compensation 
for our efforts if such funding is available. Please 
acknowledge us if you can and provide your 
audience with a means of contacting us if pos¬ 
sible, since my family has no other income be¬ 
sides from the tapes we make. We love to get 
feedback... please let us know how our tapes are 
being used. 

If you need multiple copies of our tapes, we 
will make them for you as affordably as we can. 
We can also make copies in 2-hour mode, S-VHS, 
or Hi-8; possibly in 3/4 inch as well. Please or¬ 
der by phone or email and send your donation to 
Justicevision after you receive your videotape, 
in the envelope we will provide with the tape for 
that purpose. We will send along our list of avail¬ 
able videos, a photocopy of the poster from the 
Chomsky event, and also printed information 
about Lori Berenson and how you can get in¬ 
volved in the effort to save her life. 

The tape can be requested by calling me at 
(213) 747-6345 or by e-mail at ralphcole 
@Juno.com . Be sure to leave a phone number, 
and your snail mail address where you would like 
the tape sent. In requesting this tape, you can re¬ 
fer to it as “Democracy University, vol. 1 ”, or sim¬ 
ply, DU-1. Also, please tell us how our announce¬ 
ments could be made more effective, who we can 
e-mail announcements to, and where we can post 
them, and tell us which speakers or which previ¬ 
ous events from our list you would like to see in 
the Democracy University series. 

Thank you for your interest. I hope and look for¬ 
ward to hearing from you. 

Ralph Cole, Organizer, Justicevision 


SV and readers: 

Beware! If South Carolina is in your travel 
plans, we urge you to stop and regroup before 
it’s too late. Learn from other’s mistakes. Sound 
familiar? The fascist, McCarthyist, oligarchistic 
Republican political leaders here have assembled 
yet another plot to expunge both your dollar$ and 
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You, Political Silence, R 
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horror punk from the toxic waste cessp 
New Jersey - featuring Steve Zing, nex 
neighbor of the Ulsfita * Jerry and Doy 
future member of Umtead and Samhain. ( 


OTA CD only releases are distributed 
through; BOMK, X, Sound Idea, Rate, 

X-Mist, New Life, Tribal War USA, 
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your freedom, this time by taking control of the 
state board of tourism. In what appears to be a 
conspiratorial, capitalist venture, the state will be/ 
is utilizing mass media to promote phony sensa¬ 
tionalized marketing amidst associational com¬ 
mercialism to lure unsuspecting prospects like 
yourselves across and into their totalitarian do¬ 
main of oppression. Once inside the enemy state 
lines, you become a target for harrassment, rac¬ 
ism, beatings and total disrespect. As a noncon¬ 
formist to Southern Baptist doctrine, you are just 
another scapegoat-victim to pogromic-opportun- 
ist police abuse and brutality. 

Each year during spring break and summer va¬ 
cation, misinformed citizens from around the 
globe flock to the beaches and chemically pol¬ 
luted oceanfronts here, for a false hope of fun 
and excitement. In reality, South Carolina has 
gotten accustomed to the over $6 billion of rev¬ 
enue and taxation that is spent, and has become 
dependent upon these funds to facilitate its irra¬ 
tional policies and abstract laws. Very little, if 
any, of your tourism dollars will go for educa¬ 
tion or positive, social programs for the people. 
Those dollar$ will, however, routinely get 
funnelled into prison construction and lobbyist 
efforts for unnecessary longer prison sentences 
in the elitist judicial arena. It is estimated that 
67.3% of all tourists to South Carolina will fall 
prey and be entangled in a loop of legal ramifi¬ 
cations, resulting in costly probation or lengthy 
prison sentences in 1997 alone. Help us cut off 
their cash cow by posting this article on the web/ 
net and warning friends and enemies by word of 
mouth. Stick this message on community center 
boards and get it in print so all can read. 

Here is a brief overview of the many wonder¬ 
ful benefits you can expect during your stay: one 


joint of marijuana, 3/10 of a gram of cocaine, 
one tap or cap of metamphetamine, one hit E IX/ 
A will bring each around 20 years in prison. A 
simple verbal or physical altercation/fight can and 
will be upgraded to a charge of murder carrying 
30 years to life. Public intoxication is 30 days in 
jail and a $300 fine. DUI/DWI brings 10 years in 
prison. But wait—that’s not all... parking tickets 
in the beach zones are $180. Speeding tickets start 
at $92 plus $10 every MPH over. Failure to use 
turn signal—$80. As for you law-abiding 
straightedgers, don’t worry, there’s a backlog of 
unsolved cases for burglary, rape, murder, arson 
and robbery in need of a suspect. If you’re look¬ 
ing for a fair trial, keep dreaming. South Caro¬ 
lina still flies the controversial confederate battle 
flag and continues to secede from the Union and 
therefore fails to recognize US Constiutional 
rights. 

By participating in our call to action to boy¬ 
cott tourism to South Carolina, you will be act¬ 
ing as a voice of the voiceless—your fellow com¬ 
rades—who are currently rotting in prison cells 
across the state. We are not pacifists but, by join¬ 
ing our silent protest, together we can eliminate 
$6 billion of capitalist greed and break down the 
bourgeoisie this caste system has created. Such a 
dehumanizing state surely does not deserve to 
be patronized. They have stolen 18 years of my 
life so far by fabricating a crime I never commit¬ 
ted (burglary) and planting evidence in my mo¬ 
tel room and my car, while out at their boring 
joke of an amusement park. If you’re still skepti¬ 
cal, I’ll be sure to have you assigned to my cell. 
Don’t come here, understand? 

Defendant X (name witheld to avoid official re¬ 
taliation), political prisoner in SC 


While I question some of Mr. X’s info and hy¬ 
perbole (I doubt that 67.3% of tourists run into 
that sort of difficulty and some of the sentences 
seem high—but who knows?), it's still important 
to always be wary and careful when you’re in 
unfamiliar surroundings. A lot of cops are just 
looking for a reason, just looking to have you 
“make their day.” And I don ’t question that crime 
and punishment are growth industries and that 
the drug war is a major contributor to that 
growth. I personally WOULD wonder about a 
state thatcontinues to elect someone like Strom 
Thurmond to office. So while I think some of the 
data presented above is suspect, there’s no ques¬ 
tion that citizens are under siege from overly- 
aggressive law enforcement on all levels—AL 

SV: 

I remember it as though it was yesterday. Andre 
The Giant and I had gone off fishing. Andre re¬ 
ally, I mean really wanted to catch a striped bass. 
I tried to tell him, “Gosh Andre, nothing round 
here but carp and eels.” But Andre had his heart 
set. Well we fished and fished and fished and what 
do you think happened? That’s right, Andre 
caught a striped flounder! Well, it wasn’t a bass 
but Andre’s eyesight wasn’t what it used to be 
and who was I to tell him? 

Brian Cogan, 435 16th St., 2R/Brooklyn, NY 
11215 

? ? ? ? ? ?!!!!!!!!!—AL 


Letters welcome: 
write to Suburban Voice, 

PO Box 2746, Lynn, MA 01903 
or e-mail at alellon@shore.net 
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From the emaciated little 
guy who used to be in (set 
phasers to "name-drop") 
PROPAGANDHI and 
wrote/sang jems like 
"Anchorless". 
"Showdown", "Gifts" and, 
as you know, "Ska Sucks"- 
comes 12 new songs of 
poetry-positive revolution¬ 
ary melancholia! 
Jawbreaker meet the 
Smoking Popes at an 
Audre Lorde book-signing! 
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$11.00 Canadian funds in Canada. Manitoba residents add 7%.. We also 
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log. Here's our address to which you may send cheques and money-orders: 

6-7 Welcoming Committe Records/ box 3 905 Corydon Ave/ Winnipeg, Mb/ 
R3M-3S3/ Canada. Phone/fax: (204) 947-2002...e-mail: cronos ^netcom.ca 


Ml: 


Also Available on CD/LP! 

...But Alive "Bis jetzt ging alles gut" 

"Totaty great, poktxal hardcore...list, tight, and 
tinged with dub influences ...real tucking ska 
punk...." -Stylus Magazine 
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RANDOM THOUGHTS 

by AL 


After hearing about all the shit going down 
with women recruits attending Virginia Military 
Academy and The Citadel, it makes me wonder 
if we even need institutions such as these any¬ 
more. They’ve outlived their usefulness. They’re 
becoming incubators for ignorance, hatred and 
stupidity. Shut ‘em down! 

••••• 

I’m a little upset about something my brother- 
in-law said, recently. I have a nephew who's al¬ 
most 3 years old, at this writing (you might have 
seen him in various SV ads)... he likes to twirl 
my sister/his mother’s hair. Ellen jokingly said 
that maybe he’d be a hairdresser and Bill, my 
brother-in-law said “No, I think I want him to be 
a heterosexual.” I didn’t say anything. I was kind 
of stunned by this comment from a person I pre¬ 
viously thought was pretty enlightened about 
things. Maybe it was just an off-handed joke and 
I should forget about it but WHAT IF Joshua turns 
out to be gay. What if he wanted to be a hair¬ 
dresser. What kinds of stereotypes and prejudices 
will he be taught by his mother and father. My 
sister Sue (or Susie-yep, Susie Q!) has never 
been the most-tolerant person towards those who 
deviate from the standard norms of society. That 
means pretty-much anyone who doesn’t worship 
at the altar of the almighty dollar or doesn’t pur¬ 
sue a career based strictly on monetary gain. She 
tends to base her opinion of people primarily on 
appearances or career choice (or lack thereof). 
TTiat’s why I haven’t had much of a relationship 
with her in recent years and don’t feel as though 
I’m missing much by avoiding contact with her 
as much as possible. But I was kind of surprised 
to hear Bill say that, even if meant in jest. I would 
hope that, if Joshua turns out to be gay or chooses 
to do something with his life that falls outside 
the accepted career-oriented path, his parents will 
support and nurture him, whatever he decides. I 
also hope he rebels against the narrow-minded 
conformity that many members of his family 
embrace... after all, if it’s good enough for his 
Uncle Al... 


This next segment probably belongs in the zine 
and book review section, but I wanted to expand 
on my impressions of Commodify Your Dissent: 
Salvos From The Baffler (edited by Thomas Frank 
and Matt Weiland, W.W. Norton, softcover, 287 
pg., $15). This is one of those books that really 
gets one thinking and has been a personal eye- 
opener. 

All this time I’ve thought I was cynical about 
the ways of the world and it takes this anthology 
of writings from The Baffler , a quarterly journal 
of cultural and societal criticism to show me 
TRUE cynicism. The subtitle of this book is “The 
Business Of Culture in The New Gilded Age” 
and it presents a caustic, venomous excoriation 
of the selling of culture. At its core, this book is 
also a repudiation and expose of the pitfalls of 
unbridled, free market capitalism. That philoso¬ 
phy is the mantra of the Republican party, of 
course, and even some “pro-business” Democrats 
fall into that mindset. Certainly Bill Clinton’s 
policies, with free-trade, NAFTA, the Asian bail¬ 
out, etc... place corporate interests above other 
concerns. Why worry about human rights viola¬ 
tions in China, Indonesia or East Timor when 
there’s money to be made? 


But I digress... to borrow a hackneyed term, 
the current “Culturetrust,” as the Baffler editors 
peg it, is all about “turning rebellion into money.” 
This rebellion is commodified and sold to a will¬ 
ing, gullible public, whether it’s the latest “cut¬ 
ting edge” music or technology or fashion ac¬ 
cessories. Meanwhile, the separation between the 
haves and have-nots widens, any historical refer¬ 
ences are washed away in the pursuit of the new 
and the corporate entities want it that way. And 
the consuming public goes along with it—wit¬ 
ness the ascendancy of right-wing populism, the 
willingness to embrace corporations as this be¬ 
nevolent force and the view of government and 
any impediments to free-market economics as an 
enemy to be obliterated. All of these thoughts run 
together as I try to sum up this excellent collec¬ 
tion of essays. 

The book is broken up into four main sections. 
The first deals with selling to the “rebel” con¬ 
sumer. It’s all about consumption, after all— 
hipness is co-opted and packaged and sold. De¬ 
tails and Wired magazines both come under at¬ 
tack, the former for being a conduit of pseudo- 
rebellious hipness and the latter for pushing a 
laissez-faire, economic libertarianism under the 
guise of iconoclasm in the workplace. The tech¬ 
nological revolution will set you free. But the 
downside is that with virtual reality, “real” real¬ 
ity gets ignored and little concern is paid to those 
left behind by this “revolution.” 

The second section is about the culture of busi¬ 
ness: how the corporate world infiltrates every 
aspect of our being. How Disney has created its 
own sanitized community of 20,000 people, Cel¬ 
ebration, FL, that filters out any of the negative 
elements of real life. There is also commentary 
on the privatization of the public sector and how, 
once again, it leads to further class stratification. 

After this segment, we get to the attempt to 
exploit the “generation X” market, to find and 
identify this lucrative market segment of 20- 
somethings, as if they’re an amorphous, single¬ 
identity grouping. There’s a lengthy discussion 
of the “alternative” rock co-optation that hap¬ 
pened in the wake of Nirvana’s success... about 
how, after 15 years of ignoring underground rock, 
major labels and other business concerns all of a 
sudden found a way to create a watered-down 
knockoff of this allegedly rebellious undercur¬ 
rent. Steve Albini’s essay about bands getting 
fucked over by major labels is also reprinted. 

The concluding section and “closing salvo” 
presents a bleak view of the future, an entry into 
the “dark age” where any sense of community is 
abandoned. Gated communities spring up, busi¬ 
ness abandons metropolitan areas for “edge cit¬ 
ies,” which exist only for the purpose of com¬ 
merce. In this universe, the only reason to visit 
the urban areas are for the pursuit of entertain¬ 
ment—the creation of a sanitized bohemianism 
to maintain that aura of hipness. The rich and 
well-to-do continue to isolate and cloister them¬ 
selves from the lower classes and likely forget 
about them. The belief in a pure free market 
brings on a form of social Darwinism that wipes 
out any of the social reforms that have occurred 
in the last century. It’s a new Gilded Age. 

Think it can’t happen? What’s been going on 
the last few years with welfare reform and with 
the rightward tilt of both major political parties, 
as they continue to be co-opted and controlled 
by corporate interests? To say nothing of the real 
“true believers” in the power of the market, the 
libertarians, which seems to be the predominant 


ideology embraced by the new “tekkie” genera¬ 
tion. Even some in the punk and hardcore scenes 
have adopted that laissez-faire ideology. The ideas 
about personal freedoms—ending the drug war, 
keeping the government out of the issue of choice, 
ending censorship—those are all excellent ideas 
that I endorse wholeheartedly. But the libertar- 
ian/free market attitude on economics is disturb¬ 
ing. I was dismayed by some writings in a zine I 
picked up at a show called Truth Will Out , writ¬ 
ten by a student at Worcester Polytechnic Insti¬ 
tute. He calls public education socialism, saying 
that “the field of education should be released 
from the destructive hand of the state and released 
into the marketplace.” Now I’m not a big fan of 
public education, feeling that it is an indoctrina¬ 
tion process that instills conformity and is con¬ 
temptuous of self-expression and individuality. 
But that’s a topic for another column! The issue 
here is whether or not to allow the almighty “mar¬ 
ket forces” to determine education. 

If you think educational opportunities are un¬ 
even, now, with a growing disparity between the 
poorer inner city and affluent suburban schools, 
just wait until privatization rears its ugly head. 
Do you think these for-profit, corporate or busi¬ 
ness-run schools will want to allow the “riff-raff’ 
in? What will happen to those who can’t afford 
to send their children to the better private schools? 
What sort of education will they receive? What 
will be the agenda? You can bet that business and 
capitalism will be presented without any critical 
counterpoint. You can bet that deviations from 
what is “acceptable” will not be tolerated. And I 
don’t think the profit motive should be a factor 
in education. Contrary to what the libertarians 
and free marketeers would have you believe, there 
is an unwritten social compact in this country. 
No, I don’t think you can find it in the Constitu¬ 
tion, but I’ve always believed that the govern¬ 
ment should take care of certain functions—be it 
caring for the poor, providing health care and 
making sure that ALL Americans have as equal 
an opportunity for education as possible. As I 
said, education isn’t a panacea for all of society’s 
ills (neither, always, is government) and there are 
certainly problems with the process. But at least 
it gives kids an opportunity and if you throw it to 
market forces, the nature of social Darwinism will 
maintain the ongoing class warfare and continue 
to widen the economic gap. Eventually, 
something’s got to break... and that’s where the 
aforementioned right-wing populism comes into 
play. It’ll set one group of poor folks against an¬ 
other, while the well-to-do will watch from their 
lofty perch. It’s already happening, as the shrink¬ 
ing middle class turns its animosity towards the 
lower classes, those “welfare parasites” or what 
have you, instead of the more-appropriate cor¬ 
porate villains. 

Getting off the economics lesson and back to 
the Baffler anthology, I can’t capture the rich¬ 
ness of this book in a few paragraphs. It’ll make 
you question every consumer choice you make— 
wonder if you’re being sold a bill of goods, no 
matter what you do. Hell, even the punk scene is 
often about nothing more than consumption; be¬ 
ing convinced that if you don’t have the latest 
cool records or buttons or patches or t-shirt, you’ll 
somehow be left behind. Sure, I’m sometimes as 
acquisitive as the next person but I think I have a 
pretty good bullshit detector. Perhaps reading this 
book will encourage people to think more criti¬ 
cally, to not allow themselves to be taken over 
by the corporate mindset. It makes me want to 









stay as far away from any sort of corporate envi¬ 
ronment, no matter how. enlightened or cutting 
edge they might seem. It’s still the same capital¬ 
ism and the main concern is always the maximi¬ 
zation of profits, no matter what the social cost. 
It’s a tough battle—people are overwhelmed by 
jobs that consume more and more of their time 
and offer less security or hope for advancement. 
They give in, exhausted, and plop down in front 
of the TV or go to the safe environs of the mall, 
where the stores are stocked with products to help 
them assert some semblence of “individuality,” 
of “rebellion.” It’s a difficult trap or mindset to 
escape—but we have to try. Because the alterna¬ 
tive—so to speak—is going to be an ugly class 
war as the people left behind and disconnected 
finally reach their limit. The free market only sets 
a small number of people free... the wealthy. 

I could go on endlessly about the ravages of 
the market (some of you wise-guys and gals are 
probably saying I’ve done just that in this col¬ 
umn!!). Dissent about the inherent unfairness of 
this system is tough to find, though—at least in 
the mainstream news media. There’s always talk 
about how great the stock market is doing, but 
the ups and downs of the stock market affect a 
relatively small number of people—those who 
have large investments. And it’s telling that an 
increase in worker benefits—higher salaries, se¬ 
curity, etc...—has a detrimental effect on the stock 
market. The wealth isn’t to be shared, unless 
you’re a stock-holder. That money isn’t going to 
trickle down anytime soon. The corporations who 
succeed do so by cutting jobs or sending them 
overseas, where there aren’t minimum wages or 
safety requirements or those pesky labor unions. 
The profits line the pockets of the CEO’s and their 
stockholders—not the employees who do the real 
work. 


This final missive is in response to statements 
Ari Katz of the now-defunct Lifetime made in 
Commodity ‘zine (issue #5). 

In the interview, editor Josh Hooten asks the 
band “So what makes a good interview?” 

Ari : “Sometimes I wonder why people are 
interviewing us. It was a perfect example 
tonight . I don't want to say who, OK, Al 
(Suburban Voice), him interviewing us seems 
more like somebody... 

Dave : An obligation. 

Ari : Maybe more like he’s doing it for the 
line, or whatever, not because he’s curious. 

He asked us like the worst questions / think 
we’ve ever been asked. I left after awhile 
because I was getting annoyed. He asked 
like “why is irony for suckers?” or “why 
hello bastards.” He had our cover and 
looked at it and just asked questions from 
that, “who is this guy in the picture?” It’s 
very easy what he was doing you know? I 
think a good interviewer is somebody who 
knows something about us, is curious, I don’t 
want to take too much for granted here, but 
a fan perhaps, interested in the music... 

I re-read the interview. It wasn’t the best I’ve 
ever done. I remember sitting down before the 
show and scribbling out some questions. I spent 
some time on it and came up with the best I could. 
I didn’t have much material by the band at that 
point and wasn’t well-versed in their history nor 
did I know a lot about them. But I liked “Hello 
Bastards” and the other few songs I’d heard pre¬ 
viously and was definitely interested in the mu¬ 
sic. I had seen them a year or two before and 


enjoyed that, as well. It wasn’t done out of any 
sense of obligation, it was done because I wanted 
to do it. Tim Owen from Jade Tree, Lifetime’s 
label, did call me the week before and ask me if 
I was interested in talking to the band and I said 
I would—not out of a sense of duty but because I 
liked the band. I probably would have done an 
interview with Lifetime that time even if Tim 
hadn’t called me. I’ve declined interview requests 
for other bands on Jade Tree and elsewhere be¬ 
cause I’m not that much into the band to dedi¬ 
cate space for an interview. So I find it insulting 
that Ari would question my motives for doing 
the interview. The Commodity interview was 
right after mine. Why didn’t Ari say something 
then? Perhaps he could have challenged my ad¬ 
mittedly non-amazing line of questioning, but I 
don’t need to read that type of shit in another 
zine. 

...and people wonder why I hate doing inter¬ 
views so fucking much... 


SQUAREPEGROUNDHOLE 

by Dave Grenier 


IRAQ AND OTHER STUFF 

During the first Gulf War I was seventeen years 
old, a high school senior raised by conservative, 
patriotic parents in a conservative factory town. 

I wasn’t sure how I felt about the war, on one 
hand I didn’t like the idea of the use of force as a 
negotiating tool, but on the other hand, Saddam 
Hussein was a brutal dictator who invaded one 
country and seemed set on invading a few more. 
Mostly though I was worried about getting 
drafted and the only thing I was 100% sure of 
was that I believed that only people who wanted 
to fight should be made to, or rather everyone 
who believed in the war should be over their fight¬ 
ing. I was definitely not for the war, but I do not 
think I was strongly against it either. 

Now seven years later I am seven years older 
and wiser. I’ve read the report to the U.N. on U.S. 
War Crimes in Iraq. I’ve learned that Saddam 
Hussein, while a dictator, did not order his troops 
to throw Kuwaiti babies out of incubators and let 
them die. I know that satellite photos showed no 
Iraqi troop buildup on the Saudi border. I know 
that Saddam Hussein was not damaged in the war, 
but that tens if not hundreds of thousands of Iraqi 
civilians were killed in the bombing, not to men¬ 
tion the half a million Iraqi children that have 
been starved to death as a result of the economic 
embargo on Iraq following the war. 

When Clinton got caught with his dick in an 
intern's mouth, I had a feeling an invasion of Iraq 
was not far behind. As Ramon stated in 
Barcelona, "a quick attack on some foreign bo¬ 
geyman, Libya, Iran, will bolster the American 
President’s failing popularity.” Ironically, as 
pointed out by more widely and promptly pub¬ 
lish pundits than I, these events unfolded scant 
weeks after the release of the movie about a Pub¬ 
lic Relations agent hired to protect the presidents 
image in a Sex Scandal. His solution is to start a 
war with Albania. The quote at the beginning of 
the movie says that a dog wags it’s tail because 
the dog is smarter, but if the tail were smarter, it 
would wag the dog. I think we might as well be 
honest here and say that this is a case of Wag The 
Dick, because America’s collective dick doesn’t 
feel big enough right now, and acting like the 
worlds bully, pushing people around and watch¬ 
ing good of American Made missiles shot out of 


American Made fighters by clean cut American 
pilots will make us proud, make us know we can 
destroy, we won’t be fucked with. Yes, the dick 
is wagging us, telling us to make it feel big by 
any means necessary. And before you use my 
analogy to make a statement about War being the 
result of an oppressive male patriarchy, realize 
that in an ABC News poll just a few weeks back, 
76% of Americans supported the bombing of Iraq. 
Knowing that 52% of the population is female, 
even if every singly man in the country supported 
the war, over half of the women would still be 
complaining that their dicks were thirsting for 
Arab blood. 

After the President’s State Of The Onion ad¬ 
dress, I knew I was against the war and began 
casting about for how to oppose it. I wrote a let¬ 
ter to the President and Vice President express¬ 
ing my concern, and in the letter to the Vice Presi¬ 
dent mentioned his year 2000 aspirations. I 
searched for groups opposing the war and tried 
to help them out, but surprisingly found little 
going on. Since my main source of research and 
communication is the Internet, I looked up web 
pages for Greenpeace, Amnesty International and 
even the Quakers, but could find nothing. On top 
of that, it seemed as if everyone was for the war. 
People at work were for it, my dad was for it, my 
roommate, in a very telling statement, even said 
“It’ll be so cool if we go to war with Iraq again, 
it was so cool the first time, I’m gonna be glued 
right to the television.” It was scary, this war, the 
thousands of people who would die, was just 
entertainment. We want to commit murder be¬ 
cause it makes for good television! Now it’s not 
just Shell and Northrup Grumman who serve to 
gain from the war, but CNN and their advertis¬ 
ers, Visa, GM, et cetera. It started to seem futile. 
Maybe I am just some crazy leftist, how can I 
fight against violence in a society so rife with it. 
I began thinking about the violence in my every 
day life. People who supported the death penalty 
and called murder “justice.” People who have 
threatened to kill me for “dissing” their “crew.” 
It’s ironic that people claim to be against censor¬ 
ship and for freedom, but would murder some¬ 
one for expressing their opinion. It’s amazing that 
people claim we are a free country, the freest in 
the world, but we murder our own citizens; men, 
women, children, the mentally ill, put ‘em in the 
chair, who cares about basic human rights? I 
started thinking about all the fights I have seen 
lately at shows, on the street, wherever. I thought 
about how we live in a society where might makes 
right and beating on someone weaker than you is 
the first instinct when someone is feeling bad 
about themselves. I thought that this war is just a 
reflection of our society as a whole and it all 
seemed worthless. 

Then I noticed flyers around my neighborhood 
for a teach-in at Brown University and a day of 
protest in front of the UN Building in New York 
City. I was excited. I went to the teach in, which 
I should have guessed, was sponsored by the ISO 
- the International Socialist Organizations. This 
meant I had to fight my way through a crowd of 
people intrusively trying to coerce me into buy¬ 
ing their newspaper The Socialist Worker. I got 
inside and got into the same argument I always 
do with these folks, why I am not a socialist. For 
some reason me supporting his cause never seems 
to be enough, they always want me to join their 
group and start paying dues and spend my time 
selling their newspaper for them. I refused. One 
guy, a really nice guy (I must say that I think all 









of the people in the ISO are very nice, wonder¬ 
ful, intelligent people. My problem is not with 
them as individuals, but with the group as a whole 
and its irritating brand-name self-promotion) 
bought me a copy of the paper and said he would 
pay my way into their conference in New York, 
conveniently happening right after the protest. I 
knew I wanted to go to the protest, it would be 
the first political activist work I had done in a 
few months, and I knew the best way of getting 
their would be to go with the ISO, either to drive 
a few of them down in my car or to ride in the 
bus they were planning to rent. New York is not 
too far, I have driven there several times, but the 
three and a half hour trip goes by a lot faster with 
people to talk to, and besides, I’ve lived back in 
New England for almost a year now and have 
not made many friends, especially ones that I can 
connect with intellectually. So I agreed to go, fig¬ 
uring that I could meet up with my friend Nicole 
afterwards, hang out for a bit and maybe crash at 
her place. It all sounded good, although the crazy 
amounts of stress I was under over Retrogres¬ 
sion and death threats and work and other stuff 
kept me from smiling too much about it. 

The teach in itself was interesting, the first 
speaker was a writer and activist who had spent 
some time in Iraq, witnessing the effects of the 
bombing and sanctions, which he posits are both 
parts of the same war against the Iraqi people. 
His speech was informative and moving, bring¬ 
ing me several times close to tears. He talked of 
how the Iraqi people were so kind to him and 
would not take any money from him once they 
realized why he was there. He talked of how Iraq 
is a country of twenty-one million people; Chris¬ 
tian, Jew, Moslem, Shiite, Kurd, Palestinian and 
more, yet we portray Iraq as one man, Saddam 
Hussein. Yet of the hundreds of thousands of ci¬ 
vilians killed in the bombing in 91, not one of 
them was Saddam. Out of the half a million chil¬ 
dren starved to death under the UN Sanctions 
against Iraq, not one of them was Saddam. He 
talked of how Baghdad is a city of four million 
people and they don’t have a single working 
ambulance. They can’t get their ambulances fixed 
because the spare parts are forbidden under the 
sanctions. They can not get many medicines, 
again, because of the sanctions. TTiey have ap¬ 
proximately 5% of the medicine they need to treat 
their civilians. Almost any disease, even malnu¬ 
trition, is fatal in Iraq. Baghdad is a major cos¬ 
mopolitan city (or was) like Boston, New York, 
Paris, London, L.A., San Francisco, Osaka, 
Sydney, whatever. Now, imagine a city like Bos¬ 
ton being bombed and then having its food sup¬ 
ply and medicine being taken away. On top of 
that, imagine having no electricity. Sewage can’t 
be pumped so it backs up into the streets, carry¬ 
ing with it all it’s diseases. Children get taken to 
the hospitals where there is no medicine and the 
conditions are decidedly less than sterile. One 
could argue that they are taken there to die. There 
are no clean sheets so they are lain on a bed cov¬ 
ered in piss, shit and blood. They develop infec¬ 
tions, sand flies come in and lay eggs in their 
eyes. These kids have maggots in their fucking 
eyes all because the world wants to punish one 
man, and because people like my roommate want 
their dicks to feel big by watching things blow 
up. 

After the speeches, the floor was opened for 
questions and discussion, and here is where I start 
to really have problems with the ISO. Firstly, it’s 
sort of annoying to me that everything has to re¬ 


late back to class struggle. Even the battle over 
abortion they refuse to recognize as a moral is¬ 
sue for most people, but instead make it part of 
some Right Wing conspiracy to give bosses more 
power over workers. But I get ahead of myself. 
During this discussion it seemed that any men¬ 
tion of a tactic that was not pre-approved in The 
Socialist Worker was completely ignored. I 
brought up the fact that public opinion was shaped 
by the major media where groups like The Heri¬ 
tage Foundation or The Cato Institute got their 
message out every day, whereas the left concen¬ 
trated on leftist media or a few large media tar¬ 
gets like the New York Times or Washington Post. 
Since the majority of the country (including all 
those working class folx that these Brown stu¬ 
dents claim to represent) get their news and opin¬ 
ions from their local daily paper or from local 
radio or whatever, it would be a good long-term 
strategy to try to build something that was essen¬ 
tially a leftist media clearing house like Heritage. 
That idea was not given a respectful hearing. Nor 
was the idea proposed by someone else that we 
consider a week or even month long oil boycott 
to show the oil companies that we were against 
the war. That idea was not given a respectful hear¬ 
ing either. However, the room burst into applause 
when one angry young woman said we need to 
go out there and “build a socialist alternative.’’ 
This is one of their catch phrases, and I have yet 
to figure out what the fuck it means, except for 
maybe getting everyone to join their group and 
sell their newspaper. And this is my main prob¬ 
lem with the socialists, there is little internal de¬ 
bate, at least none that is taken seriously, and there 
seems to be a fear of working with people or 
groups outside of themselves. In short, the ISO 
seems to be a bit close-minded and often loses or 
obscures the cause it’s fighting for because of it’s 
other goal of promoting the greater glory and 
name of the International Socialist Organization. 

That night I went to go visit some friends and 
watch “South Park,’’ and ended up staying there 
very late having an interesting conversation with 
my friend Scott “Danger’’ Horresly (who is at¬ 
tractive, intelligent and available for all you la¬ 
dies in Providence, unfortunately for me, he’s also 
heterosexual) and ended up not getting home until 
almost four in the morning. The next night I had 
planned to go up to a Daysgone show in New 
Hampshire and bring flyers about the protest and 
hopefully even grab the mic from Kevin for a 
few seconds to talk about why people should be 
against the war. Unfortunately, just as I was about 
to leave my friend Mary called, and I have not 
really talked to her in months, so we ended up on 
the phone for several hours and I missed the show. 
That night my roommates decided to have a keg 
party so I didn’t get to sleep that night until four 
or so. By Friday night I was very tired, having 
only slept for a few hours the preceding nights, 
but I still allowed myself to be talked into going 
to the midnight showing of Dark City (predict¬ 
able but mildly interesting plot, good visuals) and 
didn’t get home until half past two in the morn¬ 
ing. The kicker was, after all this, I had to be at 
Brown at 5:30 on Saturday morning to caravan 
down to NYC with the ISO. 

5:30 is early. Really fucking early. I was tired, 
shaking a bit, I kept dozing off. After the names 
were called of who would ride with who I tried 
to shout out to call my people over to me, but my 
voice would not come. This did not bode well. 
Somehow I still made it, but I don’t think I would 
have had I driven alone. With other passengers 


in the car we were constantly talking, mostly 
about politics, which was very interesting (thank 
god I didn’t have to have another one of those 
“Hey, have you heard the new Chokepiece CD?” 
conversations) and my mind was taken off how 
tired I was. Sooner than I expected, we were in 
New York. I figured out that I must have been 
going about 90mph most of the way. 

Waiting in the hostel for the rest of the group 
to arrive, my mind started listening to my body 
who was saying it was damned tired. “I’ve barely 
slept or eaten for the past three days,” my body 
was saying, “you had better take care of that 
damned soon.” As we were standing around, I 
felt my heart slow down, or speed up, I couldn’t 
tell, but it certainly wasn’t pumping right. My 
blood felt like water in my veins, the feeble beats 
of a muscle ready to quit were all I could feel. It 
was a little scary. I got some juice and a bagel 
and got ready to march. 

We were supposed to all go from the Hostel 
where we were sleeping (well, they were sleep¬ 
ing, I was hopefully staying with Nicole. Well, 
she knew I was coming, but I had not actually 
spoken with her yet) to Hunter College where 
the ISO conference was being held, then all the 
ISO people were to go to Times Square together 
for the beginning of the protest. Things got all 
screwed up, we had to skip Hunter College and 
go right to Times Square, and I really had to pee. 
Have you ever tried to find a public restroom in 
New York City? I have, and it wasn’t easy. One 
of the guys I was with said “in a socialist society, 
there would be public restrooms everywhere.” I 
wanted to hold him down and pee in his mouth. 
Finally, I found a place where I could use the 
toilet. 

At the protest itself I got asked to buy half a 
dozen different newspapers. Workers World, 
Workers News, The Militant, Workers Vanguard, 
and of course The Socialist Worker. I had a crazy 
urge to go get a bunch of Weekly World News 
from a convenience store and start selling them, 
but instead I just whipped out the dozen copies 
of La Retro I had with me and tried to sell them. 
Out of the crowd of three thousand activists, I 
sold five Retrogressions. Geez, I felt like I was at 
a punk show. 

The protest/rally/march/bake sale was an in¬ 
teresting event. I have never felt at home in pro¬ 
tests, I have always felt them to be a tool of last 
resort and all the chanting makes me feel really 
self conscious. While we were waiting to March 
they had a few speakers. In fact, they had one 
from every group represented. IT was ridiculous. 
We were standing there for an hour and a half 
waiting to move while yet another speaker droned 
on about the same stuff ‘The same system that 
kills Iraqi children cuts US Welfare.” Alright al¬ 
ready, enough, it’s all in the damned Manifesto. 
I noticed a couple things though. Firstly, there 
are more Socialist and Communist groups in this 
country than you or I probably ever knew about. 
Secondly, they all hate each other. They believe 
the exact same things, or almost the exact same, 
but I guess their competition for membership 
forces them to call each other sell-outs and each 
offer the one true path to salvation, or something 
like that. I wonder if the Right faces this same 
problem. As I watched one of the Workers Van¬ 
guard folx almost get in a fight with one of the 
ISO folx, I thought “Geez, does this type of thing 
happen between Family Research Council .and 
Focus On Family?” I didn’t understand it. I guess 
it goes back to that cultish xenophobia I noticed 
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of my muscles were sore, my kidneys hurt and 
my brain felt like it was disintegrating and float¬ 
ing off into space. I started hallucinating from 
lack of sleep, and for some strange reason, the 
only thing that kept me focused and sane was 
whistling “Staying Alive’’ by The Bee Gees over 
and over again. 

I was going to write about the conference, but 
I am running out of time. By the time I got to bed 
that night, I realized I had slept 10 out of the pre¬ 
vious 88 hours and walked 110 blocks across 
Manhattan. And now I must say, “Good night"... 


IN MY HEAD 

by Chris 


It was early last year in the news that it was 
mentioned that the “baby boomers” are going 
back to church regularly with their children all 
of a sudden. It was on Channel 4’s nightly news 
report (there goes my punk cred, watching the 
nightly news on TV!!) and naturally they showed 
the requisite footage of cleancut young upwardly- 
mobile types with cute babies and fresh-faced 
young children in tow. Naturally all the people 
in question had to say centered around “family 
values” and “wanting a good family environment 
for the children,” and things to that effect. Be¬ 
tween that and all the whining parents do about 
TV violence and rock lyrics among other things 
I see a pattern developing, don’t you? 

I believe that many parents are both desperate 
and eager to find an easy, painless cure-all method 
of raising their children. So they leap at any op¬ 
portunity to get that burden off of their backs, in 
this case mindlessly throwing themselves at the 
church in an attempt to get their god to do it all 
for them, to show them all “The Way”. Ye olde 
out-of-sight-out-of-mind method of child-rearing, 
you might call it. I also believe that many par¬ 
ents would much rather find cheap, easy, conve¬ 
nient scapegoats to point their fingers at and shrill 
“AHA!!! YOU did this to MY CHILDREN!!!” 
instead of actually, maybe, possibly looking at 
themselves for the answer. What idiots they all 
are... 

Keep in mind that I subscribe to the late great 
Maestro Frank Zappa’s theory of stupidity being 
the universe’s most plentiful ingredient as op¬ 
posed to hydrogen before I go any further, OK? 
Just what is so wonderful about being a parent 
anyway, I ask? I think that the Church has branded 
the concept that parenthood is so special into most 
people’s minds so thoroughly that nobody even 
thinks about why they want to breed so badly 
anymore. It’s gotten to the point where I can al¬ 
most hear people thinking “I must produce chil¬ 
dren or I am a worthless excuse for a human be¬ 
ing! My life wil be so empty if I don’t!”. 

Yes, I have no desire to subject myself to the 
wonderful experiences of grinding my teeth to 
the roots, pulling my hair out, and other stressful 
things known collectively as “parenting” for 18 
to 21+ years of my life. To paraphrase Groucho 
Marx, parenthood is a wonderful institution but 
who wants to be in an institution?? Countless 
times I have undergone the ritual of enduring oth¬ 
ers who have bought into the dream of having 
2.5 beautiful, perfect children asking me why I 
feel this way and giving me the usual response 
of “You’ll change your mind,” and putting up with 
their knowing grins, shocked expressions, and 
looks that they would normally reserve for a 


at the teach-in. But I think that is why they had 
to have so many speakers. There as no way some¬ 
one at the Revolutionary Communist Party was 
going to let a member of the Socialist Party USA 
invoke the name of Castro unless she got to in¬ 
voke it as well. The third thing that I noticed is 
that there seemed to be no simple peace-activist 
groups there. EVERYONE was some kind of 
socialist, no Quakers, no Catholic Peace Work¬ 
ers, no CCCO, just commies, commies every¬ 
where. 

So finally, after hearing the same speech two 
dozen times, we got to March. There were people 
marching along side us, on the sidewalk, who 
were leading in the chants. Most of the chants 
were pretty bad. They were not very inspiring, 
had too many syllables and sometimes were 
downright stupid. It may have made the original 
writer of the chant fell like they had a big dick, 
but it communicated nothing to the crowd. The 
worst was “Hey Madeline, what do you say? How 
many kids did you kill today?” Imagine a couple 
hundred people trying to say that in unison. All 
you hear is a garbled mess. Of course, the best 
chants are always the most simple. “What do we 
want?” “TROOPS OUT!” “When do we want it?” 
“NOW!” Our chants were led by this beautiful 
boy, possibly one of the most beautiful I have 
ever seen. I felt really guilty, I felt like I was one 
of those people who goes to the protest to pick 
up chicks, but I couldn’t stop staring at his 
dreadlocks, the angles of his face, his full lips. 
*sigh*. I started chanting really loudly, suddenly 
inspired anew, and ended up blowing my voice 
out. I outshouted the people with the bullhorns, 
causing everyone to turn when I yelled “WHAT 


DO WE WANT!?!?!” I spend most of the rest of 
the march asking if anyone had a lozenge. 

At the end of the march I ran into my friend 
Spencer who lives in Brooklyn (and wrote the 
piece on Police Brutality for the last issue of La 
Retro). He told me Kill The Man Who Questions 
was playing at ABC No Rio. This was my first 
time at ABC, and it was sort of cool being at one 
of the few clubs everyone in the punk scene, all 
over the world, has heard of. There I ran into Neil 
Robinson and managed to unload a lot of zines, 
and saw what may be the best band I have seen 
this year. Afterwards I tried to call Nicole, but I 
had forgotten to bring her number. I called infor¬ 
mation but they gave me the wrong Schulman. I 
decided, “what the hell, I’m 2 blocks south of 
Houston, it’s only 26 blocks to her house, I’ll just 
walk there now.” By the time I got there, she had 
gone out for the evening. Damn. I wasn’t sure if 
I should sit at a diner and wait for her to get home, 
or go try to find the ISO conference and stay with 
them at the Hostel tonight. After a bit of delib¬ 
eration I realized how damned tired I was and 
that I could not bear to sit at a diner for hours 
waiting for Nicole to come get me, for all I knew 
she would be out until 2am. I felt really badly 
about not seeing Nicole, I hate when people break 
plans with me so therefore I hated to break them 
with her, but I really had no other choice. So I 
walked up to the conference on 68 th street, 44 
blocks away. I don’t know why I didn’t take a 
bus or a train, it barely occurred to me. I don’t 
know the transit system in New York, and I like 
to walk. However, on the way to the conference, 
I could feel myself starting to fall apart, my body 
was just hurting, that’s the only word for it. All 
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madman. And how do they know this? Maybe I 
don’t feel like observing the ordeal of watching 
the woman I love’s body stretch, bloat, and dis¬ 
tort, plus watching her emotions go on a 
rollercoaster ride. And then, after nine months 
of this plus regular morning sickness initially, 
watching as she forces an infant’s bowling-ball¬ 
sized head through a REALLY tiny opening over 
the course of many hours’ worth of hard work? 
Which would incapacitate the average macho 
idiot very quickly if not immediately, by the way. 
Gee, I guess I must be a selfish, thoughtless oaf 
for wanting to be my own man and having better 
things to do with my life than simply be a breeder! 
I understand (and I could be wrong here) that 
certain militant gays use that term as a deep in¬ 
sult towards certain heterosexuals. Think for a 
moment; I think they have a good point. 

The Church got one thing right centuries ago 
at their initial rise to power; most of us human 
beans happen to have a strong preprogrammed 
urge to reproduce. You know, instinct of propa¬ 
gation, “be fruitful and multiply,” and other as¬ 
sorted whatall? So they pumped out tons of pro¬ 
paganda and still do about children being our 
future and “God’s ultimate gift of love”, and natu¬ 
rally how birth control and abortion are “im¬ 
moral” because the latter is “murder” and the 
former completely defeats the purpose of sex, 
which is of course for (mindless) reproduction 
alone. What a brilliant move on their part! In the 
last century especially, their capitalizing on 
Americans’ simultaneous love and fear of sex still 
gives them a strong hold on their followers’ minds 
and then they can take it from there.Remember, 
our country was founded by religious fanatics, 
the Puritans, so the Church has a stronger hold 
here than you’d imagine. Witness the number of 
sheep who call themselves “Catholic” here in 
Massachusetts alone, most likely because every¬ 
body else around them says they are. With that 
level of brain activity it’s no wonder so many 
people fall under the spell of “Have children or 
you’re evil and selfish.” 

Children are also a frighteningly seductive 
ticket towards perceived notions of “acceptance.” 
That’s right, have a kid and the neighbours will 
automatically think “They’re OK, they’re a fam¬ 
ily!” Or so the fools who believe this think. Kids 
are also a means of a quick fix of unconditional 
love. At least until they start running around 
screaming their heads off and shouting “NO!!!” 
to everything you say and do to them, that is. I 
can’t wait for my sister’s reaction when she finds 
out the hard way that her new kid will start doing 
this and all the pop psychology in the world will 
do her no good! Children can also be a lethal 
weapon in a relationship situation. Do you have 
any idea just how many marriages are held to¬ 
gether with spit and bubblegum because the feud¬ 
ing parental units are only staying together “so 
the children will have a family”?? Or how many 
times people get married in the event of preg¬ 
nancy because it’s the “right thing to do”? Being 
a product of both of those particular situations I 
can vouch that it’s quite hellish to endure. But, 
hey, we can’t have a fatherless family now can 
we? The kids will be—oh, my STARS!!!—ille¬ 
gitimate! Never mind that this particular percep¬ 
tion is strictly in the eyes of the Church, it just 
will not do to have an “incomplete” family now, 
will it? Hence, the prejudice exhibited towards 
single parents in America, based in the assump¬ 
tion that the single parent is somehow “irrespon¬ 
sible” because they haven’t a mate to call their 


own. Regardless of their circumstances of course. 
I think this has to do with this “family values” 
nonsense that is the refuge of a beaten politician. 
Or a conservative trying to get votes to rally “the 
American people” behind him because everybody 
loves kids and families, right? “Familiy” has be¬ 
come such an overused word lately, it aggravates 
me to hear it thrown about like “uh” or “like”, 
for example. 

And on top of all these other thing I’ve men¬ 
tioned, think of it this way: if we keep pumping 
out children at the rate we’re going we are going 
to have an IMMENSE population explosion by 
the beginning of the next century. As opposed to 
a huge population explosion—remember how 
women are taking those fertility drugs like aspi¬ 
rin these days! Newsflash; the Earth is not going 
to put up with this for much longer. She’s over¬ 
taxed enbough as is. Not in my lifetime hope¬ 
fully, but in the future the Earth we all take for 
granted because we supposedly “own and con¬ 
trol” it will collapse and everything will simply 
collapse along with Her. You may want to weigh 
that in your mind before you ride bareback for 
that one glorious moment that will lead to so 
much trouble in your life... 

But I suppose that as long as there are starry- 
eyed young couples out there who want to make 
their name known and have more ideology than 
sense, religious fools who insist upon not using 
birth control and folks who insist on not using 
birth control because they’re stupid (are you lis¬ 
tening, guys? Contraception and HIV/AIDS pre¬ 
vention is more important than feeling, OK?), we 
will continue to see pregnant women and par¬ 
ents carting around one or more squalling brats. 
I have nothing against people who want children 
for practical reasons and whom are aware of what 
they’re in for and more prepared for it than most, 
I should point out, however. But, that aside, par¬ 
enthood is a truly unwise proposition, especially 
for those who should not be allowed to breed. 
Needless to say, this includes most people in this 
country. You might say this; it’s not kids I hate, 
it’s the folks who want them most of the time. As 
long as the kids are other people’s kids you can 
give back to their parents at the end of the day, of 
course! I just became an uncle myself so I guess 
I’ll have to practise what I preach here with my 
new nephew (hello, Gregory Alexander!). But just 
don’t be asking me when I’m having any of my 
own or you risk grievous bodily harm, and don’t 
think I’m kidding here! 

By the way, I’m finally online now, so any who 
would like to drop me a line about this or future 
columns are more than encouraged to do so at 
alphawolf_28@hotmail.com. Yeah, I’m finally in 
the running to catch up with the Golden Age Of 
Wireless! Scary thought, eh Al?? 

PARTING SHOTS 

After the debacle that happened in Plymouth, 
M A. this past Thanksgiving, that particular sleepy 
little town can expect to not have any tourist ser¬ 
vice from this writer in the near future! As I un¬ 
derstand it, the local Indians were marching to 
protest the fact that their people are not given the 
credit that is due them for their roles in the origin 
of this particular holiday. Which I think is an 
understandable grievance on their part. All they 
were doing was marching peacefully with no 
weapons and no violence towards others at all, 
but they made one fatal error;the police of Ply¬ 
mouth decided to block their way due to the fact 
they were—gaspshockHORROR!—marching in 


the street. After forming a line and ordering them 
to disperse, the police suddenly surged forward 
to grab and brutally assault the protesters with 
no provocation aside from the fact the marchers 
would not stop for them. They were banging the 
marchers’ heads against the pavement to the point 
of drawing blood, beating them, and going as far 
as to hit them with pepper spray while they were 
handcuffed and helpless...did I mention many said 
they were sprayed in the mouth with that stuff, 
which is horribly potent and designed to stop a 
rampaging drug fiend if sprayed in his eyes? All 
because the police claimed they were lacking the 
proper permit to march in the street! I hear the 
ACLU is giving the arrested free legal represen¬ 
tation, which is good for them, but let us think of 
why the police of Plymouth saw fit to do this to 
innocent marchers doing nothing to merit such 
barbaric treatment. 

In my opinion it has to be nothing more than 
good old fashioned redneck racism. Think for a 
second; if the protesters had been whites they 
would have not only been given much more lee¬ 
way but the arrests would have been consider¬ 
ably gentler. But no, they were Native Ameri¬ 
can, and Goddess knows what would have hap¬ 
pened if they had been black and marching peace¬ 
fully! This was a throwback to the days of Mar¬ 
tin Luther King Jr. when blacks were sprayed with 
firehoses and brutalised for marching peacefully, 
and I find it especially disgusting and repugnant 
that we treat the people whose ancestors helped 
our ancestors (who knew nothing of how to prop¬ 
erly farm the land) to survive in their new land 
they had sailed off to so disrespectfully. 

We can slag the Native Americans off as shift¬ 
less alcoholics who do nothing to help themselves 
out of that predicament all we want, but I think 
that’s just history’s way of covering up the fact 
that we were the ones who made them that way! 
We were the ones who destroyed their culture, 
squashed and suppressed their religious beliefs, 
took away their lands, and then introduced them 
to alcohol in the first place, in case you’ve for¬ 
gotten, which I’m sure many of you have if you 
even knew that in the first place. And then we 
wondered why they turned out the way they did, 
stuffed into the corner onto squalid little plots of 
desolate land called “reservations” to take the bad 
taste off of the fact that they were essentially death 
camps, on my opinion. Ahh, America, we just 
love to forget these little dirty things that com¬ 
prise our history now, do we? A hearty “FUCK 
YOU!!!” to the police of Plymouth and the people 
of that sleepy little burg for doing what they did 
and letting it happen respectively! You are noth¬ 
ing but racist redneck fools who deserve what 
you have; a legacy of townie hatred and intoler¬ 
ance ingrown and inbred over centuries, no doubt. 
I fully intend to not visit your town any time soon, 
as given how I obviously am not the standard 
townie type—I’m far too articulate, for one 
thing!—I would be shunned and messed around 
with even though I’m white. 

The people of Gloucester aren’t much better, 
I’ve found, either. Keep your “Not In My Back 
Yard” attitudes to yourselves where they belong 
and go ahead and keep the attitudes of racism 
and intolerance burning bright for those doomed 
future generations who will never move from 
their little town and most likely will die there not 
knowing a damn thing! It’s better that it’s con¬ 
tained there anyway; why make things in the cit¬ 
ies any worse than they already are, I say? 




CHRIS’TOP RECORDS OF ‘97 

MISFITS-American Psycho” & “Static Age 
DIMESTORE HALOES-Thrill City Crime Con¬ 
trol 

JEFF DAHL-Heart Full OF Snot 
RIVERDANCE Soundtrack 
LORD OF THE DANCE Soundtrack 
ANUNA-Omnis 


THE ICONOCLAST S CORNER 

by Rob Ross 


ALL MODS ARE NOT CONS 

As I was getting off the subway last Monday 
night, I saw for the second time a guy wearing a 
Fred Perry, a great pair of Oxfords and on his 
bag was a target patch with “Small Faces” em¬ 
broidered across it. I’d seen him once before and 
before I’d had a chance to talk to him, he’d al¬ 
ready gotten on the train. So this time, I didn’t 
hesitate. Although it’s a strange thing to do, es¬ 
pecially in a New York City subway, I went up to 
him and said, “Excuse me, but I couldn’t help 
noticing your Small Faces patch. Are you a 
Mod?” He looked apprehensive and nodded, 
“Yes.” “Oh, great,” I answered. “So am I.” He 
looked relieved and we introduced ourselves. 

Thus once again, I’ve taken a conscious step 
12 years backwards. Back to where I started. As 
a Mod. A Modernist. A Stylist. A Face. A cool, 
clean, hard “young, white Negro of the night” 
(okay, skip the young part). At 32, surprisingly, 
you can go home again and not so much relive 
the past, but re-embrace it and take pride in who 
you are and what you’ve always been about. It 
was never just the music. It was never just the 
clothes. It never was just the hair or the shades or 
the cool arrogance. It was never the scooter. It 
was all of it. It was dancing to your own beat at a 
time and in a place where it was never going to 
be like you wanted it to be with anyone else. 

Being an adolescent Mod in suburban Staten 
Island was not a cool or normal thing to be. It 
was no man’s land and me, being the extreme 
Anglophile I was, there was nothing more apt. I 
was a loner; a music obsessive with a nasty puri¬ 
tanical streak and would verbally cut to shreds 
anyone who dared challenge my law—NOT opin¬ 
ions, mind you. Everything I said was (in my 
mind) God’s word and you better take it as the 
gospel. So having all those “leadership” (loosely) 
qualities, I walked alone and anyone who wanted 
to follow was welcome as long as there wasn’t 
any challenge as to the status of the (undisputed) 
linchpin. Trouble was, there wasn’t anybody who 
was into the early Who, the look of a parka, 
rolled-up tapered leg jeans (remember, this was 
still the ‘70’s), loafers and button down collared 
shirts. At least no one was into it away from 
school because I did go to a prep school, but while 
my “preppie” look went beyond the walls of the 
building and past the 3 o’clock, getting out of 
class time, everyone else was into disco or Black 
Sabbath. And they were all incredibly thick and 
generally stupid individuals. So I was alone. 
There was strength in solitude. It made me 
smarter, more arrogant and a lot more open 
minded than others because I didn’t know how 
to think in terms of “clique” mentality. 

I went religiously into the Village, every Sat¬ 
urday. This was still a time when the Village was 
verboten, ‘cos if you went up there, you were 
either a fag or a junkie. Such was the reputation, 
but I was neither. I went because there were places 


like Bleecker Bob’s, Village Oldies, Golden Disc 
and Bonaparte’s—The British Record Store. It 
was heaven for me. I’d read the Melody Maker , 
NME, Sounds, Zig Zag , Flexipop and The Face. 
Of course, I wasn’t limited to my Mod style; I 
was completely besotted with post-punk/power 
pop, etc.; you know, bands like the Teardrop Ex¬ 
plodes, Wire, Buzzcocks, The Undertones, XTC 
and most of all The Jam, who I discovered as 
being a Mod band. It was an incredibly healthy 
and exciting musical climate. Bands were always 
playing in New York and you got to see The En¬ 
glish Beat or The Cure or The Specials or some 
other brilliant band of the period in a small venue 
for a low price. 

What was considered “art” (re: pretentious) 
movies were also always in abundance and so 
were music films like “D.O.A ”, “Urgh!”, “Dance 
Craze” and “Quadrophenia”. Things were mov¬ 
ing fast and bands were always coming and go¬ 
ing quickly. Between 1979 and 1984, New York 
was a great place to see groups; there were loads 
of clubs and there was always something to do. 
In Staten Island, I was the only Mod that I knew 
of, although many of my friends were punk rock¬ 
ers (or “new wavers,” as many people referred to 
them), so I didn’t stick out like a sore thumb so 
much. I was welcomed with open arms by that 
crowd and had a lot of friends that shared my 
passion for music and a culture other than the 
ones around us—either disco assholes from 
Brooklyn, stoned headbangers and hippies or just 
plain boring bastards. Yes, we were elitist, but it 
was because we never had any desire to settle for 
Staten Island complacency. 

While I was a hardcore Mod, which basically 
meant sticking fastidiously to my style ethic and 
“uniform” (a deplorable term, but it is unfortu¬ 
nately apt, I still felt it would be in my best inter¬ 
est to keep as open a mind as possible. This made 
things easier for me whenever I’d go to shows 
with my friends. Even being a die-hard Mod 
could be a pain in the ass. Having to always ex¬ 
plain your style, etc. So when we’d go see cer¬ 
tain bands, I’d basically be a sheep like everyone 
else, though not in the sense of mindless wor¬ 
ship. I’d look the part required. Like if we went 
to see Spandau Ballet, we’d be in suits; if we saw 
Big Country, we’d wear plaid shirts and so on. 
And when I got home, I’d be wrapped up in my 
parka again. 

This was a repeated cycle through my adoles¬ 
cence, right until I hit 20. It was then that it all 
dawned on me. I was no different than anyone 
else. Just because I dressed differently than my 
peers or contemporaries. My freak flag was fly¬ 
ing in a far more subtle manner than if I’d had a 
body full of piercings and tattoos or if I’d had a 
mohawk, but I was a self-confessed freak. I’d 
bucked against the system by bucking against the 
anti-establishment. Like I said, being a Mod left 
me in no-man’s land. And it started to make sense 
that it really isn’t the clothes that make the per¬ 
son—no matter what, if you look like an asshole 
in a certain fashion get-up, you can still possibly 
be a nice and decent person. And you may be 
dressed in the world’s finest and most expensive 
threads but if you’re a click, then that’s just how 
it is and no amount of cosmetics will be able to 
cover up the flaws. A bit naive, granted, but it 
did take me until I was 20 to realize that it isn’t 
the packaging, it’s the candy inside. And besides, 
Mods were supposed to be teenagers... 

That is, until now... Now, at 32,1 see kids who 
are supposed to be part of this new “punk” gen¬ 


eration; trying to emulate the standards set by 
people like Rotten and Strummer. and so on 20 
years ago. Unfortunately, the kids of today with 
their nipple piercings and “this tattoo is my per¬ 
sonal statement about my spirituality” is all 
sheep-like mentality and absolute bullshit. It flies 
in the face of everything that punk and prior to 
that, Mod was about or at least tried to be. Punk 
meant never having to say you’re sorry. Now I 
fucking well am. 

I’d guess that part of my disappointment stems 
from someone who is close to me. I look at my 
19 year old cousin (who I love dearly) and I feel 
like she’s fallen for every trapping of nonsense 
that MTV and the other mind-gangsters out there 
pander to. She’s got the stupid beads and the stu¬ 
pid tattoo and the stupid piercings and that whole 
thing about being free and this lame-brained mix¬ 
ture of rehashed hippie babble and punk rebel¬ 
lion makes me want to smack her and “say wake 
the fuck up, you dummy.” Not for all the Vespas 
and Fred Perrys and original Stax LPs would I 
join the masses, at least not to such a ludicrous 
degree. Unfortunately, my cousin has now be¬ 
come just like every other teenager, in their 
“tribal” gear (said with tongue firmly planted in 
cheek) and I always thought she was her own 
person. I know everyone needs at one time or 
another to “belong,” but where’s the line? It can’t 
and won’t be drawn by anybody but the indi¬ 
vidual. 

I realize I sound incredibly pious and 
self-righteous but I don’t feel I’m being that way 
because I cannot and do not put myself outside 
of this, obviously with my “Mod” view of life. I 
am as guilty as anyone else who uses clothes and 
music to begin to assemble an identity in adoles¬ 
cence, but I also know when enough is enough. 
By at least 21, one should be able to shed their 
“uniform” and don their own personalities. Just 
because I still dress like a Mod doesn’t mean that 
I’m about to join in with a bunch of 17 year old 
strutting peacocks. I’ll leave that to my now-30 
year old former bass playing sidekick, Marc. He 
still needs to cling to it, so he hangs out with 
snotty asshole kids and has to show off his “el¬ 
der statesman” role. I no longer care what any¬ 
one thinks, as far as looks go. And music is sub¬ 
jective, so that does not factor in at all. Marc’s 
still trying to find his identity after all these years. 
I, fortunately, can say I know who I am. 

I may have my favorite music and clothes and 
such but the most important thing is that I’m not 
like anyone else. Even though media wants young 
people to believe that they are troubled and rest¬ 
less and the answers lie in “finding yourself’ 
through self-mutilation they still want young 
people to think that they’re individual as long as 
they’re all wearing the same fucking shoes and 
nail polish and all look alike—otherwise, you’ll 
be shunned by society, or at least the cliques that 
we all know you want so desperately to be part 
of. It’s a partial hangover from the fucking 
“slacker/grunge”-annihilation period. Fuck it. 
And fuck you all. Here’s the simplest answer to 
all your problems, young people. Face facts, it 
doesn’t get any better while you’re young. Suck 
it up and make your way through it as best as 
you can. Don’t fight your parents because you 
won’t win. Don’t bite the hand that feeds you— 
befriend it and subvert from within. Clean up 
your looks and your acts; get up and dance to 
some music that will give you a spark of hope. 
Put on “Hold On, I’m Coming” and see if that 
doesn’t get your blood pumping more than a drug- 






induced rave techno beat. Stop cutting yourselves 
and straighten out; use your minds because the 
best weapon you’ve got is sense and knowledge. 
And anyway, you’ll just look better and smarter 
in a short haircut, a shirt and tie and nice shoes. 
People hear you better when you speak. They 
don’t look cross eyed at you while you shout your 
misguided manifestos and look like a bunch of 
fucking disgusting nouveau hippies. Sorry, young 
people. You can’t be fucking hippies—you’re too 
young. Your asshole parents may have been, but 
you cannot be. If you are the children of hippies, 
God have mercy on your souls. You’ll never get 
it. The answer is crystal clear. Forget Mods, Rock¬ 
ers, Punks, etc. Forget it all and just create on 
your own. Do not buy all the MTV hyperbole 
and shit that sanctimonious dickheads have to say 
And don’t be afraid to take responsibility. You 
young folk are always fobbing it off, saying it’s 
society’s fault. Y’all are buck-passers. If you take 
responsibility, you’ll find that the rewards of hav¬ 
ing things work out are greater and satisfaction 
is obtainable. 

As for me, well, I’m still a Mod. I’ll always be 
a Mod. Sort of. At least, I still have my ties, my 
loafers and my soul music. And that’s all I’ll ever 
need. 


QUEEN OF THE FAUX-PAS 

by Anna Sin 


PART I: THE POLITICS OF THE GUITAR 
SOLO 

Ah, my very first self-absorbed column in a 
zine whose circulation numbers over one hun¬ 
dred. And trust A1 to request a page or so of my 
whiny bitching at very short notice, when I’m in 
the middle of studying for finals at my respect¬ 
able community college, trying to forge a decent 
future for myself... So anyway, this is all I could 
come up with: a mangled dissertation 
deconstructing one of my personal pet peeves: 
The Contemporary Western Rock Guitar Solo. 

First and foremost, guitar solos suck because 
they’re boring. It pains me greatly to see a lead 
singer with no instrument to occupy his/her time 
just jumping around like an idiot when it’s time 
for the lead guitarist to masturbate, er, I mean 
execute a Rawkin’ Guitar Solo. Or even worse, 
the unencumbered frontperson just stands there , 
like, picking his/her nose or something, com¬ 
pletely negating the original intent of said Guitar 
Solo, the intent being a massive release of musi¬ 
cal “energy.” 

But let’s dig deeper than that. In and of them¬ 
selves, Guitar Solos are neutral and have no in¬ 
trinsic good or evil. But when taken in the con¬ 
text of popular (and unpopular) music, their 
meaning is quite clear to me: that for guitar play¬ 
ers, there is only one type of talent, one type of 
creativity, and one type of proficiency, and that 
is the ability to play fast and wanky guitar solos. 
The faster you can play them, the more accom¬ 
plished of a musician you are. If you can’t play 
fast, you’re just not a “hot” guitarist. In fact, you 
suck and should either switch to bass or give up 
right now! 

This attitude is even more readily applied to 
female guitarists, which begs the question: why 
are female musicians being held up to this mas¬ 
culine standard in the first place? How many 
times have you heard people rationalize their 
prejudice against female guitarists by saying, 
“well, I’ve never heard a chick who can wail on 


an axe like a guy can.” [And of course when 
speaking of this proverbial “guy,” they mean a 
person who plays fast and wanky guitar solos. 
Because of course there aren’t any male guitar¬ 
ists who deviate from this stereotype! It’s only 
the ladies who dare stray from the model of the 
Perfect (Wanker) Guitarist. Notice that we never 
hear, “I can’t think of any men who can play gui¬ 
tar like a woman can.”] 

What, I ask you, is so damn special about play¬ 
ing ultra-fast, wanky guitar solos in the first 
place? This is what guitarists (women especially) 
must do to prove themselves competent amongst 
the (male) Guitar Gods. Those who forego the 
practice of playing masturbatory guitar solos with 
a high wank-factor are dismissed as fair at best. 
WHY ?!? To play quick guitar licks, one does not 
need creativity, but only to master them through 
practice and repetition. (After writing this, I 
found a very apropos A1 Gore quote: “repetition 
- practice - is the key to success.” Which helps 
to illustrate my point that Guitar Wankers are 
merely the A1 Gores of the rock world.) But one 
can be a creative guitar player without resorting 
to wank. Consider which is the most admirable 
talent: speed or creativity? Creativity, or course, 
because it’s much more difficult to come by than 
some dime-a-dozen wannabe Eric Clapton or 
whoever! 

My guitar “heroes” are those who avoid wank 
and don’t use the Guitar Solo as a vehicle for 
showing off. Therefore, they are not as limited 
as the wank-bound Guitar Gods are, and are free 
to explore their natural guitar-playing abilities and 
concentrate on making sounds that are unique. 
Yet these people are dismissed as only fair musi¬ 
cians (at best), because the “critics” and the gen¬ 
eral public have both been brainwashed with the 
notion that fast solos are the mark of a Great 
Guitarist. 

Which brings me back to my original premise: 
that fast and wanky guitar solos are boring! They 
tend to write themselves, as they are generally 
based entirely on the pentatonic scale - all you 
have to do is practice for a year or two until your 
fingers can fly over the frets with great speed and 
accuracy. I’m not impressed by that shit, whether 
it’s being played by Lita Ford or some wanker 
from Van Halen. 

RS. The only non-ironic Guitar Solo that has 
my seal of approval is the one featured in Adam 
and the Ant’s “Plastic Surgery.” Fucking bril¬ 
liant! 


How ironic that while I was working on the 
above piece, someone else was in the room with 
me playing the wankiest ‘70s cock rock I have 
ever had the displeasure of being subjected to. 


PART II: DESTROY PUNK ROCK 

Ack! I still have more room! You must forgive 
me, I’ve been experiencing a horrible writer’s 
block for over a year now... What shall I com¬ 
plain about now? Pete Wilson? The media’s 
(mis)treatment of my hero, Jack Kevorkian? Fun¬ 
damentalist Christians? The present state of punk 
rock? All right! What follows are excerpts from 
my work-in-progress Destroy Punk Rock mani¬ 
festo. 

Punk rock! What a joke it has devolved into. 
When I listen to late ‘70s west coast (the best 
coast!) punk bands I hear a broad variety of 
sounds, ranging from the likes of the Screamers 
to X to the Mutants to the Germs... Then I listen 
to contemporary punk bands, and, with a few 


exceptions, I can’t tell anyone apart. This is not 
due to ignorance, but to the unfortunate fact that 
musical conformity is alive and kicking in our 
“sacred” little punk scene. 

This is not a lame plea to “bring it all back.” 
Don’t even try to do that ‘cos that’s just retro and 
“back in tha day,” punk was (among many other 
things) not retro but a tool to destroy boring mu¬ 
sic like cock rock and disco. Now that most of 
today’s punk follows the same tired blueprint and 
is sorely lacking in creativity, it has become just 
as mundane and boring as said cock rock and 
disco of yesteryear. In light of this, I propose that 
those who truly love punk rock destroy it, in or¬ 
der to put it out of its misery. Then we can get on 
with our lives already, and start something new. 

I’m sick of the hypocrisy. “Dude, fuck major 
labels. I don’t wanna support The Man ,” you say, 
while smoking your Marlboro, which, by the way, 
is the product of a multibillion dollar industry 
run by a bunch of punk-friendly (hah!) rich white 
Republican Southern men who support (with your 
money) people like Jesse Helms... and may I 
remind you that Jesse Helms hates you and that 
he’s a lot more destructive than someone like 
David Geffen... “The Man” wants you to be ad¬ 
dicted to shit so “he” can control you and drain 
you of all your money and health. Real way to 
win a revolution! 

The pun crock (of shit) hierarchy is divided 
into cliques - Old School (oh, how I hate that 
term...), sXe, crusty/gutter/wannabe squatter, 
hardcore, riot grrrl, ad nauseum, and the worst 
of all, the Poseur , who is found to be even more 
offensive and threatening than Pete Wilson or 
some shit like that. Yes, for some people punk 
rock is nothing more than a trend or fad and 
they’ll only be involved until it’s not badass any¬ 
more. SO?!? They can’t hurt you! You’d have to 
be really insecure in your “punk rockness” to 
complain about how the poseurs are ruining your 
quality of life. Get over it already and do some¬ 
thing constructive. Maybe you can educate the 
“poseurs” instead of turning them off to your 
“rev-o-lu-tion.” There’s strength in numbers, 
right? And if the poseurs actually do succeed in 
demolishing your little Scene, then start a new 
one! 

The many different facets of the “scene” have 
become so incestuous that it’s no wonder so much 
new music is so generic-sounding - by only be¬ 
ing exposed to one style of music, how is origi¬ 
nality and ingenuity supposed to be fostered? 
Growth is intrinsic to the health of the punk scene, 
but as the definition of punk narrowed, creativity 
went right down the proverbial toilet. This gave 
rise to a new conformity—punk is no longer a 
haven fora// outsiders, only the ones who fit cer¬ 
tain requirements, especially the dress code. DIY 
fashion is nice but buying ready-made spiked 
leather jackets that cost a million dollars a spike 
only fuels an industry. 

I’m so tired of pointless infighting and bicker¬ 
ing - it’s exactly why punks have never had any 
political or social clout. They’ve sequestered 
themselves in this clubhouse, this elite little in- 
ward-looking, myopic group. MRR has a gossip 
column (probably just an excuse to talk even more 
shit about “sell-outs” like Jello Biafra... hey I 
forgot, why is he a sell-out anyway? Oh yeah, 
‘cos MRR said so!), which is a very accurate re¬ 
flection of the whole scene. Gossip, gossip, back 
stab, gossip. 

All these nit-pickers have made punk rock ri¬ 
diculous to me, which is a sad thing ‘cos when I 








got involved I saw an amazing amount of poten¬ 
tial to be powerful. I don’t know what has kept 
me involved this long. But I tell ya, one of these 
days I’m going to lock myself in a room with my 
Danielle Dax records and Yoko Ono boxed set, 
‘cos everyday it becomes more and more appar¬ 
ent to me that the punkest thing you can do is not 
listen to it. 


PART III: DEDICATION 

(it’s also the last part ‘cos I never learned how 
to write “four” in Roman numerals) 

This column is not dedicated to the memory 
of El Duce. 


MASS APPEAL 

by The Old Man 


I’d like to thank the fine folks of Suburban 
Voice (Al) for giving me the opportunity to poi¬ 
son your mind with the written word. For some 
number of years now, I have been committing 
similar crimes for other zines in other parts of 
the country, as well as periodically releasing my 
own zine. Strangely though, I have not had the 
chance to share my thoughts on the east coast, 
where I feel most at home with the punk tradi¬ 
tion. I don’t know why it took so long, but I won’t 
waste any more brain cells thinking about it ei¬ 
ther. Instead, I will use this first column to detail 
the constructs within which all future articles will 
evolve. 

First and foremost in understanding my writ¬ 
ings and thoughts is that I’m not especially intel¬ 
ligent and as a result, do not render any earth shat¬ 
tering ideas into beautiful prose. I do however 
try to write from the heart my thoughts on the 
many issues that either subtly or dramatically 
impact society today. These meanderings of the 
mind are many times supplemented with statis¬ 
tics that have been acquired elsewhere in sup¬ 
port of my thoughts and will from time to time 
also note resources that are attempting to impact 
the condition I have written about. 

Secondly, I don’t like labels, especially when 
they relate to political thought. One of the major 
reasons for this is that regardless of where you 
look in the traditional definitions of political as¬ 
sociation, you find an ideal that was created de¬ 
cades, if not longer, ago and has stayed there 
without reflection or change over the course of 
time. Forms of government, or lack thereof, based 
on these ideals—anarchists, liberals, communists, 
socialists, ad nauseum—also tend to corrupt the 
ideal itself. So even if they were current in 
thought, they would be lost in their practical ap¬ 
plication. 

In spite of this previous paragraph, which 
makes me sound at least somewhat like a nihil¬ 
ist, I do believe that we can make small, but mean¬ 
ingful changes in the world. In addition, I be¬ 
lieve in the importance of working towards the 
establishment of more long range changes in the 
world. This is all wrapped around the sentiment 
that punks working together, and with others 
outside our little community, will be the ones that 
conspire to make these changes happen. 

If you don’t believe this, let me briefly share a 
little recent story. In the past few months the 
media had been assisting the US government in 
building up a nationalist fervor that would have 
eventually led us to beating the ever living crap 
out of Iraq. Although there was considerable sen¬ 
timent against this engagement with military des¬ 


tiny, it was all but ignored by the media. That 
was, until a media sponsored government event 
in Columbus, Ohio, where a group of individu¬ 
als, some of them punks, voiced opposition. To 
calm the storms, the event organizers permitted 
one individual to pose a question. The person, I 
believe a Columbus punk, got up to the mic and 
in the time it takes to mutter a few words, stopped 
the government’s propaganda machine dead in 
its tracks. Within days, more protests were held, 
public opinion changed, the government agreed 
to the terms established by UN agreement with 
Iraq, and a few people changed the course of his¬ 
tory, at least for a moment. 

To further supplement these things, you will 
find that most of my thoughts and subsequently 
all of my writings evolve out of basic tenets. Al¬ 
though certainly not a global truth, most anything 
I have written in the past or which I present in 
the future, can probably be attached to one or 
other of the two more categories noted below. 

1) No War —There exists no conditions in which 
I find the use of war as an acceptable solution. In 
my mind, world peace can never be achieved so 
long as there are those that spend billions of dol¬ 
lars in the development, production, and use of 
weapons. How can it, when there now are the 
interests of the industries, governments, and mili¬ 
tary to protect? I also do not see how any posi¬ 
tive change ever comes through the use of force. 
To me, it is simply a matter of one form of tyr¬ 
anny being replaced with only another. 

2) Governments —As I suggested earlier, these 
are inherently corrupt institutions, regardless of 
their shape and form. They can, though, be used 
to varying degrees for purposes beneficial to us, 
their subjects. This can only happen, however, 
when the people strive to reduce the amount of 
acceptable corruption, when the citizenry is not 
selfish to the point that they ignore everything 
else, and when individuals actively pursue an 
agenda that promotes the higher goals of man¬ 
kind. So then, it is only when a country of people 
foregoes these responsibilities by blindly accept¬ 
ing the direction of their elected or appointed 
leaders, regardless of whether or not the direc¬ 
tion is by force, that they can be subjected to the 
many wrongs we have seen. 


There you have it. The long and short of what 
I’m about and what future columns will discuss. 
If I’ve written them well, they will provide some 
additional food for thought as you journey down 
the path, will interest you enough to explore the 
subject further, and maybe in that rare instance, 
even drive you to some form of action. 


What I listened to while writing this mess— 

Two things have wrapped me up for the past few 
weeks. The first is the new Major Accident record 
on GMM. I can’t even begin to tell you how much 
I each and every morsel that these aging 
pontificators of Oi from the UK have offered. 
Unless something truly incredible happens, this 
record will be on my best of for the year list come 
December. Also have been enjoying Fat Day’s 
new rendering of spazzcore mayhem, the Show¬ 
case Showdown/Twerps split 10", and the song 
Fart in the Casket by those short winded he kids 
from GA, Tres Kids. 

That about wraps it up from here for this in¬ 
troductory piece. If you feel a sudden burst of 
energy that is not explained by an over dose of 


Taco Hell and want to write, there are two ways 
to do it. One involves writing down your thoughts 
on a piece of paper, putting it in an envelope, 
adding a stamp to it, and placing the address 1953 
W. Sunnyside Ave. #1 on it. The other is to com¬ 
mandeer your parents PC, getting into email, 
writing your thoughts down, and sending it to 
oldman@xsite.net. Otherwise, get off your duff 
and do something! 


ME TIME 

by Alex Dorfman 


I find myself suddenly unable to please those 
people that surround me. I was worldng to make 
them happy, but falling behind and failing. Now 
I know that what I wanted wasn’t to see some¬ 
one else happy, but I want my own happiness. 

To convey this, I’ll tell of a recent conversa¬ 
tion that took place between me and a co-worker. 
We were discussing how things were going with 
everything, how my education was going, and 
what my goals were for the future. I had said that 
I wanted to finish college and find a way to earn 
a living better than the retail that I am involved 
with presently. I had said that doing well in col¬ 
lege, graduating from college, is something that 
will make my parents extremely happy. I would 
be extremely happy to see my parents pleased 
with something I have done, and I would also be 
happy if I had graduated college. My co-worker 
had chuckled at the idea that I was concerned 
with my parents’ happiness more than my own, 
and asked if I was content with my education and 
my current employment. I explained that while 
life wasn’t as satisfying as it could be, I felt my 
current state of affairs were necessary. He then 
asked if I had any interest in travelling, he felt 
that I seemed like someone who would enjoy 
experiencing other ways of living. I thought about 
this for a moment and told him that I would be 
very into traveling, but I do not have the ability 
to at this time in my life. 

What’s wrong with my situation is that I am 
only doing things because I am trying to prepare 
myself, but prepare for what I am not sure. I look 
ahead to the future, past graduation. If I continue 
upon the course that I am on presently, I will 
graduate college, and begin to work full time in 
order to compensate for the time I spent in school. 
I will need to work more to pay for the things 
that my parents are helping me out with as long 
as I am in school. 

What this means is that there will be no change 
in my life. Presently I do not have a day off be¬ 
tween school and work. When I graduate from 
college I will begin working full time. I do not 
see myself enjoying any pleasures such as trav¬ 
elling between now and when I graduate, and I 
also do not see myself enjoying any pleasures 
after I have graduated, when I am working full 
time. 

Something in my life needs to change, I am 
restless and I need to become happy with my 
surroundings and feel good about what I am do¬ 
ing. I will only resume trying to please others 
once I know my own happiness is secured. 

I think many of us are getting tied up in things 
like school and work and looking ahead to the 
future, but only looking ahead for financial sta¬ 
bility. We are far too concerned with the expense 
of living to let happiness play a role in our goals 
for the future. 

The American struggle is for all of us to have 












Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Happiness. Life 
and Liberty are already ours, it is only the Pur¬ 
suit of Happiness which we need to find. 

A.D.-Mental Masturbation-21 Royal Street, 
Apartment 1, Allston, MA 02134 


CRIMINOLOGY 101 

by Abdul Olugbala Shakur 


I believe the need for clarity of purpose is im¬ 
perative in our endeavor to educate the people 
and effectively propogate our revolutionary way 
of life. In the last issue of SV (#40), in my col¬ 
umn, many may have received the wrong impres¬ 
sion in regards to the religious slant of my ar¬ 
ticle, “A Moral Dilemma.” As I conveyed to 
Brotha Al... I am not a religious person. The revo¬ 
lution is my religion. It is this kountry which has 
declared such a proclamation, but in order to fa¬ 
cilitate my endeavor to expose the hypocrisy of a 
racist, sexist and kapitalistic society it was nec¬ 
essary for me to expose the contradictions! The 
death penalty contradicts the pure spirit of God! 

Also, for the purpose of clarity, I think it is 
appropriate at this time to introduce myself to 
the SV collective. My name is Abdul Olugbala 
Shakur. I am a New Afrikan Freedom Fighter in 
the service of the New Afrikan Independence 
Movement. I am considered a political prisoner 
of war. I’ve been physically trapped in the con¬ 
crete bowels of Amerikkka’s koncentration 
kamps since the age of 18.1 am now 34. I have 
spent the past 14 years in solitary confinement/ 
isolation, which is basically due to my political 
beliefs and armed organizing. But in spite of all 
the attempts to destroy boy my physical and psy¬ 
chological being I have continued my contribu¬ 
tion to the revolution. I have over 50 published 
articles and have written a number of pamphlets. 

My fatha was a leader with the San Diego 
Black Panther Party, so I was exposed to the revo¬ 
lution at an early age. I officially joined the armed 
struggle at the age of 16. My illegal imprison¬ 
ment hasn’t changed my commitment to the revo¬ 
lution. It has only forced me to change my guer¬ 
rilla arsenal. My pen is now my sword of justice 
slicing throats of opposition. 

I was convicted by an all white jury for alleg¬ 
edly ambushing two white soldiers in the US 
Navy. Many believe that my conviction was both 
racially and politically motivated, being that there 
was no evidence to support a conviction of guilt. 
The surviving soldier had described the shooter 
as being 5’5.1 am 5’9. He had also failed to iden¬ 
tify me in two separate photographic lineups. He 
even told detectives they can eliminate my pic¬ 
ture, it doesn’t even come close and then, on the 
day of my scheduled preliminary hearing, the 
detective conducted a live line-up. The surviving 
soldier failed to identify me once again but, an 
hour and 15 minutes later, while in court, he had 
identified me. The prosecutor claimed that after 
the line-up (45 minutes), the victim had ap¬ 
proached him and told him he remembered me 
now. The judge accepted this obvious fabrication 
and ordered me to stand trial. What is also note¬ 
worthy is this was the second time that a witness 
could not identify me in multiple line-ups but had 
identified me in the presence of this same pros¬ 
ecutor in the courthouse hallway. The only other 
witness who had testified was the original sus¬ 
pect. He testified that the detectives had threat¬ 
ened him, as well as promised him immediate 
release if he implicated me. 6 days later, he was 


released. This was the evidence that I was 
convited on. There was one other witness who 
lived in the same house with the original suspect. 
He testified that he had lied on me. If anyone 
wishes to support my freedom campaign, please 
write: Free Abdul Olugbala Shakur c/o Jae Lee, 
PO Box 6188, Fullerton, CA 92634. I trust that 
this information will help the SV collective to 
better understand the radical rhythm of my col¬ 
umn. And I really wish to give much apprecia¬ 
tion to Al for having the courage to print the writ¬ 
ings of a so-called threat to society. I am only a 
threat to racial injustice and oppression! I now 
bid you all a firm armed solidarity. 

Write to: ABDUL OLUGBALA SHAKUR 

(J. Harvey), D.10.216/C-48884 (SHU), PO 
Box 7500, Crescent City, CA 95532 


SUCKERPUNCHLINES 

by Rich Mackin 


YOUR TAX DOLLARS AT WORK... OR 
WAS I BEING SERVED OR PROTECTED? 

August 8 started out for me as unusual because 
nothing was going on. I am Rev. Richard J. 
Mackin, painter, Consumer Defense Corporate 
Poet, cartoonist, former punk band singer, copy 
shop worker. I had a specific agenda of work, 
fun, or artistic related activity for virtually every 
night, and especially every Friday, for about a 
year. I was happy to have a night to relax. I was 
going to work until 8, but then my night was free. 
My friend Carolyn met me after work and we 


























Be the first kid on your block. 


# 


ADHESIVE 

“sidebumer” 


KID WITH MAN HEAD 
“flapjack hairpiece” 


HJNBOX 

“VXX1” 


THE DRAPES 
“the silent war” 




ntrxt mm 


po box 3834 

cheny hill, nj, 08034-0592 fax: 609 663 4764 
email: onefootUS@aol.com 


Distributed by: 

MS, Rotz, Smash, Surefire Sounds of California, Choke, Revolver, 
Rhetoric, Get Hip, Cargo Canada, Cargo USA &CR Japan 


Mailorder 

$10 US ppd in N. America 
$12 US ppd elsewhere 


The best band to over follow 
Milo off to college! 


STONED 

“music for the morons” 


LATEX GENERATION 

“360“” 


Happy ska-core from swedeni 
Similar to Millencolin. 


Straight outta New YorkI Great 
pop-punk sing-a-long anthems. 


Swedish melodic hardcore! 
Bad Reigion meets Strung Out! 


THE TIE THAT BINDS 
“slowly sinking under” 


HORACE PINKER 
“bum tempe to the ground” 


Texas emo-core similar to 
Lifetime and Jawbreaker. 


Great melodic harvorel Ya gotta 
have it cux it’s bound to be a classicI 


Portland skB rockers! 

Good Riddance meets Diesel Boy. 


Canadian sk8 rock m league 
withALL/DescendentsI 





















were going to have coffee, or something. No 
agenda really, just hang out. We passed the cor¬ 
ner of Newbury St. and Mass Ave, in front of the 
Tower records. If you aren’t already aware of this, 
this is a corner that is always crowded, and 
packed on a Friday night. It is one of the few 
places where people can gather without the obli¬ 
gation to buy anything, and is near enough things 
that you will probably bump into someone you 
know every time you pass by. 

We bumped into a few of my old schoolmates 
from Mass Art. The odd thing is, I may have just 
waved and passed by, if not for my girlfriend’s 
upcoming birthday and related party. It took just 
enough time to give directions for a protest to 
start. 

The protest consisted of a bunch of punk rock 
kids who looked mostly like well meaning high 
schoolers who would declare class war during 
the day and return to suburban parents at night. 
They had lots of patches, but otherwise were not 
a strange looking group. They were shouting 
chants and holding signs in front of the Capital 
Grille restaurant, a posh steakhouse. Apparently, 
this place was targeted for its high prices, lack 
of vegetarian meals, and focus on more ques¬ 
tionable meats such as lamb and veal; but at the 
time it seemed to me like a random choice, and 
the thought among our group was that 
McDonald’s would be a better choice. 

Sometime around then, I ran into my friend 
Lara, who I hadn’t seen for some time, and actu¬ 
ally first met many many years ago whea we were 
both teen-agers. She is one of those people that 
pops in and out of my life only on weird occa¬ 
sions such as this. 

We sat there across the street for a while, hav¬ 
ing a general lack of anything better to do, cri¬ 
tiquing the protest. Not overly criticizing, mind 
you, we respected the kids resolve as a whole, 
but were commenting on how we would have 
done this or that another way, how we would have 
done the signs better (us being artists) and things 
like that. It was decided that we would stick 
around to see what happened when the cops came 
and then move on to other things. 

When the cops did come, we were a bit sur¬ 
prised and impressed to see that hardly any of 
the protesters left. If anything, they got louder. 
The cops acted exactly how cops are expected to 
act in the most blatant punk rock song stereo¬ 
type. 

First of all, the cops stopped their cars in the 
middle of the street. Not the large two way street 
of Mass Ave, the already crowded one way 
Newbury St. This did wonders for traffic. It also 
helped to draw a huge crowd of onlookers, many 
of whom bellowed poorly thought out pro-meat 
chants. (A humorous, though petty, reply-”You 
eat meat, meat has fat, that is why you look*like 
that!”) Even though I had a chicken sandwich in 
my belly and leather boots on, I began to feel 
more and more for the protesters. 

I am not surprised that the protesters got ar¬ 
rested. After all, they were physically blocking a 
place of business, a few were trying hard to keep 
people from entering. That is against the law, and 
since all arguments were ethical and not legal, 
they should have been arrested. But is it neces¬ 
sary for teen-agers with signs to be thrown to the 
ground face first and left there for a while even 
though the paddy wagon was right there? Does 
it really take 2 cops to arrest one 17 year old 
nonviolent protester? (Yes, it takes one to cuff 
him, and another to force his face into the con¬ 


crete sidewalk) 

I asked a friend a few days later if there was 
any need for the 14 year old girl to be left face 
down on the ground with her hands cuffed be¬ 
hind her back. What purpose it would serve? The 
reply was a little more speculation on the poten¬ 
tial sexual fantasies of the old fat cops than I re¬ 
ally wanted to hear. 

Speaking of the physical description of 
cops...several weeks prior, there was a protest at 
sweatshop product filled NIKETOWN. The cops 
there were of all types, but many were in good 
shape, handsome, tall, youngish black men. The 
cops at this event were mostly ugly, short, fat 
white men in their 50’s. Makes you think. To di¬ 
gress further, what would it be like if the police 
had to maintain the physical requirements needed 
to join the force? 

After it seemed like all the arrests had been 
made; this including most protesters, the guy 
minding his own business but had a guitar on his 
back, and the guy who worked next door and did 
nothing wrong except pick a really bad time for 
a cigarette break; I noticed a thin black guy try¬ 
ing hard to walk his bike AWAY from all this. 
He seemed totally disinterested but couldn’t re¬ 
ally go anywhere with all of the onlookers mov¬ 
ing towards him. Not helping the situation was 
the fat old white guy who screamed “Get the Fuck 
out of my way!” as he pushed him. The black 
guy seemed appropriately annoyed at this, but 
didn’t respond. 

Being the dorkishly good citizen, I shouted out 
to the nearby cops that some guy was pushing 
another guy. and that the situation looked like it 
might get worse. We already had a big tense 
crowd, lots of angry cops, lots of confusion, and 
the fact that it 

was a hot summer Friday night. The old white 
guy hears me, so comes up to me, jabs me in the 
neck and screams “You got a fucking problem 
with me?” as a cop comes up to me and takes my 
arm and asks if I want to go to jail. I was in com¬ 
plete disbelief at this, and restated that I was re¬ 
porting an assault and that I was otherwise 
uninvolved. 

Carolyn sees the cop grabbing me, thinks that 
I am getting arrested, and begins to try to get 
other cops to see whets going on. During this 
conversation, she asked for badge numbers. Her 
arrest report says that she was disturbing the 
peace, and mentioned that she was “Trying to 
rescue another prisoner.” She had dyed red hair 
and a band T shirt. I, fresh from work in tie and 
clean button down, was not arrested. 

In the chaos, I was separated from the old bully, 
the cop who grabbed me, and the bike guy. After 
several spumed attempts to get a cop to talk to 
me, I saw the badge on the back part of Officer 
Harrington, the fat old white guy who assaulted 
me and the bicyclist. SURPRISE! Strange, when 
I though he said “You got a fucking problem with 
me?” he must have really said “Excuse me, citi¬ 
zen, I am a police officer, and I need to push this 
gentleman for crowd control purposes.” 

I got the bike guy’s name and info when I ran 
into him later. I found Lara, who had been talk¬ 
ing with friends of the protesters. We all set out 
to the police station, where the cops, back from 
the hunt, were having a jolly raucous good time. 
Lots of language you can’t use on TV. Not sur¬ 
prisingly, there wasn’t a lot of interest in taking 
my statement or anything that might promote 
justice like that. Requests for the plain clothes 
bully’s name were answered by denials of his 


existence or at least whereabouts. Finally I saw 
him, and directly confronted him, asking his 
name. He replied “Harrington” and then seemed 
to suddenly recognize me as his eyes bugged and 
he bellowed “What’s yours?” I replied. He went 
and got a piece of paper, and got my personal 
info. I calmly told him everything. I had nothing 
to lose, since I was fully planning to tell every 
government agent about this that I could. I actu¬ 
ally found it a bit funny that he was still trying to 
be intimidating. If I was afraid of him, would I 
come to the Police Station and confront him face 
to face, one on one? I told him that a friend of 
mine got arrested for verbally defending my ver¬ 
bal defense of a stranger. He told me that he ar¬ 
rests people everyday. I guess that makes him a 
big man or something. He also used the same 
tone of voice that children do when you catch 
them doing bad things and they try to play the 
defiant victim. 

I worked at a free city-run day camp some 
years ago. If I ever scolded a kid for hitting an¬ 
other or similar serious misbehavior, they would 
usually reply “I ain’t coming to this camp no 
more!” in the same tone. 

Officer Harrington also advised me to “keep 
my nose out of other people’s business.” Appar¬ 
ently he disagrees with every philanthropic act 
since Christ went around sticking his nose in 
other people’s business. I will say, that if I ever 
witness something unfortunate, like someone 
shoving Officer Harrington, I will make sure to 
mind my own business. I am sure he will be 
happy to see his good advice followed. 

Right before he walked off, Harrington told 
me not be surprised if I got a summons to appear 
in court for Obstruction of Police Business or 
something. Lawyers I’ve talked to deny that one 
can be arrested via mail, but this is a man our tax 
dollars pay to uphold justice, so he must be right. 

Carolyn’s dad came to bail her out. Except for 
the odd broken wrist and other signs of abuse, 
and the job loss from the unfair arrest of the guy 
on break, everyone was ok. Lara and I had real¬ 
ized that we had been living in the same apart¬ 
ment building for months without knowing it. 

, The only documentation of the event was a no 
frills article in the Globe about 14 protesters be¬ 
ing arrested. They didn’t mention 3 passerby. I 
did talk to a reporter, but haven’t seen anything 
in print yet. The follow up protest was unevent¬ 
ful, which I guess is good. All those arrested are 
being charged as a group and await trial. The 
Sergeant in Internal Affairs is a very nice guy. I 
will be putting out a zine-form document of all 
this soon. The Capital Grille’s business seems 
unaffected. 

Rich Mackin, PO BOX 890, Allston MA 02134 


GUEST COLUMN: 
Tim Yohannan 


This column appeared in Maximum Rock 'n 
Roll #178 (March '98) and I feel that it succinctly 
sums up a lot of issues that have been on my mind 
the last few years. But instead of paraphrasing 
Tim's thoughts in my own column, I asked him if I 
could re-print it in SV and he gave the go-ahead. 
So here are the words directly from the source...- 
-AL 

Economics class, come to order! You think this 
topic is complicated, don’t you? Well, forget it, 








it’s just a matter of common sense and taking a 
look around you. Let’s begin... 

It must be obvious to anyone these days that 
economics and politics are intertwined. Question: 
how can you have political democracy in a soci¬ 
ety where 5% of the population owns and con¬ 
trols 80% of the wealth and where that same 5% 
contributes 80% of the “donations” to political 
campaigns? Second question: how can you have 
democracy in a society where in order to be a 
member of the most powerful institutions (Presi¬ 
dent, Congress, Supreme Court) one must be a 
millionaire or be a patron of and beholden to mil¬ 
lionaires in order to afford to run for office? 

You can throw out all other talk about econom¬ 
ics, politics, etc. If you believe in democracy, then 
recognize that this society we live in is not a de¬ 
mocracy, is owned and controlled by the rich and 
powerful, and that no amount of piecemeal “cam¬ 
paign reform” is going to change that equation. 
You want democracy? The only solution is re¬ 
distribution of wealth, which would consequently 
mean redistribution of power. Simple, huh? 

Other economic tidbits: we have a two-party 
system (which is unrepresentative enough in its 
exclusion of many points of view from 3rd, 4th, 
5th etc parties) that forces both parties to meet 
the wishes of the already rich and powerful in 
order to get enough “donations” to conduct their 
expensive media campaigns. But now, one of 
those parties, the Democratic Party, is $17 mil¬ 
lion in debt and was outspent 5-1 in the 1997 
election, while the other party, the Republicans, 
are filthy rich. When the Democrats controlled 
Congress they got 50% of big business “contri¬ 
butions” and the Republicans got 50%. Nowa¬ 
days, with the Republicans controlling Congress 
and being a more natural ally, they received 70% 
of big business money, the Democrats getting 
30%. And, by the way, big business outspent big 
labor 11-1, yet the Republican controlled Con¬ 
gress is now trying to limit labor’s political clout 
even more by passing laws that require unions to 
only take dues money from members with spe¬ 
cific permission for political use, something that 
big business certainly isn’t required to do of its 
employees or stockholders. Again, so much for 
democracy and the so-called “marketplace of 
ideas” where all concepts get “equal consider¬ 
ation." (The survey that found all this out, done 
by the Center For Responsive Politics, also de¬ 
termined that in the 1996 election, 92% of House 
races and 88% of Senate races were won by the 
candidate with the most money) 

More economic stats: female minorities make 
only 570 on the dollar earned by white males. 
They make up 10% of the work force but just 5% 
of management. Black and Native American 
males have a dramatically lower life expectancy 
rate than their white counterparts. A recent re¬ 
port by Dr. Christopher Murray cited statistics 
that find life expectancy rates of humans living 
in inner cities and Indian reservations are com¬ 
parable to rates in India and Bolivia. (He also 
found that, on average, rich whites lived only two 
years longer than poor whites) 

Racism is not only alive and well in the United 
States, it never went away. Yet whites are attempt¬ 
ing to remove the pitiful few attempts that were 
enacted to pretend to equalize things, namely af¬ 
firmative action. Affirmative action was the half- 
assed capitalist way of trying to raise up people 
at the bottom, and it hasn’t accomplished its goal 
because capitalism requires some people to be at 
the bottom, and in this racist society, it is “mi¬ 


norities." It has been that way since the begin¬ 
ning of U.S. history, since blacks were enslaved, 
since reds were murdered wholesale so their land 
could be stolen, and since yellows and browns 
were imported or colonized to do work whites 
wouldn’t. Did you know that Chinese couldn’t 
become naturalized U.S. citizens until as late as 
1952? (And, in California, a black couldn’t marry 
a white as late as the 1940s) 

Race, class, and economics are all intertwined, 
but we are not taught that. Until the United States 
is willing to seriously address its racist history it 
will have a racist present and a racist future. (New 
Zealand just formally apologized to their native 
Maori population for stealing their land and is 
giving them financial reparations—the U.S. 
would never admit what the whites stole the coun¬ 
try, nor address in a meaningful way the history 
and present repercussions of racism... i.e. 
Clinton’s bogus “dialogue on racism”) And things 
are not getting better when you have statistics 
showing that the U.S. incarcerates a larger per¬ 
cent of its population (mostly the working and 
non-working classes—the “dislocated”, as they 
quaintly call those poor fuckers that are rendered 
useless by modern capitalism) than any other 
nation in the world. Where’s the democracy?! 

And speaking of statistics, what does it mean 
when they say we have the lowest unemployment 
rate since 1973 and the economy is “booming”? 
How can that be when there are huge segments 
of the population who have given up even look¬ 
ing for work (and are not included in these stats) 
and an ever-increasing amount of homeless 
people. And if things are “booming," why has 
the standard of living for most folks actually 
dropped over the last 20-30 years? I know that 
I’ve gotten just one meager cost-of-living in¬ 
crease, no pay raise, and more expensive ben¬ 
efits contributions at my shipping & receiving 
job in the last ten years. My standard of living 
has certainly decreased. 

And what does it mean when they say so many 
new jobs have been created? As most of you al¬ 
ready know, it means more fast food jobs at mini¬ 
mum wage, while the stable blue collar jobs that 
used to support a family have all gone overseas 
to lower wage markets. The economy is boom¬ 
ing but massive layoffs continue at U.S. manu¬ 
facturing companies as they set up shop else¬ 
where. Again, it’s a small fraction of the popula¬ 
tion reaping the huge, disproportionate rewards 
of global capitalism and technological accelera¬ 
tion while the rest barely maintain or fall, so “on 
average," the economy statistically appears to be 
“going up.” 

And the stock market: what the fuck is that? 
When somebody has a job, they create something 
or provide some service at a certain wage. After 
it is sold, there is a certain profit from that par¬ 
ticular work. That surplus profit used to be split 
among the owners of the company, the workers 
themselves (if they were unionized), and stock¬ 
holders. Today, workers not only don’t get their 
old share of the fruits of their labor, they usually 
get even less than before since unions have de¬ 
creased clout. So companies either lower wages 
(“you’re lucky to have a job at all”) or decrease 
health benefits (if they existed at all). And if un¬ 
employment drops too much and the competi¬ 
tion for labor means workers can afford to ask 
for better wages or benefits, the Fed (and Alan 
Greenspan, the guy who really runs this coun¬ 
try—when Alan speaks, everyfuckingbody listens 
and the stock market quivers!) steps in and ad¬ 


justs the lending rates upward which causes a 
cooler economy with less hiring and more lay¬ 
offs and hence lower wages again, insuring that 
labor cannot ever get into a good bargaining po¬ 
sition! 

Meanwhile, a relatively small slice of the U.S. 
population has stocks, has the surplus income to 
fuck around with. (Sure, there are some middle 
income stockholders, but over the last three de¬ 
cades, the total amount of major stocks held have 
increasingly been concentrated in fewer and 
fewer hands) So the well-to-do take their play 
money and gamble with it, but this is not Las 
Vegas or Atlantic City we’re talking about—they 
are gambling with working people’s livelihoods 
and futures. These “investors” don’t create any 
actual profit based on their work, cuz they’re not 
doing any work {somebody is making that profit 
with hard work, and the “investor” and his/her 
middleman “brokers” just puts money in and 
takes the profit out, not doing any damn work at 
all and robbing the poor slob at the bottom). They 
take the profits others have made and keep it for 
themselves, making the rich richer and the poor 
poorer. They hire CEO’s to make sure that their 
interests and the executives’ interests come be¬ 
fore the working person’s interests or the local 
community’s interests. Maximize profits, layoff 
workers, go overseas, make us money!!!! and 
tough titty for those poor bastards that have 
worked for the company for 20 years and are now 
expendable! 

Which is the same way the political system 
works. Money is concentrated more and more in 
the hands of a few, which is the natural evolution 
of capitalism. And hence, power is concentrated 
more and more in the hands of a few. Hence, de¬ 
cisions being made benefit the few, but because 
there is a facade that this is a “democracy” (and 
facade it is: there is no real choice in elections— 
you pick from two pro-corporate candidates, one 
more socially liberal and one more socially con¬ 
servative. So again, where’s the “marketplace of 
ideas” and the “equal playing field”?), the deci¬ 
sions have to be dressed up in language that 
makes the regular schmuck think it’s working for 
him/her. This is known as “spin” and is the job 
of the corporate-owned mass media to make you 
think that white is black and black is white. This 
is why there is no appalled and angry howl from 
most of the people of this world towards the hor¬ 
rors that this economic system perpetuates. In¬ 
stead, we are given the sense that this is the only 
system that can work and we all pray to the altar 
of capitalism despite its ongoing, subtle geno¬ 
cide, much like the insane underground survivors 
of nuclear war praying to the last atomic missile 
in “Beneath the Planet of the Apes." That “spin” 
amounts to nothing more than mind-numbing 
repetition of lies in the absence of critical think¬ 
ing and an “even playing field of ideas”. That is 
also the essence of the book “1984” and the real¬ 
ity of the world we live in today. It is called 
bullshit. 

There’s only so much money in this world, and 
the more a few have the less there is for the rest 
of us, and, as they “invest," they get back even 
more and we have even less. We have every right, 
as in “human rights," to take from the greedy few 
who have millions and billions and have dispro¬ 
portionate power (‘poor’ Bill Gates lost over one 
billion dollars in one day when the stock market 
plunged a few months ago—who knows how 
much he made when it zoomed up a few days 
later!) and use that money to level the political 




and economic playing field, to make life happier 
and saner and a lot less stressful for the great 
majority of human beings who suffer from the 
effects of extended poverty or the threat thereof. 

So why is this humane outlook not advocated 
or trumpeted by the media, scholars, etc? Because 
the media, academia, and the political apparatus 
are all beholden to the rich and corporate inter¬ 
ests. They are owned! They will not present such 
common sense positions, and if others do, they 
will be labeled with intimidating buzzwords like 
“communist” or “socialist” or “anarchist” that 
scare the general public, making it difficult to get 
past their emotional reaction to actually have a 
sensible discussion of the ideas themselves. This 
is as complete and overwhelming a form of po¬ 
litical control (fascism with a smiley face?) that 
has even been devised, and the only way out of it 
is through the type of channels that the anti-cor- 
porate segments of the punk community have 
created. “Using the corporate mass media against 
the man” (the Chumbawamba approach?) only 
continues to strengthen those forces of domina¬ 
tion, adding credibility to them. Isn’t it obvious 
by now that the Clash, or the Jefferson Airplane 
before them, did not change the face of capital¬ 
ism but did change the the band members’ pock- 
etbooks. (During World War II, when the lines 
were drawn much clearer, such activities would 
be called “collaboration”) Corporate culture uses 
counter-culture to enrich itself, to maintain con¬ 
trol over media, to present the “spin” of diversity 
and open-mindedness, and to continually co-opt 
or de-fang anything that might represent a threat, 
rendering the “artists” compromised, dependent 
on the corporate teat, and ultimately decapitat¬ 
ing and disenfranchising the counter-culture that 
spawned them. 

And so much for today’s economics lesson. 

Oh, PS... factoid: Ted Turner (the CNN bil¬ 
lionaire) owns 20% of all the real estate in the 
state of Montana. 

PPS... And the Asian financial crisis? How does 
it work? Well, in Korea for instance, big conglom¬ 
erates borrowed tons from certain freewheelin’ 
banks and now can’t pay back the billions owed. 
The International Monetary Fund (a US-backed 
financial institution) steps in and says it will lend 
Korea the money to pay the loans. So who pays 
and who loses? Not the Korean fat cats or their 
overseas investors. Their bad debts get paid. They 
stay in positions of power and are not personally 
penalized for their recklessness with other 
people’s money. What it will mean is that Ko¬ 
rean workers will have a dramatically lower stan¬ 
dard of living and unemployment will 
double! These are the actual criteria imposed by 
the IMF on Korea (or any borrowing nation): in 
exchange for the bailout of the capitalist class, 
the working class and recently raised up middle 
class must suffer in the “economic restructuring." 
This is called “socialism for the rich, capitalism 
for the rest of us.” 

PPPS... And I imagine you’ve heard about the 
“Chilean economic miracle”, too? Chile is being 
touted as the example of a Latin American coun¬ 
try that has pulled itself out of that continent’s 
economic quagmire and is now being champi¬ 
oned as the next country to join the NAFTA con¬ 
glomerate in the “new world”. 

Funny though, nobody mentions a few disturb¬ 
ing details about Chile when the media brings up 
the subject. For a refresher, in 1970 the people of 
Chile democratically elected a Leftist coalition 
government under Salvador Allende that was 


working to empower the working people of that 
country and to ensure that profits from Chile’s 
natural resources and labor got spread among all 
Chileans. Soon after Allende’s election, Chile’s 
business community, the electoral Right headed 
by Christian Democrat (there’s a misnomer) 
Eduardo Frei, Chile’s anti-democratic military 
faction, and elements of U.S. military/industrial/ 
intelligence organizations teamed up to paralyze 
Chile’s economic and political life, setting the 
stage for a military coup headed by general 
Augusto Pinochet. (There is an amazing docu¬ 
mentary about this called “The Battle of Chile”, 
but it’s very hard to find) This military junta, with 
U.S. backing, killed Allende and then murdered, 
“disappeared”, tortured, imprisoned or drove into 
exile any Chileans who opposed it. For two de¬ 
cades they “cleaned up” the “untidy” political 
landscape by eliminating the Left from political 
life. 

Once that was accomplished, the military junta 
gave way to “democracy” once again, allowing 
elections. This was now “safe” since no organized 
Left existed any more, and the Christian Demo¬ 
crats returned to power in the person of Eduardo 
Frei Jr, son of the previous participant in open¬ 
ing the door to Fascism. Of course, the military 
had a few stipulations when it “stepped aside”, 
like no one from the military could be tried for 
all the murders they committed; like that Pinochet 
would remain at the head of Chile’s military un¬ 
til he good and damn well pleased so that the 
“new democracy” would not dare “go too far”; 
that no one representing labor could run for of¬ 
fice, ever. Some “democracy," huh? The electoral 
Right loses an election, then turns things over to 
the Fascist Right for “sanitizing," who returns it 
back to the electoral Right to rule. 

Today, the working class of Chile has no way 
to oppose the international corporatization go¬ 
ing on, cannot share in the wealth, and “democ¬ 
racy” exists as long as the “Right guys” win. So 
next time you hear the media talking about how 
“stable” Chile is, just remember it got to be 
“stable” for business interests and how it stays 
“stable” for them. Neither Clinton (who sought 
“fast track” negotiating power to bring Chile into 
NAFTA) nor Congress nor the mass media talked 
at all about this bloody history that the U.S. had 
a direct hand in (ITT, Anaconda Copper, Nixon, 
Kissinger and the CIA were up to their necks in 
this, which is all well documented), nor do they 
mention why Chile is not an example of a miracle 
at all, but is the nightmarish opposite. 

PPPPS... The long term impact of capitalism 
on the human spirit? For 6 days of every week, 
the going concern is the admiration and encour¬ 
agement of greed, selfishness, unhealthy com¬ 
petition, and corporate aggression in the guise of 
social Darwinism. Then on Sunday we’re all told 
to be good to each other and practice the oppo¬ 
site of all the above-mentioned values. And I think 
6-1 just about captures the proportion of construc¬ 
tive vs destructive in the modem capitalist world. 
Given that, rampant shitheadism and dishonesty 
shouldn’t really be a surprise, though the extent 
of the hypocrisy of today’s business, religious and 
political leaders on the topic of “morality” con¬ 
stantly amazes me. 


The opinions expressed in the 
columns are solely those of the 
individual columnist and do not 
necessarily represent the editor's .. 



Buford debut 7" $3 us/$5 world 
"wall of guitar noise, restores my faith in 
pop stuff, a band to watch for" MRR 
"my new favorite band, incredible, a swift 
kick in the ass" PUNK PLANET 
"amazing, powerful, fantastic" 
SUBURBAN HOME 
"hook and melody like there's no 
tomorrow, solid!" SPANK 
"impressive, avoids any trends, don't miss 
this" BIG BAN G 

"blows me away, just what you need to 
chase away those rainy day blues" 
HEARTATTACK 

"excellent, fans of this stuff will love it" 
RATIONAL INQUIRER 
"a pop gem, good stuff!" F.O.E. 

"full of power and hooks, never lets up, 
you'll be wanting to play them over and 
over" REAL OVERDOSE 
"great band, top notch, really gets the 
heart racing" SUSPECT DEVICE 
"smart pop, you'll love it!" MAD MONKS 
"ferocious and pretty" CENSOR THIS 
Also available: 
Sleepasaurus/Buford split 7" $3/5 
Loose Change/Buford split 7" $3/5 
Conquistadors "land of the lost" 7" $3/5 
Bollweevils/Sleepasaurus split 7" $3/5 
Down by Law "yellow rat bastard" $4/6 
Crief/Corrupted split 7" $4/6 
Rhythm Collision 'jack" 7" $4/6 
Montgomery Burns/Simpletons 7" $3/5 
Travis Cut "no good w/ words 7" $4/6 
Man is the Bastard " guns" 7" $4/6 
Assuck "state to state" 7" $4/6 
Disrupt "smash divisions" 7" $4/6 
Naked Aggression "right now" 7" $4/6 
All prices are ppd. Stamp = mail-order list 
Make all funds payable to: LUIS ESTEFANIA 



R E C O R P S 


P. O. BOX 1646 REDONDO BEACH CA 
90278 -0746 USA 
PH#(310)379- 5807 FAX(310)376-0083 

Distribution by Rhetoric, 1000 Flowers, etc. 
Stores and other distributors please get in touch 
OUT SOON: Loose Change CD and more! 
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j (H^OOI/ 1996 ): 

YOU STUMBLE IN FROM WORK. 
THE LIGHTS ARF OFF, BUT THF 
RED LIGHT IS FLASHING, 
PULSING, WARNING YOU-- 
LIKF A BFACON IN A TOWFR... 
15 WEIRDO SOUNDSCAPFS FROM 
SCOTT HFLLAND OF WELL AND 
THF SCOT, OUTPATIENTS, AND 
DEEP WOUND, THAT COULD 
ENTERTAIN, ENTHRALL OR 
ANNOY YOU... 

SHOULD YOU APPROACH? 
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OUTPATIENTS Hardcore Outcasts Revisited 
’82-’84 (OP009/1995): 14 Raging hardcore punk 
hits from one of Western Mass’ first hardcore 
hands, original recordings w/original line-up, 
never before released. Featuring “Fight”, “Light 
Blue”, “Balloon Head”, “G.P.D.”, and more... 
plus tons of pictures and liner notes... 


OUTPATIENTS Test of Time (OP008/1993) 
12 Metallic hardcore blasts. Tight, innovative, 
quirky. “Something else in mind”, “One good 
reason”, “Where I’ve been”... 


Mail Order: All CD’s $10.00 ppd to: 

Free Association Record: 
P.O. Box 123 
New York, NY Hj 

10185-0002 
(212) 399-0587 


CHECK YOUR LOCAL RECORD STORE 


EXOTIC AQUATIC RECORDS/FREE ASSOCIATION RECORDS 







PRINTED MATTER 


There’s no way I could review every zine that’s 
come through the box since last May. Truth be told, I 
don’t want to. Some zines seem like such half-assed 
efforts, these days—always the same bands, same 
formats and not a lot of depth. I don’t think I EVER 
need to see another interview with the Descendentsl 
If you want to criticize £V for those sins, that’s cool— 
I admit my format’s predictable. But that could 
change... I’m not even sure if I’ll be doing this sec¬ 
tion in this form any more after this issue, although 
there will most-likely be some mention of zines and 
publications that catch my eye/reach my brain. We’ll 
see... 

But there are still a shitload of reviews here and I 
plowed through each zine as thorougly as possible, 
although I’ll concede that these reviews often seem 
like surface treatments of the subject matter. It’s like 
record reviews — there’s only so many ways you can 
describe the same thing. I realize that many zine pub¬ 
lishers plow lots of time, energy, effort and money 
into their work and, believe me, that’s worthy of some 
sort of acknowledgement. 

Oh yeah, anyplace where I listed the price as "post¬ 
age," there wasn’t a price to found on or in the zine, 
so send $1 plus maybe a few stamps to at least make 
sure costs are covered 

KEY: 

X = Xeroxed 
O = Offset/Printed 
D = Digest-sized 
T = Tabloid or over-sized 
N = Newsprint 
G = Glossy cover 


ADGE #4 (Blk. 24, Telok Blangah Cres, #02-14, 
SINGAPORE 090024, XD, 36 pg., $2 ppd) Blitz Babiez, 
Dan from Punk Planet, Verbinden Snot plus reviews, skate 
photos and commentary from Alvin and his associates. 
One thing I’d like to see more of is commentary about the 
country of Singapore itself, although who knows what he 
can get away with considering that it exits as a virtual 
police state. 

AG REETQ D I SAGREE #3 -4 (PO Box 56057, 1st Ave. 
PO, Vancouver, BC V5L 5E2, CANADA, ON, 64 pg., $2 
ppd) There’s a familiarity to the column/interview/review 
format but also a lot to digest, as the columns often delve 
deeply into their selected topics—Brian, in particular, is 
very up-front with his bouts with depression and 
Asperger’s Syndrome and his attempts at suicide in is¬ 
sue #3 and his hospitalization in #4. Andy’s column in #4 
deals with his mother’s death. On the other hand, Nicole’s 
column documenting the history of sXe is rife with factual 
errors (Minor Threat’s “Salad Days” proclaiming the start 
of hardcore? I don’t think so—it was their parting shot to 
hardcore). #3 also includes an interview w/the Swingin’ 
Utters and #4 includes Anti-Flag, UK Subs, Another Joe 
and articles on NATO and bear protection. 

AiK, P R ES S DIS T RIBUTION 19 9jLgATAi,Q GU E (PO 

Box 40682, SF, CA 94140-0682) I’m not listing as many 
catalogs, these days, but this one’s an exception. A great 
source for radical literature of all sorts, recordings, cloth¬ 
ing and other sundry items. Write or e-mail at 
akpress@akpress.org. Their web address is 
www.akpress.org. 

A PUNK KID WALKS INTO A BAR #8-10 (PO Box 254, 
Rye, NY 10580, ON, 32 pg., $1 ppd) A zine with a sense 
of humor. Flowing from music to movies to accounts of 
going to the prom and having dental surgery. Whatever’s 
on Barclay’s mind might end up on the page and this 
personal approach works. The latest issue (#10) features 
an interview w/Hallraker, a list of things there should be 
less of (I agree with “Win Ben Stein’s Money”—his 15 
minutes are so fucking over) and other rantings from 
Barclay and his pals. 

ATHEIST COALITION Vol. 8, #1-2 (PO Box 4786, San 
Diego, CA 92164, O, 8 pg., sample copy 2 stamps) Ex¬ 
tolling the glories of religion—and that’s a lie, obviously. 
Newsletter dealing with subjects of faith and, in their view, 
its insidious nature. These two issues have pieces writ¬ 
ten by a former Jehovah’s Witness and one on “the new 
creationism” that dismisses biological theories (I think!). 

ATTENTION DEFICIT DISORDER #3-4 (7309 Huntley 
Ave., Tampa, FL 33604, ONG, 52, 84 pg., $1.50 ppd) 
Columns, cartoons, reviews and interviews: #3: 
Everready, Unsane, Anti-Flag, Cards In Spokes, Ten Ft. 


Pole, Link 80, Screw 32; #4: Lagwagon, Chuck, Pinhead 
Circus, Hickey, Clairmel. These guys like to drink a lot, 
apparently, and the debauched attitude crosses over into 
the interviews. First few questions to Pinhead Circus: 
“Have you ever watched “Dirty Dancing” and masturbated 
while they danced?” and “How many people people do 
you know who smoke crack and why?” Makes me won¬ 
der if I’m missing something by eschewing the hard 
drinkin’/hard druggin’/puking punk rock lifestyle. Nah... 

babvsue #461 -462 /babysue review #24-25 (POB 8989, 
Atlanta, GA 30306-8989, O, 32 pg., $3 ppd for babysue . 
$2 for the review) Have to admit that the piece on getting 
high off ordinary household substances is humorous but, 
once again, the brazenly racist/nasty cartoons leave a 
sour taste after awhile, whether meant to be satirical or 
not. The review‘zine (#24) includes some more cartoons, 
a short Shonen Knife interview (silly), Rasputina and Thin 
Lizard Dawn and some of the reviews are ringers, to see 
if you’re paying attention. Unless The Supremes’ “Our 
Vaginas Is Secret” escaped my notice somehow! #25 has 
Tyson from Chainsaw Kittens. I think I’ve had my fill of 
this sort of mean-spiritedness, though. 

BAD STAIN #3-4 (PO Box 6869, Glendale, AZ 85312, 
ON, 56 pg., $2) Any zine that reprints a column by repro¬ 
bate right-wing asshole Boston Globe columnist Jeff 
Jacoby must have questionable taste but these guys have 
put in his “40 Reasons To Dump Clinton” missive in #3. 
Chase Rodgers is also back defending Richard Nixon 
(and to be honest, he was a lot more progressive on many 
issues than Bill Clinton but he still disgraced the office 
and Chase admits as much), putting in a few good words 
for the despicable George Wallace (a champion of seg¬ 
regation and purveyor of racial divisiveness before he 
alledgedly saw the error of his ways), while castigating 
Hubert Humphrey, a tireless champion for civil rights and 
economic justice. In all fairness, his is the contrarian point 
of view in this zine—there are also articles on vegetari¬ 
anism and corporate abuses, plus the more mundane 
musical matters: Swingin’ Utters, J Church, Weasel in¬ 
terviews, Adam’s Alcoholics tour diary, reviews. #4 has 
yet another Descendents’ inteview, plus Everready, Dis¬ 
count, Dropkick Murphys, Dirthead and an older one with 
the Dwarves and a surprisingly tame piece by Chase on 
homelessness (he only calls 'em “bums” one time). Inter¬ 
views need to get more in-depth. 

BIG BULLY #1 (4461 Winderwood Cir., Orlando, FL 
32835, X, 28 pg., $1) Thoughts about the Marilyn Manson 
brouhaha, animal rights, being a self-described punk and 
raver and religious dogma. Needs work, content and aes¬ 
thetics-wise, but Rich’s heart is in the right place, any¬ 
way. 

BIG TAKEOVER #41 (249 Eldridge St., #14, NY, NY 
10002, OGN, 208 pg., $4.50 ppd) I don’t think I could say 
anymore good things about this zine than I have in the 
past. Another jam-packed installment, this time talking 
with Lou Barlow (going back to his hardcore roots), Wed¬ 
ding Present, Jello Biafra and Billy Bragg, plus editorials, 
reviews and shorter pieces on such bands as the Misfits, 
Squirrel Bait (!), Archers and the Business. 

BLAH ZINE Vol. II, #2 (PO Box 14168, Chicago, IL 60614- 
0168, ON, 32 pg., postage?) This time, Mr. Moo’s par¬ 
ents debate on body piercing, there’s a pretty softball in¬ 
terview w/MxPx (I wouldn’t have bothered, to be honest, 
or been a lot more confrontational), plus Supersuckers, 
Squirtgun, Kid With Man Head, Nipper, toy reviews, po¬ 
etry, columns, etc... 

BOOK OF LETTERS #6-7 (Rich Mackin, PO Box 890, 
Allston, MA 02134, XD, 36 pg., $3 ppd) Two more collec¬ 
tions of letters that Rich sends out to corporations and 
the replies he receives. Creative crankery—how many 
people would write to 2000 Flushes and ask if that 
company’s founder and Heaven’s Gate wacko Marshall 
Appelwhite are the same person? You want to be a fly on 
the wall to see the reaction in these corporate customer 
service departments. Rich is an activist and outspoken 
critic of corporate abuses and this is a whimsical way to 
blow off some steam. 

BRUSHBACK #6 (139 Sunnyside Ave., Waterbury, CT 
06708, OG, 36 pg., $4 ppd) If Pat West can write about 
basketball, then Dave should be able to extoll his pas¬ 
sion for baseball. Why the fuck not? So there’s an article 
about minor league team the Waterbury Spirit, who play 
in the same league as Lynn’s Massachusetts Mad Dogs. 
A pointed review section and lengthy interviews with At¬ 
las and Grand Passion. 

CHANGE ZINE #9-10 (PO Box 1010, Village Station, NY, 
NY 10014, ON, 128 pg., $2 ppd) Speaking of Herr West, 
Change is also an anticipated read around here. Issue 


#9 includes interviews w/Avail, CR, Fugazi, Floorpunch 
and a humorous/brief one with Blake of Jawbreaker, plus 
short interviews w/NBA players and the editor of basket¬ 
ball mag Slam. Reviews, columns, etc... #10 features 
Ensign, Converge, Spazz, Lee of Sound Views and an 
NBA roundup for the ‘97-’98 season plus an interview 
segment with members of the New Jersey Nets (I miss 
the X-Man, Xavier McDaniel, who played for the Celtics). 
The interviews are in-depth, probing and often confron¬ 
tational, going in unexpected directions—Tim from En¬ 
sign reveals his tough-guy past and Chris from Spazz is 
asked to name the top 5 candies of all time and if he’d 
rather be a pimp or gigolo. Not the same shit... 

£H1£KEN_!.S.GQQD. F QQ D #3 (PO Box 642634, SF, CA 
94164-2634, ON, 64 pg., $2 ppd) The Mad-Libs return, 
sent out to such bands as the Swingin’ Utters, Capitalist 
Casualties, Teen Idols, FYP and a few others and each 
one fills out a generic band interview, where they get to 
tell about best/worst gigs, their thoughts on the last 
Screeching Weasel record and Vanilla Ice. Columns, re¬ 
views, photography and a “fun with promos” section where 
they make fun of quotes on press-kits and the accompa¬ 
nying photos... and if I do something like that in this is¬ 
sue, I want you to know I thought of it before seeing this 
article... 

CHORD (PO Box 15793, Philadelphia, PA 19103, OG, 
88 pg., $25/6 issues) There’s content in there somewhere 
between all the ads (I should talk, I guess)... pushing the 
envelope of controversy, althought that’s still no reason 
to allow any platform for the moronic One Life Crew. Also 
includes features on Krishna, black metal band Emporer, 
Epitaph’s Brett Gurewitz (pre-rehab), artist Jordan Isip, 
Misfits and more. Sometimes, the style overwhelms the 
substance. 

COMMODITY #5 (219A Spring St., Medford, MA 02155, 
O, 68 pg, $3) It’s not every day I get slagged as viciously 
as by Lifetime’s Ari Katz (see my column for more) but, in 
spite of that, this is a good zine. The photos and graphics 
aren’t as amazing as I’d anticipated, but above the norm 
and, beyond the interviews w/Hell No, Gameface, Gern 
Blandsten’s Charles Maggio and others, there’s a witty 
“Youth anthem quiz” and the record reviews are also caus¬ 
tic in a good way. I also like their destruction experiments 
on various 7"s: melting them, setting them on fire, etc... 
in many cases, it might be more entertaining that actu¬ 
ally playing them. 

DOGPR1NT #9-10 (PO Box 84, Suffern, NY 10901, ON, 
72, 96 pg., $4 ppd) Lenny’s zine just gets better. Each 
comes with a 7” EP (Spazz/Black Army Jacket in #9, In¬ 
ept/Feci del Signore in #10) and #10 has better-quality 
paper and a sharper overall-look, although maybe mod¬ 
erately overboard on the computer trickery. Concentrat¬ 
ing on the aggressive, crazier side of the hardcore spec¬ 
trum. #9 features Spazz, C. Casualties, Black Army Jacket 
and #10 has Monster X, Charles Bronson, Locust, VSS 
and Matt from Gravity Records. 

DUMPSTER DIVE #13 (PO Box 426, Norwalk, CT 06856, 
X, 48 pg., $2 ppd) John “Sex Bomb" continues to write 
enthusiastically about the music he loves—yes, another 
Descendents interview, as well as the Business, COC, 
Misfits, Rev. Norb and Mykel Board. 

EYE DEAL Vol. 3, #2-3 (355 E. 4th St., #18, NY, NY 
10009, ONG, 76 pg., $3) Kind of like a less-polished 
Flipside in look and musical coverage, but not as thick. 
These folks like punk, garage and edgier rock sounds— 
in these two issues, you’ll find a shitload of interviews 
with the likes of the Makers, LES Thugs, Guitar Wolf, 
Nashville Pussy, Citizen Fish, Less Than Jake, Pleasure 
Fuckers and Headcoats, plus record, live and zine re¬ 
views. 

FLASHING ASTONISHER #9 (PO Box 70, Syracuse, NY 
13210-0070, X, 32 pg., $2 ppd) Witty zine with live and 
recorded music reviews but lots of non-musical material 
as well. Stuff on masturbation, facial tissue being some 
sort of conspiracy and a list of check amounts cashed by 
miscellaneous celebrities. It’s certainly somewhat differ¬ 
ent. 

FLIPSIDE #108-110 (PO Box 60790, Pasadena, CA 
91116, OGN, 180 + pg., $3) No long review necessary... 
I’ve expressed my admiration for Flipside in the past. They 
certainly cover whatever they want, without regard to sty¬ 
listic boundaries or "political correctness.” (and this is from 
someone who has rather rigid viewpoints on certain is¬ 
sues) #110 features a piece on the five most racist Warner 
Bros, cartoons of all time, plus interviews w/up ‘n comers 
REO Speed Dealer, Oliver Stone (!), the Chrome Cranks 
and a lengthy chat with Jen and Tim from MRR. #109 
has an interview not only with scum-rockers Nashville 


























Pussy (seem to be their fave of the moment), they also 
have one with Christian ska punks (huh?) Five Iron Frenzy. 
The highlighs for #108 are Cheap Trick and the Urinals. 
No, I don’t agree with every word in here, as I don’t al¬ 
ways concur with MRR or HeartattaCk, for that matter 
but the pure love the staff-people have for the music is 
obvious from front to back. 

F.O.E. #38 (PO Box 4, Bethlehem, PA 18016, ON, 52 
pg., $2 ppd) I don’t know if it’s necessary for Frank to 
divvy up his review section by such specific sub-genres 
(leads to more divisions, y’know?) but, then again, so 
much music is cookie-cutter that it might not be so far off 
the mark. Spazz interview, reviews, commentary, a re¬ 
port on the Warped Tour. 

GOING NOWHERE #4 (7078 Van Gordon Ct., Arvada, 
CO 80004, ON, 32 pg., $1 ppd) Standard zine content 
with reviews, columns and short interviews w/Discount 
and Bouncing Souls. Liked the column on TV violence, 
especially since it was written by someone named Jarrett 
Quint! 

GREEN MEANS GO! #5 (PO Box 3306, Jersey City, NJ 
07303, ON, 88 pg., $2 ppd) First issue in awhile Gust like 
SV!)and not half-assed at all (unlike SV). A Dismember¬ 
ment Plan tour diary, interviews with King Face and Emory 
Swank, plus a huge-as-fuck review section. The reviews 
are detailed and have a personality that goes beyond mere 
rote descriptions. I also like the fact that Mike and Jen 
are record hounds (there’s a guide to vinyl pursuit in here) 
and have a sense of history that many zine writers/edi¬ 
tors lack. There are also essays on the breakup of Jawbox 
and a hatred of Slint, not so much for their music but the 
indy rock worship and know-it-all ‘noxiousness that fol¬ 
lowed. 

HE LLBENDER #10 (PO Box 547, Vails Gate, NY 12584, 
ON, 40 pg., $2) Sticking to a similar interview/review/col¬ 
umn format as with past issues—short interviews w/ 
mainly larger-profile bands: Bouncing Souls, Ignite, 25 
Ta Life, Suicide Machines and Rollins (is he over or 
what?). 

il Q PQ EPQDGE #2 (2558 Hicks St., Bellmore, NY 11710, 
ON, 56 pg., $2 ppd) A coup in tracking down Louie from 
Antidote for a chat, plus By The Grace Of God, Monster 
X and Ink & Dagger, reviews and columns. 

ICE-9 #5 (PO Box 6737, Fullerton, CA 92834, ON, 40 
pg., $1 ppd) Das Klown, AFI, St. James Infirmary, D-Cons, 
Haulin’ Ass interviews that are mainly short and not very 
involved, reviews, mailorder catalog. The best bits are 
two pages of various quotations about love and marriage 
that are rather pessimistic about both and a humorous 
rumination about an exursion into a trailer park in SF. 

INj- FFECT #11 (PO Box 710060, Laguardia Airport Sta¬ 
tion, Flushing, NY 11371-0060, OGN, 96 pg., $3 ppd) 
New York hardcore to the core... ha ha... interviews w/ 
Sheer Terror, Floorpunch, Coldfront, a 25 Ta Life tour di¬ 
ary from Japan and a tribute to Raybeez. Plus a bunch of 
show and record reviews and NY news. Chris puts a lot 
into each issue. 


ing editorials on music censorship, the Socialist and Green 
parties, a column on TV viewing (I love “Kotter,"too), some 
bad cartoons, an interview w/C4 and a small review sec¬ 
tion. Needs some work, both in terms of content and lay¬ 
out (although that’s not crucial). 

MARKET #5 (95 Standish Ave., Plymouth, MA 02360, 
XD, 32 pg., $1 ppd) Written mainly in an essay-oriented, 
personalized style. Nick shares his thoughts on hardcore, 
seeing Juliana Hatfield where he works, an encounter on 
the subway and there are a smattering of reviews and 
info on Boston’s scene. 

MENTAL MASTURBATION #1 (PO Box 1149, Duxbury, 
MA 02331, ON, 32 pg., $1 ppd) 

God, I’ve had this zine forever... Alex has changed the 
name of his zine from Electric Aardvark. A mix of music 
coverage and personal thoughts/columns. Interviews w/ 
H20 and Ensign and three divergent points of view on 
religion. 

MONKEYBITE #2 (PO Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 
11379, ON, 96 pg., $3) They hate the human race but 
love grindcore or extreme hardcore or whatever you want 
to call it. They also love simians, as well, and photos of 
the creatures are interspersed throughout the zine. Inter¬ 
views w/Captialist Casualties, Charles Bronson, Grief, 
Assuck, Timojhen from Vacuum distro, Monster X, Dis¬ 
associate and others. Plus a 7" with Black Army Jacket 
and Noothgrush. 

Mfl-Ql #3 (1085 Comm. Ave. #313, Boston, MA 02215, 
XD, 24 pg., 2 stamps) Short fictional or semi-fictional 
pieces, bizarre news items and show, zine and comic 
reviews. 

MQT IQN SICKNE SS #5 (PO Box 24277, St. Louis, MO 
63130, ON, 72 pg., $2 ppd) Phil still hates ska, which is 
fine with me. Interviews w/Lunachicks, Blanks 77, Gaza 
Strippers (Rick Didjit’s new band), Naked Aggression, Jen 
Angel, a humorous report on the Milwaukee Metal Fest— 
Venom, fuck yeah!—scene news, reviews and an article 
on nutrition. 

M UPPLE #12 (PO Box 621, Ithaca, NY 14851-0621, 
ONG, 100 pg., $2) Muddle/ s coverage runs from punk to 
emo and indy rock: Eric from the Archers of Loaf, Tsu¬ 
nami, Boy Sets Fire, Mineral. Columns, (lots of 'em), re¬ 
views, plus a hot flexi from Frodus...They seem to have a 
real animosity towards Shades Apart and this issue Dave 
and Nate put their LP cover through a paper shredder 
(last time, they blew up their tape). I like this ‘zine. 

NO IDEA #12 (PO Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 32604- 
4636, ON, 104 pg., $5 ppd w/CD, $8 ppd w/dbl. LP) This 
could very well be the last No Idea before the millenium, 
if ever again... it was 2-3 years since the last one and this 
issue comes with your choice of a CD or LP comp called 
“Bread: The Edible Napkin” that has a ton of good bands 
on it. The zine is a hodgepodge of ramblings, comics and 
interviews w/Karp and Iron Maiden (full color pix, too!). 
Some good reading but you’re spending the dough for 
the music, in reality. 


INTERBANG #6 (620 W. Spruce St., Ravenna, OH 44266, 
ON, 48 pg., $2 ppd) Ben splits off from Dave Liberation 
to do his own zine again and it’s one part music, one part 
politics and for Ben they’re intertwined. A journal of his 
trip to California that led to his falling-out with Dave. Ar¬ 
ticles on anti-racist activity, including an interview with 
Michael Novick of People Against Racial Terror, plus one 
with Jeff Ott (Fifteen, etc...), reviews. 

JERSEY BEAT #60-61 (418 Gregory Ave., Weehawken, 
NJ 07087, OG, 104 pg., $2) Touting “No Springsteen” but 
Jim’s longstanding zine seems to have everything else. 
No closing the musical parameters here, although I don’t 
think I’d ever go so far as to interview Nirvana-clones 
Everclear... Drew Bledsoe’s favorite band but this was 
regrettably done before the infamous Boston stage-div¬ 
ing incident involving Drew and two of his teammates. 
That's in #61, along with Joe King’s journal about work¬ 
ing on a fishing boat and the last two issues have in¬ 
cluded a new TV column by Ben Weasel. Other inter¬ 
views are with Promise Ring, Bouncing Souls, Kid With 
Man Head and Pat DiNizio (Smithereens). #60 features 
H20, Lunachicks, Sweetbelly Freakdown, Dismember¬ 
ment Plan and Maureen Tucker (!). Always packed with 
tons of reviews, as well. As I get more musically closed- 
minded (well, closed-minded to industry-propagated swill), 
Jim and his staff’s willingness to sift through all this stuff 
is remarkable. Or maybe they’re just nuts. 

MALCONTENT’S HOME JOURNAL #1 (PO Box 50144, 
Knoxville, TN 37950-0144, X, 24 pg., $2 ppd) Left-lean¬ 


NU MB #4 (PO Box 391785, Cambridge, MA 02139-0018, 
XD, 28 pg., postage?) Dimestore Haloes’ latest cut ‘n 
paste, xerox-style newsletter featuring info on the band 
(a reprint of their MRR interview is in there), a tribute to 
Stiv Bators, reviews and rants about the state of punk 
and rock ‘n roll. Angry and romantic at the same time— 
Chaz and his compatriots do have impeccable musical 
taste. 


_-2 (Mike Croft, 123 Shady Hill Rd., 

Apalachin, NY 13732, XD, 32 pg., $2) Mike seems to write 
about whatever pops into his head—getting into a fight 
with a bully, tips on how to take a shower, Troy McClure of 
‘The Simpsons” various roles, anarchist economics plus 
there’s a short Pink Lincolns interview. Kind of trivial in 
the first issue but the second one shows improvement: 
thoughts on sports, punk, sXe, an article about a teen 
“attitude adjustment” camp and short interviews w/ 
Propagandhi & Your Mother. 


PHUS #1 (PO Box 43150, Richmond Ctr. PO, Richmond, 
BC V6Y 3Y3, CANADA, X, 22 pg., $1) Sloppy, some¬ 
times silly cut ‘n past effort. Interview w/Phantom Surf¬ 
ers, manipulations of “Family Circus," “Nancy” and “Calvin 
& Hobbes” cartoons and uses for old people. Not too 
impressive. 


THE PRQPE #6 (PO Box 5068, Pleasanton, CA 94566, 
OG, about 120 pg., $4) Certainly a controversial mag— 
with all the erotic photos of naked female (and a few male) 
friends of Aaron’s and the centerpiece of the zine, that 
being his detailings (or “girl reviews,” if you will) of his 


sexual encounters. This is still primarily a music ‘zine, 
though—interviews w/Schlong, Hickey; live, recorded and 
print reviews. Never boring, that’s for sure, although some¬ 
thing feels voyeuristic about it. Not only in reading about 
the sexuality, of course, but also the documentation of a 
life going out of control. 

QUADROCEPTIVE INFINITATION #4 (RR#1 Box 1168, 
Nescopeck, PA 18635, XD, 40 pg., $1 ppd) Moving away 
from being a “punk art” zine into more of a journal-type 
deal. Ramblings about dreams, Dick Nixon, meeting 
Estelle Getty, silkscreening and punk rock “community.” 
Zine reviews and a short Hickey interview. 

B APfP F IRE #16 (RD #1, Box 3370, Starksboro, VT 
05487, X, 40 pg., $2 ppd) Punk and motorcycles again... 
the punk side is represented by interviews w/Total Chaos, 
some dick named Al Quint, Showcase Showdown and 
live/record/zine reviews. Cut and paste format. 

READY ROCK #1 (32 Lake St., Bridgeton, NJ 08302, 
XD, 28 pg., $2) Comics by Neil Schmidt, including Mi¬ 
graine Boy, which is sort of allegorical for prejudices and 
alienation. That’s the running theme—not fitting in, being 
a misfit, an outcast. I’d like to see some of these charac¬ 
ters in longer-form stories. 

RETROGRESSION #13 (PO Box 515, Norton, MA 02766, 
ON, 128 pg., $4 ppd) Dave’s taken sole editorial control 
and put out another killer issue. Music coverage is a part 
of the equation but not the main thrust. Dave writes can¬ 
didly about same-sex rape, detailing his personal experi¬ 
ences and that takes a lot of fortitude. There’s also an 
anti-Earth Crisis piece that gets beyond simplistic argu¬ 
ments, an interview w/Trial and Sabrina of Bamboo Girl 
zine that covers a lot of ground. Book, zine and record 
reviews, more commentary from Dave and articles on 
the Abner Louima police abuse case and the ripoff of 
military spending. A lot of thought and effort goes into 
this zine. 

SCHTUFFF #6 (7110 Westminster St., Powell River, BC 
CANADA V8A 1C6, ON, 56 pg., $2) Jason takes the zine 
in more of a personal direction, this time. The only inter¬ 
view is a non-musical one, with a friend of Jason’s re¬ 
covering from addiction. A lengthy journal, contributions 
from various band, zine and distro people about their 
sources of inspiration and gig/record/zine reviews. A break 
from the norm. 

SCORPION #3 (PO Box 328, Herndon, VA 20172, ON, 
48 pg., $2) Willona’s zine has grown quite a bit... inter¬ 
views with Exene and several label operators—Ian from 
Dischord, Bill from Blackout, Shawn from BYO, Jordan 
from Revelation, etc..., although I did skip over the ar¬ 
ticles on DJ culture. On the other hand, the articles on 
feminism and issues of prejudice are worth looking at. 

SECONDS #45 (24 Fifth Ave., #405, NY, NY 10011, OG, 
132 pg., $2.95) There are artists/individuals in Seconds 
who I’d never feature in SV, such as Anton LaVey or the 
execrable Insane Clown Posse. It’s “shock your mommy” 
time and editor Steve Blush admits he’s drawn to artists 
who alienate parents. Well, that’s not hard to do... in any 
case, this is eclectic: the punk of H20; washed-up 
metallers Motley Crue; chanteuse Marianne Faithful; 
Manson prosecutor Vincent Bugliosi (interesting); ex-ln- 
tegrity frontman Dwid; the unclassifiableTaj Mahal; proto¬ 
rappers the Last Poets. This brings out both positive and 
negative impressions. Insane Clown Posse and recently 
deceased satanic kingpin Anton LaVey fall into the latter 
category. I suppose they’re doing their job. 

SHREDDING MATERIAL #11 (2515 Bidle Rd., 
Middletown, MD 21769, OGN, 60 pg., $2 ppd) Short in¬ 
terviews w/Descendents, Promise Ring, Heckle (more like 
it!), Boys Life and a few others, reviews, area news, 
internet info and gambling advice (my advice—don’t! It’s 
for suckers!). The layout’s not bad but it might not be a 
bad idea if the articles and interviews perhaps went into 
a bit more depth. 

SMQKES LIKE A FISH #2 (140 Cadman Place West #7E, 
Brooklyn, NY 11201, OD, 48 pg., $3) Published by a 
couple of Geffen Records promo weasels and, of course, 
all the record reviews are Geffen releases and they get 
five stars each. But before you yell “conflict of interest,” 
it’s a joke, son... Obsessed with TV, mafia movies and 
creative ways to scam into shows or sporting events. A 
guide to Mafia names, Scorcese lingo, a piece on direc¬ 
tor Hal Needham and other fun stuff you sure as hell don’t 
get in all the other punk zines reviewed here. 

SNIP #1 (919 Sumter St., Columbia, SC 29201, X, 32 
pg., 900) Chris from In/Humanity put this out and, within 
its cut ‘n paste sloppiness, are some pearls of brilliance: 




























making fun of promo sheets from Victory Records, bi¬ 
zarre newspaper clippings, redneck stupidity in Chris’ 
home state of SC, etc... The undercurrent is a progres¬ 
sive agenda, of course, but it’s done with a sense of hu¬ 
mor and wit, much like In/Humanity. 

Sfl UNP V iews #47-48 (96 Henry St., #5W, Brooklyn 
Heights, NY 11201, ON, 48 pg., $2 ppd) More NYC mu¬ 
sic and culture. #47: Furious George, Crown Of Thornz, 
actress Phoebe Legere; #48: Maximum Penalty,’ 
Demonspeed, Olatunji, Pilfers and a piece on one writer's 
vasectomy, done because of his belief that humans 
shouldn’t procreate. In many instances, that’s probably 
true. 

SPANK #20-23 (1004 Rose Ave., Des Moines, I A 50315- 
3000,0, approx. 50 pg. each, $2 ppd) Doug and Michelle 
are a heck of a lot more prolific than yours truly, these 
days, and I like how they always work a question into 
each interview about whether the subject was ever 
spanked. The SpankShitList is where they put the shit 
(as opposed to cream) of the record review crop on one 
page and that’s good for a laugh or two. And it seems as 
though the records that garner the most calls from publi¬ 
cists end up on that page. In these issues, interviews are 
with Tim from Liquid Meat Records, Ten Foot Pole, MTX, 
Yum Yum Tree, Loudmouths, Promise Ring, Death Star 
and Bantam Rooster and they tend to get beyond the 
surface with their questions—Dennis from TFP talks about 
his Mormon upbringing, for instance. 

STOMP IT UP #2 (PO Box 474, Gladwyne, PA 19035, 
XD, 36 pg.) Put out by a 13 year old named Ted and it’s 
cool to see he’s already thinking about issues of racism, 
the internment camps during WWII and mindless patrio¬ 
tism. I hope he continues to research and learn about 
those things. It’s still pretty sloppy and needs a lot of work 
but if he sticks with it, who knows... Reviews, plus an 
interview w/Lucid Nation. 

STOP SMIMNQ Vol. 2, #6 (PO Box 2038, Darien, IL 
60561, OGN, 116 pg., $4) Lots of shit about UFOs, which 
I could care less about (plus a Flying Saucer Attack flexi 
and that makes complete sense). Music coverage leans 
towards the indy rock side: GbV, Will “Palace” Oldham, 
Cash Money, plus record reviews, cartoons. 

STRAIGHT FORCE #2 (49 Crestdale Rd., Glastonbury, 
CT 06033, ON, 40 pg., postage?) The Follow Through 
interview reveals some uneasiness with homosexuality— 
apparently they cracked some gay jokes at a show and 
are a little too defensive when questioned about it. Sorry, 
it’s not “PC" to take offense at questionable “jokes” about 
gay people, especially when homophobia is such an in¬ 
grained part of our society. There’s also a piece (though 
not inflammatory) where the asst, editor comes out 
against abortion. Sometimes, the sXe scene seems so 
macho and conservative, despite arguments to the con¬ 
trary. Pix, reviews and a short, substance-free (no pun 
intended) interview with Good Riddance. 

STR1PRUREK (Robert Boyd, Westhampton House, PO 
Box 512, Easthampton, MA 01027,0,168 pg., $6.95 ppd) 
Comics compilation of work from Yugoslavia, Russia, 
Slovenia and other Eastern European nations. Often 
harsh and stark in its imagery. Sometimes wordless, 
sometimes with dialogue and some background on comic 
culture in each country preceeds each section. Published 
in Slovenia and those outside the US should write to 
Metelkova 6/1, SI-3000 Llubljana, SLOVENIA. 

SUB-PUISE #4 (Daniel Kingery, 1215 East Hyde Park 
Blvd., #109, Chicago, IL 60637, ON, 48, 56 pg., $2 ppd) 
This zine is getting better with each issue, in terms of 
layout and content. I liked Daniel’s piece about his first 
job, at a nursing home and the interviews w/Avail, Tues¬ 
day and the Strike are thoughtful. Joe Queer shoots his 
mouth off, as well. Standard zine material but in a highly 
readable format. 

SUBURBAN HOME #6 (1750 30th St., #365, Boulder, 
CO 80301, ON, 48 pg., $1 ppd) This zine gets reviewed 
everywhere. Lots more than SVand it kind of tweaks me 
when I see reviews of this zine and not mine in a publica¬ 
tion I know I sent one to. But that’s not Virgil’s fault, I 
guess. All Hopeless Records bands: Nobodys, Funeral 
Oration, Falling Sickness interviews that all come up a 
bit short in terms of substance. Plus a bunch of reviews, 
hints on starting a record label by Tim from Liquid Meat 
and a column asking the age-old question “Does Look¬ 
out Records Now Suck?" I’m sure that’s on everyone's 
mind... 

SUBVERSION #5 (PO Box 320141, SF, CA 94132, XD, 

36 pg., $2 ppd) Relocated to SF and just as bitter and 
opinionated as ever, not only at such obvious figureheads 


as churches, cops or corporations, but any sort of “au¬ 
thority” in the punk scene. Where hollow rhetoric and 
pettiness reign supreme, Mr. Rogers is likely to speak 
out against it. Live, record and zine reviews round this 
issue out, along with the mostly sensible commentary. 


sential resource. 

•••BOOK REVIEWS*** 


TAIL SPINS #29 (PO Box I860, Evanston, IL 60204, 
OGN, 92 pg., $3 ppd) Music and other stuff—this time, 
there’s a wrap-up of 70s blaxploitation flicks, part two of 
a scary tale about being stalked and one about the “wild 
boy of Aveyron,” the story of a child in early 19th century 
France found living in the wild and the attempts to “civi¬ 
lize" him. Los Straitjackets and Spiderbabies’ interviews, 
reviews. Not always the standard zine fodder. 


lg-IrUNGS JESUS WANTS Y OU TO KNOW #16-17 

(8315 Lake City Way NE, #192, Seattle, WA 98115, O, 
68 pg., #16: $5 ppd/#17: $3 ppd) #16 comes with a 33 
song CD sampler (see review). I’d heard about this zine 
for awhile but just got my first two copies and it’s becom¬ 
ing one of my favorites. Knowledgable writing, good in¬ 
terviews and columns on a number of diverse topics—a 
maturity you don’t see with many ‘zines. The layout isn’t 
fancy—kind of like mine, if you must know, but they use 
heavier stock paper. Anyway, in #16, you’ll find Scared 
Of Chaka, Monster Truck Driver, Spider Babies, 
Chokebore. #17 has Anti-Flag, Dead and Gone, Loud¬ 
mouths and the Faction. 


TESTIcle PRESSurgVol. 8, #4 (176 Madison Ave., 4th 
Floor, NY, NY 10016, O, 180 pg., $8) $8 is pretty steep 
for a zine... it is colorful, I suppose and certainly provoca¬ 
tive in its stoner emphasis. This is the hemp issue and 
hedonism the pursuit. Certainly not a dull read. Artwork 
by the notorious Mike Diana, a detailed history of hemp 
and the convergence of music in its myriad forms with 
pothead culture. An extensive review section, a documen¬ 
tation of the record biz gone wrong regarding the band 
Whorgasm, an Ultra Bid6 interview and a cassette sam¬ 
pler that features the latter two bands, Space Needle and 
others—very eclectic and expansive and I found most of 
it dispensible except- for the down-to-earth punk sounds 
of Blind Pigs and Pleasure Fuckers. 

UNPEP THE VOLCANO #39 (PO Box 236, Neconset, 
NY 11767, ON, 56 pg., $5 ppd) Comes with a good 
Motherbox Records CD sampler. First issue in awhile, 
after a pretty regular publication schedule. The usual re¬ 
views, columns, interviews, this time w/Electric Franken¬ 
stein, Dismemberment Plan, Makers (yeah!) and 
Squatweiler. 

Yl£E Vol. 4, No. 11/Vol. 5, No. 1 (124 McGill. Suite 400 
Montreal, Qc H2Y 2E5, CANADA, TN, 72 pg., postage?) 
Oversized "lifestyle” paper filled with ads for fashion ac¬ 
cessories alongside those for record labels. Flippant and 
pursuing a well-cultivated “rebel” pose—sex, drugs and 
rock ‘n roll (except for Strife, who keep the drugs out of 
it), although there is a thoughtful article about the late 
environmental activist Judi Bari. The newer issue also 
has a few interesting bits, on Venezuelan politics, gay 
culture in Japan and has pieces on Nashville Pussy and 
Unsane. Musical coverage is eclectic, with an emphasis 
on hip-hop/electronic/rave culture, if those can be lumped 
together and I do lump them together as complete shit 
Occasionally too hipsterish for me, although not as an- 
noyingly-so as the execrable Details or (yuk) Spin. 

VICTORY MEQAZINE #2 (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 
60614, OGN, 100 + pages, $2) Yeah, it’s a shill organ for 
Victory Records, with pages and pages of every sort of 
merch you can think of: beanies that are “perfect for your 
next late night raid” and even hot. Good grief! In between 
the ads and mailorder lists, though, are columns, some 
photo/graphic work by John Yates, articles on radio and 
scene violence and scene reports. A textbook case in 
tiding a market and exploiting it... I like some of the bands 
on Victory and have friends who work there but, make no 
mistake, this is completely about commerce at this point. 


THE FUQK-UP by Arthur Nersesian (Akashic Books, 
PO Box 10876, Arlington, VA 22210, softcover, 274 pg.,’ 
$13) I’ve never been a big fiction reader but this book, 
originally published in 1991, is an arresting quick-read. A 
look at early 80s NYC, the East Village in particular, 
through the eyes of an unnamed narrator and the twists 
and turns of his young adult life. A succession of poor¬ 
paying jobs, messed-up relationships and encounters with 
gay, punk and literary cultures. His life is a fuck-up... the 
introductory paragraphs indicate that things will turn out 
all right (I’m not giving it away ‘cause it starts the book) 
but how he reaches that point is a fascinating journey. 
And Nersesian captures the tapestry of New York City- 
its sights, smells, people-in his descriptive prose. 

B QAP STORY; A POETIC FICTION by John A. 
DeGuzman (Blue Halo Book Publishing, PO Box 7137, 
Laguna Niguel, CA 92607-7137, 203 pg., $12 ppd) More 
fiction, obviously, this one the tried ‘n true road story (once 
again—no shit!). The poetic part comes in with the po¬ 
ems that are interspersed with the prose, to reveal what’s 
going through the protagonist and narrator Leroy’s mind. 
DeGuzman isn’t exactly Kerouac and the story takes 
awhile to get interesting, but you start to care about Leroy 
and Serenity, the other main character. Leroy’s in his post¬ 
teen years and apparently in search of what to do with 
his life and embarks on a road-trip for Graceland. Along 
the way, he picks up Serenity, a hitch-hiker who, it turns 
out, has just been raped and abandoned in the desert. 
He drops her off in the next town, realizes he’s head over 
heels in love, sets out to find her and, lo and behold, 
finds her hitching again. The saga continues and involves 
a turning-point incident with some bikers that sets the 
pace for the remainder of the book. DeGuzman’s prose 
style is witty, if at times semi-sappy and the cultural bench¬ 
marks and references are somewhat predictable. Does 
every person born after 1970, for instance, worship 
Scooby-Doo? Or new wave cheesiness? Seems as 
though Leroy can’t decide whether to be a punk or a raver. 



New Four-Song 7 " 
Melodic NY Punk/Hardcore 
Limited mailorder copies on girlie pink vinyl 


VtREJECT #13 (PO Box 1040, La Mesa, CA 91944-1044, 
XD, 28 pg., $2 ppd) Anna wonders if punk is dead, has a 
roundtable discussion of “scene” issues with the likes of 
Ian MacKaye, Exene, Calvin Johnson, Penelope Hous¬ 
ton, myself and another of Anna’s friends and she also 
gets various opinions on race, class & privelege. 


Also Available - Asstroland "Sweep the Leg" 7" 

7" Prices: US - $3; Can & Mex - $4; World - $5 
Cash or MO payable to Kenneth Levine, not Exit. 


ZINE GUIDE #1 (PO Box 5467, Evanston, IL 60204, ONG, 
100 pg., $4 ppd) Just when I think I’m going nuts putting 
this section together... this zine guide, put out by Tail Spins, 
is unbelievable. Contact addresses and info for well over 
1000 zines, article cross-indexing, where you can look 
up zines that cover specific bands, surveys asking about 
favorite zines and a listing of the most-commonly inter¬ 
viewed bands—I wasn’t surprised to learn that the De- 
scendents were #1. If zines are your thing, here’s an es¬ 
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PUNK BITES 2 COMPILATION 
U/n FEATURING: 

30footFall, 98MUTE, Bpocalypse 
Hoboken, Assorted Jelly Beans, 
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ANTI-FLAG 


Anti-Flag seem to he on the verge of becom¬ 
ing one of the US’s most popular punk hands. 
But that doesn’t mean they suck. Honest! Lyr¬ 
ics that sound the clarion call of class war, lash¬ 
ing out against widening economic disparities, 
mindless patriotism and police abuses, to name 
but a few things on these three men and 
one woman’s collective 
minds. Anti-Flag be¬ 
gan as a three-piece, 
with Pat (drums), 

Andy (bass) and Justin 
(guitar), with Andy and 
Justin sharing the vo¬ 
cals. This lineup ap¬ 
peared on their string of 
early 7”s, plus a split al¬ 
bum with Canadian band 
dbs, a split picture disc 
with the Dread and their 
full-length album “Die For 
The Government.” After a 
few lineup changes, they've 
expanded to a four-piece, 
adding Chris on guitar and 
Jaime on bass. 

SV: Tell me who each of you 
are... 

Chris : I’m Chris, I’m 19 and I 
play the guitar. 

Justin : I’m Justin Sane, I play gui¬ 
tar and I sing. I’m 19. 

SV: You’re 19... LIAR!! You’ve 
been 19 for three years. 

Justin : (laughs) So you finally 
caught on to that! 

Pat: My name’s Pat Thetic and I play 
drums and my social security num¬ 
ber is I deleted in the name of national 
security]. 

SV: Why do you always tell people| 
your social security number? 

Pat: It’s not the right one. 

Jaime: He uses a different one every 
night. 

Pat : ...and I’m 19. 

Jaime: My name’s Jaime but they call me 
Cock and I’m 19 and I’m from Canada. » 

SV: Why do they call you Cock? 

Jamie' ‘Cause, last summer 1 used to say 
cock all the time instead of fuck ‘cause I 
thought it was more obnoxious. So they 
started calling me Cock. 

SV: Is it a Canadian thing? 

Jaime: Nope, ‘cause they made it up. 

SV: Why did Andy leave the band? 

Justin: He left while we on tour. He quit in 
Savannah, Georgia at Pizza On Wheels. 

Pat: He left because he didn’t like what was go¬ 
ing on anymore and he had other things going 
on in his lite and just wasn’t getting along with 
Justin and I.. 

Justin: Yeah, we really weren’t getting along at 
all which is too bad and, at the time, it seemed 
like, in retrospect, that we were working way 


too hard. We were doing too much and taking 
ourselves way too seriously. We’ve learned a lot 
from it. Unfortunately, he had to quit before we 
learn-ed what we really needed to 
learn but I think we 
leam- 






• • ed to pace 

ourselves and we learned 
that things can be serious, but we still have 
to make sure everything’s still fun. And there re¬ 
ally wasn’t anything fun left in it and we’d just 
been together for way too long and, eventually, 
we couldn’t stand each other anymore. For some 
reason, Pat and I were able to deal with things 
between each other but we weren’t able to deal 
with things with Andy. It was all very personal 


It wasn’t anything as far as... 

Pat: ...it was definitely very personal. 

SV: You guys are friends with Art the Old Man, 
who’s in his 40s. You’re touring with the UK 
Subs, who have guys in their 40s and 50s... 

Paf: It’s funny you bring that up because, last 
tour we did, we toured with almost the young¬ 
est kids we’ve ever worked with. They were 
like 16 and 15 years old. 

Justin : dbs, from Vancouver, Canada. 

^|SY: So my point is, you’re with guys who 
I * ar ^ older and have been involved in punk for 
a long time. Can you see yourselves staying 
involved that long in music or activism? b 
it a lifelong commitment for you? Do you 
have any ideas about that? 

Jaime : Yes. 

Pat: Cock says yes. And you obviously 
want to say yes because that’s where that 
question is leading. You don’t want to 
say, no. I’m a sellout. I’m going to be 
wearing a suit and tie next week. But I 
don’t even know what’s going to be 
going on next week, no matter what, 
because when we were starting this 
out, we were playing in Justin’s shack 
and think, wow, it’d be cool to play a 
show and now we’re thinking, wow, 
it d be cool to play a show with the 
UK Subs and now we’re playing 
shows with the UK Subs and you 
never know what’s going on the 
next week. So, obviously, we’ve 
grown past our “this is a cool 
thing to do because we’re 15 
years old” and this is a lifestyle 
lor us but I don’t know where 
we’re going to be in ten years 
or whatever. And people like 
the Old Man are inspiring, 
people like Nicky Garratt, 
who lound a way to survive 
doing something that they 
love doing or Art, who still 
keeps everything going in 
his own way. 
t * SV: How do you feel about 

* } the argument that some 

v * ; people present that bands 

Vi ? * * shouldn’t make money 

off their art? Others, 
iHfc meanwhile, say if you 

can make money doing 
fj^P something you love, 

there’s nothing wrong with that. 
How do you feel about that? 

JuMln: 1 think if you’re going to devote yourself 
to it, you have to be able to make enough money 
to live from it. We put in 24 hours a" day into 
this band, especially when we’re on the road. 
It’s hard work and we don’t make next to any 
money. We pay ourselves $5 a day and that’s 
just enough to eat. But there’s no way we could 
live oil ol that and if you’re going to devote all 
your time to something, you’re going to have to 
atleast make enough money to live off it. I think I 




it’s kind of unrealistic to not he able to survive. 
Otherwise, we re not going to be doing it. 

Pat: And the other problem is bands who are, 
not to name any bands, but bands that we know 
who fell into that argument and had to break up 
because they couldn't see making money at it. 
Who had great ideas and were doing great 
things, but it got frustrating because of that di¬ 
chotomy—whether they can survive. 

SV; We were talking about the whole [Retro- 
X less ion Vine'*s] Dave Grenier thing a little 
while ago, where his argument is that you're on 
stage saying righteous things and all ol that and 
the"audience says “amen," but then they largely 
go home and don't do anything about it. 

Justin : Now, 1 haven't read what Dave wrote... 
SV: Well, I guess how 1 want to phrase the ques¬ 
tion is, then, are people picking up on it? Is it 
just slogans? Is there something more to it than 
that? 

Justin : This is how I’ve always seen it—there’s 
a lot of fucked-up things in the punk scene and 
a lot of our songs address it. Kids who just come 
to shows and start lights and fuck shit up—the 
only thing punk about them is the way they look 
and if that's all punk is to you, then, as tar as 
we re concerned, we don't want them around. 
But the idea is that there are a lot of great things 
in punk too and what punk is to one kid can be 
totally different than what it is to the next kid. 

To me, as long as someone is trying to make a 
positive change in any way, 1 think that's re¬ 
ally cool. And wearing an Anti-Flag shirt to 
some kids is a really big step tor that kid be¬ 
cause that kid might go to school and get his , 
ass kicked. Now to some other kids who go f 
to protests or organize marches or whatever, 
that might not seem like that kid is doing 
much at all. So to Dave Grenier—he works 
on a zinc, he does a lot of very positive J 
things. He’s definitely very involved, he’s J 
very active so, to him, maybe some kid who 
cheers on something that we might say on JJfl 
stage but then goes home and watches TV 
or hangs out at the mall and pisses people Bfog 
off, maybe it doesn’t sgem like that kid is 
doing a whole lot. But, to that kid, what^^B 
they’re doing might be a really big step^Wj 
for them. Maybe those kids have gotten thrown 
out of their houses for wearing the Anti-Flag 
shirt or for having a mohawk. We’ve talked to 
kids who have had those problems. Thrown out 
of their houses or gotten beaten up. So I think 
it’s all relative to the individual of where the 
individual’s coming from. I think it's kind ol 
sad ‘cause I think it's a I'm holier than you atti¬ 
tude, I’m punker than you, I do more than you, 
therefore I'm cooler than you and that's the 
problem I have with this argument. 

Pat: I think Justin said that very well. I don't 
really have anything to add. 

Justin : Another problem too, though. I also can’t 
help but feel like it's also petty gossip. There’s 
always been petty gossip in the scene. 

SV: It's just the same as real life though, Justin. 

I mean, just because it's punk rock doesn’t mean 
that it’s different from the rest of the world. 

Pat : But it should be different from the rest of 
the world because we’re trying to make it the 
best we can. 

Justin : And, you know, we talked to Dave the 
other night and what Pat said to Dave, and I 
think tins is true, I've seen Pat do this many 
times. There are people who Pat has issues with 


or whatever but when people ask him about them, 
lie's not going to stand around and bash them it 
they're at least trying to do something positive. 
Because what they’re trying to do in a positive 
way is much more important than the personal¬ 
ity Haws or certain Haws that they may have. Punk 
kids tearing gach other down doesn’t make any 
sense. And I think it’s cool to point out differ¬ 
ences and stuff and problems but 1 don't think 
doing it in an attacking way is a positive way of 
doing it and I think that was the problem with 
Dave's article. From what we’ve been told about 
it, it was done in a very attacking way and Dave 
even admitted that he wrote it in an attacking way 
and he shouldn’t have written it that way. 

SV : You were talking about how some people 
might get their asses kicked 


f r 





for wearing your shirt. You 
also hang an American Hag upside down when 
you play live. That's a strong image. They’re try¬ 
ing to pass laws against Hag desecration. It pisses 
people off. Have you ever gotten your asses 
kicked over it? What sort of confrontations have 
you had? 

Pat : This tour has been the most confrontational. 
Justin : The whole tour. We really are worn out. 
There's no doubt about it. 

Pat : For us, it's like going to a party every night 
and everybody in the party wants to kick your 
ass. We’ve had a couple of instances. The big¬ 
gest one was in Newark, where some members 
of the crowd were not impressed with our Hag 
upside down. 

SV : Some members with short hair? 

Pat: Some members with short hair, (laughter) 
They felt that it was inappropriate for us to do 
that to their Hag. 

SV : Oh, tlwir Hag? 

Pat : Their Hag and they decided they were going 
to break our legs for it or whatever they were 
going to do. Luckily, there were cooler heads in 
the audience who were able to work things out. 


Well, we didn’t work things out. We were able 
to gi>t out before things got broken. 

Justin : Yeah, a lot of kids backed us up and it 
was really cool. A lot of kids standing up for 
what they believe in. 

SV : Hey, those guys are standing up for what 
they believe in. (laughter) 

Pat : That’s a good issue because the next time 
we went back, the guys at the club were like, 
“if they say anything to you, we’re going to 
throw them out" and that was the issue. It’s not 
a question of them saying stuff to us, because 
dialogue is amazing. Dialogue is a way to get 
through the issue. It’s the tact that when they 
want to break our legs for doing what we’re do¬ 
ing. 

SV : They don’t want to discuss things rationally. 
That’s the problem. 

Pat : Exactly, ‘cause I’m all for a rational 
discussion. 

Jaime : Oh we know, Pat! 

SV : It seems to be a problem in the cul¬ 
ture in general, the whole talk radio soci¬ 
ety. There’s such a lack ot civility. It just 
boils down to people yelling slogans at each 
^ other, no matter what side they’re on, and 
not really getting beyond that. 

Pat : That’s the amazing thing is that many 
of our views and much of what we sing 
about are skinhead values—except the vio¬ 
lence. The working class thing, the anti-war 
- thing... 

Justin : They’re very skinhead values and yet 
these guys have a real problem with it. I think 
, there are so many ironies in it but one of them, 
f% to me, is the whole ideal of the skinhead na¬ 
tionalist thing is America is a great place be- 
> cause it’s free. It’s free speech, it’s free to do 
what you want. 

SV : Supposedly... 

Justin : But as soon as you say anything they 
don’t like, they want to kick your ass. 

SV : And if you say anything against the gov¬ 
ernment or police authorities... 

Justin : They crack down on you. And that I see 
as very ironic. What I also see as very ironic 
about the whole nationalist skin thing is that a 
lot of them are anti-racist and they don’t con 
sider themselves nazis because they’re anti-rac 
ist but when you look at the nazi regime, a lot 
of them used violence and nationalism. Another 
thing they used was racism, but violence and 
nationalism seem to go hand in hand with these 
skinhead guys and that’s a very big fascist value 
and very right wing. I think there’s a lot ol room 
for improvement in thinking that whole thing 
through. 

SV : Was there some sort of problem with the 
label that put our your split with dbs? [Nefer 
Records] 

Justin : I don’t even remember what the prob 
lent was anymore, but there was. When we were 
on tour with dbs, their manager set up the Ca¬ 
nadian part and, more or less, she just lied the 
whole time with them and lied the whole time 
to us and it was also her label. She lied about 
really weird things. 

Jaime : Saying that there were shows and there 
weren’t and you’d get to them and there’d be 
nothing happening. 

Justin : Yeah. We'd get there and there would be 
no show, they would have never heard of her. 
Some really weird stuff. What it boiled down to 
was that we decided she wasn’t trustworthy. 



They decided she wasn't trustworthy and they 
totally tried to get away from her. So did we. 
So, together, we decided to continue releasing 
that CD on her label. But dbs had some kind of 
signed contract deal with her where she owned 
those recordings, so we couldn't repress the CD 
ourselves. She doesn't own our songs, but we 
couldn't repress it. It was very stupid. 

Pat: And what it comes down to, too, if you don’t 
trust the people enough to be friends with them, 
you don’t want to work with them and we don't 
want to work with her. 

SV: On a somewhat similar tangent as whether 
people are getting the message, do you think 
there’s a lot of "me-too-ism" m the punk scene, 
as opposed to true individuality and that's a 
loaded question. I admit it! (laughter) 

Pal: Sure. Yes I do think there’s more me-too- 
ism. 

Justin : (laughs) That’s a loaded answer. 

SV: That’s a great fucking answer. But [Pat’s] 
on cold medicine so we’ll let it slide. 

Justm: The idea, I guess, is that punk is sup¬ 
posed to be about individuality and you’re sup¬ 
posed to do your own thing. Punk is definitely 
an outlet that is going against the norms of so¬ 
ciety, which is what it's mostly setting out to 
do. When kids all have the same spiky hair— 
and, sure, they do—but I still it’s a major way 
ol standing against society and the norms of 
society. I think there’s a lot of copy cats and 
saying things to be cool but, at the same time, 
there’s still a statement to be made in it and I 
think there’s some validity to it. I think a lot of 
the kids are at least trying, whether it’s totally 
realistic that it’s a totally individualistic thing 
or not... 

Pat: I have a comment on that too that punk 
rock's been around for 20 whatever years and I 
think it s gone past the “oh my god, look how 
crazy that is" to... 

SV: It's become part of the mainstream. 

Pat: But it’s become a community of people who 
are choosing to live in a certain way and some 
friends of ours who are older talk about the 
“punknocentric" view and stuff like that, where 
we’ve created a society that is separate from 
the mainstream in some ways and some ways 
they’re very similar. But it’s not as much, “wow, 
this craziness." There’s a group of people who 
are over there and they’re different from every¬ 
body else and they do their thing. 

Justin: I have to agree with that. 

SV: One of the times I saw you, you mentioned 
a friend of yours who had died of AIDS because 
she couldn’t afford the medication. Tell me that 
story because that was really sad. It pissed me 
oil, too, because one of my pet issues is the 
whole health insurance industry and lack of 
coverage for many people, 
l ust in : Right. Definitely. Well, just the fact that 
she was HIV positive and had a hard time get¬ 
ting medications that she needed to help fight 
the AIDS virus because she’s a poor person and 
didn’t have any health insurance. She pretty 
much just relied on donations and things like 
I that. The problem is these drug companies 
charge so much money for these drugs and they 
make so much money and the availability of 
them is so limited. You have to have so many 
resources to get them. It’s really just rape. 
They’re totally ripping people off. People who 
are in a really bad situation. 

SV: That’s the problem—a lot of hospitals are 
being taken over by for-profit corporations. 


Justin: I think all hospitals should be non-profit. 
Absolutely. 

SV; That’s not the movement in this country, 
unfortunately. 

Pat: (sarcastically) I’m not goingto pay for some¬ 
body who doesn’t work to get health care. That's 
socialism! That's almost communism! It’s got an 
“ism" on the end. We can’t have that... (laughter) 
Justin : Yeah. She finally did die. But, luckily, there 
were a lot of non-profit orgnizations that were 
willing to help. It doesn’t make your life any 
easier. That’s such a crazy disease to have and 
it's such a crazy way to have to survive and then 
to have to light all this red tape and fight so hard 
for help. It seems so wrong that the governement 
and society, in general, cares so little. 

Pat: And it’s also interesting that the social as¬ 
pects ol that disease, specifically, lend themselves 
to people not wanting to help. 

SV: “They got themselves into it..." 

Pat: “Their lifestyle choice, their sexuality." If 
they had been moral they wouldn’t have had that. 
Justin : ‘Cause they always assume that you’re gay 
and now I think the biggest group of being in¬ 
fected are heterosexual women. It’s definitely a 
big problem. 

SV: Let’s see how I can phrase this one—you 
really get riled upon stage, (imitates Justin) “This 
fuckin’ song is about how the fuckin’..." Not to 
play devil’s advocate or anything, but don’t you 
think a subtler discourse might be more effective 
or do you really feel that people need to get hit 
over the head like that? 

Justin: Well, I just can’t help it. It’s cheesy as 
luck to say but, you know that show with the 
Judge? 


SV : What, Judge Judy? 

" Justin : Right, like that. 

SV: 1 watched it once for about five minutes. 
That was more than enough. 

Justin : Well, when I was in high school, I never 
went to school. I skipped like three days a week. 
I was always getting sick. 1 would sit home and 
watch the Judge all the time. I loved that show. 
It was hilarious, it was really cheesy. And there 
was this one episode with this woman and she 
dressed up in a nun’s costume. She was a 
rocker... you know, “rock ‘n rule!" and it was 
some divorce dispute. She wanted rights to her 
child or something and they were arguing that 
she shouldn’t have rights to her child. There’s a 
scene where the judge says, “how can you do 
this to yourself? this is terrible," and she’s like, 
“well, I just get on stage and the rock starts hap¬ 
pening and the blood starts flowwwingF' (laugh¬ 
ter) It was so funny—I was laughing my ass off, 
because it was so cheesy. But it’s so weird that, 
years later. I’m playing and that’s just what hap¬ 
pens. I get totally psyched up and I don’t really 
enjoy myself if I hold back. I just have to let go. 
So it’s not so much like a thought out thing, 
where I’m going to go up there and piss every¬ 
body off and yell at everybody. It just kind of 
happens. I’ve had comments from people that 
it’s a good thing and I’ve had comments that 
it’s a bad thing so I just have to go out and do 
my thing and hope that people don’t think I’m a 
total cheescball for it. There’s not much I can 
do about it. 

AN FI-FLAG, PO Box 71266, Pittsburgh, 
PA 15213 
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Ensign are “bringing it back,” so 

to speak. Tim Shaw kind of grouses 
at the retro description for his 
band’s style of hardcore, but 
doesn’t deny its influence, either. 
A fast, aggressive method of attack 
with melodic underpinnings— 
muscular, driving and passionate. 
The New Jersey band’s most recent 
lineup is Tim (vocals), Nate (bass), 
Ryan (drums) and new guitarist 
Ryan aka MacKenzie. They’ve re¬ 
leased a few 7”s, a full length (“Di¬ 
rection Of Things To Come”) and 
also are on this issue’s CD compi¬ 
lation, doing a rockin’ version of 
Underdog’s “Say It To My Face”.;. 

Jte Our new guitarist is named 
Ryan but we call him MacKenzie. 
He’s the newest addition to the 
family and hopefully the last lineup 
change we have. I hope... because 
we’ve gone through so many gui¬ 
tarists, it’s ridiculous. 

5X,You had that guy John. 

Tim : Yeah, John was the original 
and that was real hard when he left 
because we got along so well. And 
we had a couple of fill-ins here and 
there. Steve from Heckle was play¬ 
ing for a little while. That didn’t 
work out. Mike from New Age was 
supposed to come out here and 
play. That didn’t work out. 

£X Where did you get Ryan from? 
Was he in another band before? 
Tim : No, he was just a kid we knew 
from the Jersey Shore and we 
didn’t even realize that he played 
guitar until our merch guy told us 
and said, “why don’t you ask him 
try out?’* It never occurred to us 
that the kid who could play guitar 
for us was at all our shows in front 
of us all the time and we tried him 
out and it worked out awesome. 
SX OK, I’m going to prepared 
questions now! The type of music 
you play is definitely reminiscent 
of an older style of hardcore. So, 
loaded question time—is it nostal¬ 
gia or do you feel you’re doing 
something fresh? 

Um’ That is a loaded question. I 
don’t necessarily know if you 
could call it nostalgia. I can’t say 
it’s necessarily the most innova¬ 
tive, newest form of hardcore out 
there but I think the reason that 
we’re playing it is not really for 
nostalgia’s sake. It’s more the fact 
that, everyone in the band, that’s 


the kind of hardcore we really love 
and me and Ryan are a little bit 
older, so that’s the kind of hardcore 
that we really got into. That was a 
big part of our lives. So I kind of 
think naturally the fact that the four 
people who are doing the band are 
influenced by that kind of music are 
going to wind up sounding like 
something that happened in *88-’89, 
maybe. But I also think that we’ve 
trial to put a twist to our music and 
add more of like a 90s crunch in 
some parts. Something like the 


nal music, you have to look to that 
electronic stuff, techno and stuff, 
because that’s the cutting edge of 
music. What we’re doing and what 
metal bands are doing and what emo 
bands are doing is all influenced 
from somewhere else. Yeah, maybe 
it is rehashed, but I definitely think 
the reason we did it was not to come 
out and be like, “oh, let’s do an old 
school band.” We just started writ¬ 
ing songs... 

SX And that’s how they came out. 
You can’t get away from your in¬ 



heavier dance parts didn’t exist back 
then. “Well, they’re an ’88 youth 
crew, bringing it back, blah blah, this 
that and the other thing band.” I 
mean, I hear bands today that are a 
blatant ripoff of the Side By Side 
record. 

SX: There’s definitely a backlash, 
too. 

31m: Oh, yeah, completely. I read 
zines and it’s like, “this band is noth¬ 
ing but rehashed crap, blah blah 
blah.” And I say to all these kids who 
are pointing the finger at all the 
bands who are playing this style of 
music right now, I’m like, look, the 
metal-core thing, the emo-core 
thing, all that stuff has been done 
before. Nothing is completely origi¬ 
nal. If you want completely origi¬ 


fluences, anyway. Besides, who 
wants to listen to techno! 

Tim : Yeah, tell me about it. 

SX When I talked to you the other 
day, you complained about the MRR 
review. What did they accuse you 
of being? 

Tim : A southern California, straight¬ 
edge, tough-guy band. Three things 
that were completely inaccurate de¬ 
scriptions of the band. We’re not 
from Southern California, we’re 
from New Jersey. We’re not a 
straight-edge band because we don’t 
use that as a label and we’re defi¬ 
nitely not a bunch of tough guys. We 
don’t try to portray that in our mu¬ 
sic and if the guy had even given a 
shit enough to read the lyrics, there’s 
not one iota of, like, the beatdown, 


tough guy lyrics in our record. It 
just bothered me because, you 
know, I understand some people 
aren’t going to like what we’re 
doing but if you’re not going to like 
something, at least research into it 
a little bit and don’t dismiss it with 
the easiest words to pick out to 
describe a band. 

SX You said they had you labelled 
as a straight-edge band. Now, to be 
honest, before I read your lyrics 
and got to know you guys, I just 
assumed you were a straight-edge 
band ‘cause that’s the kind of 
bands you seem to play with. But 
on the album, “Where Did We Go 
Wrong” seems to be a critique of 
straight-edge. It mentions “out¬ 
dated standards.” Is this sort of a 
“Rain On The Parade” [Halfoff 
song that was critical of militant 
sXe} for the 90s? 

Tim : What I was trying to get 
across in that song is... I was kind 
of saying “is there something more 
to this than a slogan on a shirt,” 
because all these kids walk around 
with their shirts like “Straight 
Edge: watching you fall makes me 
stronger,” blah blah blah. 

SX You stabbed me in the back! 
Tim : Exactly and then it says, “fol¬ 
lowing the trends with that X 
drawn on your hand ” I didn’t mean 
it as a slam on straight-edge be¬ 
cause I’m straight-edge and every¬ 
one in the band is straight-edge. It’s 
a philosophy I completely em¬ 
brace. But a lot of these straight¬ 
edge kids are the first kids to fall 
for the newest trend to come along, 
whether it’s hardline, whether it’s 
not to dance, whether it is to dance. 
SX That’s what it’s always been, 
though, for however long hardcore 
has been around-—I hate the term, 
but it’s a youth culture. It’s a grow¬ 
ing up process, it’s a high school 
clique. 

3M: Exactly, and the “outdated 
standards” line was really directed 
more towards these kids that kind 
of liv£ their lives by the standards 
of 1985 to 1988, meaning more 
like things about shows and yell¬ 
ing how much shows [cost] and 
how successful a band is allowed 
to get. Like, “Fugazi charges $5 for 
a show, how come this show is 
$8?” Because there’s bands on 
tour, there’s different standards to¬ 
day with booking in the clubs, 









that period of time was a real grow- about it. And he would stand by his 


clubs take a higher pecentage and Jim- You know, people always ask 


convictions and that’s one of the 
reasons that the band broke up, was 
because the opinions of the band 
members over certain instances 
SV: What’s the significance of the that happened caused them to stand 
title of the song ‘Tage 32” that’s on their ground and not be able to 
the album? work together. They kind of broke 

Tim : Our bass player named that up overnight and you only got to 
song and it’s his little secret. He told see them a handful of times and 

me once and it went in one ear and then they were gone. They were 
out the other and I was like, “Nate, just an amazing band and they 

broke up and, the next night, I 
wrote the song just like, “wow, you 
guys had such great things to say. I 
really appreciate you doing what 
i S you did.’ The song “Foundation’' 
was written about John, our old 
guitairst, because we knew when 


me for the good stories and when I 


change and to live your life like it’s go to tell them, I choke because I 
still 1988, to pretend that you’re can’t remember. It’s six years worth 
still existing in that time period and of memories and trying to sort out 


making statements that revolve 
around that time that are com¬ 
pletely inaccurate because it’s 


1998 and things are a lot different 
than it was ten years ago in the 
hardcore scene. Things change and 
things evolve and if you get stuck 


in the past, you’re definitely go¬ 
ing to live your life with these out¬ 
dated ideas. 

SV : Things change but a lot of the 
sub-genres these days are certainly 
based on the past. I go to a punk 
type show and it’s like it’s 1982 
with the hairstyles. 

Tim : Sure, sure. Kids definitely 
like to look towards the past for a 
lot of stuff and that’s great. 

SV: That’s enjoyable. 

Tim : Yeah, because the past 
shouldn’t be forgotten because I 
kind of think in ’93, ’94, it really 
seemed to me like the roots of 
hardcore and roots of punk were 
just completely dismissed. Kids 

_1 J Unrfk r 1 ci T ’ 


we went into the studio to record 
this record that he was leaving but 
we didn’t tell anybody because we 
didn’t want to deal with the ques¬ 
tions. John was still going to be in 
the band for about four or five 
months. We figured, well, it’s go¬ 
ing to happen. Let’s put the inevi- 


would think that Earth Crisis’ 
“Firestorm” was old school. What 
about GBH, Side By Side, Sick Of 
It All, early AF and there was a 
time when you’d talk about Dag 
Nasty’s “Can I Say” record and 


it and I couldn’t speak to him about 
it. And I sat down and it just kind 
of flowed out into a song. I wanted 
to let him know, as hurt as I was 
and as much as it hurts to see him 
leave the band, I understand why 
he’s doing this. He wanted to go 
back to school, he wants to be a 
teacher and that’s his destiny. Far 
be it from me to try and hold him 
back. But, at the time, it hurt so you 
can be very stand-offish about that 
kind of stuff and he called me about 
two months ago and said, “I really 
read the lyrics to “Foundation” one 
night.” He said thanks and that’s 
exactly what it was about. Just so 
he would know how I felt. 

SV: You were talking about C.R. 
and how they had intelligent lyrics 
and the knowledge to back it up. 
Endeavor’s the same way . [Ensign 
played this show with Endeavor] 
Tim : Endeavor is an amazing 
fucking band. That record they just 


kids would look at you with a 
blank stare. 

SV : I remember when you played 
that Dag Nasty song when you 
opened for Rancid. 
Tim : Yeah, it went over like a ton 
of bricks. 

SV : You said Dag Nasty and you 
could hear the crickets chriping out 
there. 

Tim : It was the same when we used 
to do a Verbal Assault cover and it 
would be like the crickets. The kids 
would be like, “that’s old people 
music ” Some kid told me that 
once. Well, yeah, but it’s great. 
Have you ever listened to “Trial” 
and “On”? “Understand”’s one of 
the greatest songs ever written in 
hardcore. It can’t be touched. I just 
think, in the mid 90s, kids com¬ 
pletely forgot about that and didn’t 
even look to it for inspiration. 

SV: It was kind of a dead time there 
for awhile. I lost a lot of interest in 
punk and hardcore between ’90 
and ’94. 

Tim : I think it’s great that kids look 
back to the past for inspiration now 
but I also think you have to under¬ 
stand that looking back to the past, 
you’re going to run into outdated 
things. Things that don’t stand true 
today because times change. 

SV : You were a Sick Of It All 
roadie for a long time. 

Tim : Six years. 

SV : You must have some good sto- 


you know what’s going to happen 
someday, someone’s going to ask 
me” and he was like, “just say it’s 
the bass-player’s little secret. So 
Nate has a little secret that he won’t 
reveal to anybody. 

SV : Bastard. Let’s go beat it out of 
him! Moving on, “Foundation” and 
“Revolution’s End” seem to be a 
tribute to someone. 

Tim : “Revolution’s End” I wrote 
right after C.R. broke up. They were 

and Brian, the singer, had really these are pretty deep lyrics” and 
awesome things to say on stage and then I talk to the people and I’m 
the music and the lyrics he wrote 
just had so much to say about such 
a plethora of subjects. He was so 

outspoken and there’s not enough of what you ’re trying to talk about, 
that in hardcore. Intelligent 
songwriting, intelligent lyrics, and 
standing by your convictions. He 
would say what he wanted to say, 
regardless of what people thought 


the world with those guys. I went to 
Japan, I went to Europe and that 
time period, those are the memories 
that I hold most cherished. Not to 
mention that those guys taught me 
so much about hardcore and what it 
really means to commit your life to 
the hardcore scene. 

SV: Those guys work their asses off. 
Tim : Exactly and what it means to 
become successful off of your own 
hard work. It taught me how I 
wanted to run a band if I ever got in 
one, how I wanted to do it right and, 
to this day, Pete Roller’s one of my 
best friends, Lou and the guys in the 
band are my best friends. They com¬ 
pletely look out for my band, they’ve 
taken us on tour, they show up to 
our shows. Pete produces our 
record. Now I have my own thing 
and these are another great set of 
memories I’m sure when I’m like 


_ ^_^ into some kids and I’ve read 

around for such a short time period their lyrics and thought, “wow, 
and Brian, the singer, had really these are pretty deep lyrics” and 
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like, “ok, you opened a textbook 
and you wrote down some facts 
and figures but you don’t know 
“ ’ k”I 

wouldn’t write a song that I didn’t 
feel I couldn’t be confronted on. 
SV : Your lyrics definitely come 
from a different direction. Self¬ 
growth topics, for want of a better 


50 I’m going to look back to. But 





term. 

Tim : We definitely don’t write po¬ 
litical lyrics because, in some in¬ 
stances, I just don’t feel Pm well- 
versed enough. There are some 
things I fed strongly about and I’U 
probably write songs about them 
but my agenda was a little differ¬ 
ent. 

£V: So what do you feel strongly 
about? 

Tim : Hardcore wise or...? 

$V : Just in general. 

Tim* (pauses) Well... one of the 
things that really gets me lately is 
I kind of look at what’s going on 
around the world and I see that the 
world that we live in is so screwed 
up and skewed to one side. The 
whole American legal process, the 
whole justice system in this coun¬ 
try is so skewed and so screwed up 
to one side. People are getting 
away with so much and the wrong 
people are getting sent to jail. It’s 
a played-out subject but, like, OJ 
Simpson murdered people and got 
away with it and everyone in the 
country knows he did it. 

£V: It’s a class system. 

Tim : You can buy your way out of 
trouble. 

SY The other thing is the legal sys¬ 
tem, a large percentage of cases are 
from the “drag war” and it’s basi¬ 
cally the incrimination of poor 
folks and black folks, mostly, and 
that’s what tying up the legal sys¬ 
tem. Those are the people who get 
sent to jail. It isn’t the wealthy 
people, who can afford to get off, 
like OJ or even some wealthy ex¬ 
ecutive. 

Tim: Exactly and the other thing 
is, when the American legal sys¬ 
tem prosecutes the minorities for 
drugs, they’re not the ones bring¬ 
ing it into the country. It’s the rich 
white people who are filtering it 
down. 

SY I totally believe that. It’s been 
discredited by the mainstream me¬ 
dia but I believe that story [in the 
San Jose Mercury News] about 
how the CIA ran crack into LA to 
fund the contras. It smacks of a big 
conspiracy but... 

Tim: I’m a big conspiracy kind of 
guy* 

SY I am and I’m not but I’ve read 
a lot about that incident and I don’t 
think it’s beyond the realm of pos¬ 
sibility. 

Tim : Governments will do what 
they have to do to get their own 
agenda across. I’ve read lots of 
conspiracy books and some of it, 
I’m just like, this is the ravings of 
some wacko and, then, some of the 
stuff, it’s quite possible ’cause you 
see it. You see the petty drug dealer 
on the street getting 50 years. 

SY Or even the person who just 
uses. I look at the police reports in 
the paper for my town and they’re 



still getting busted for marijuana 
possession everyday. Don’t the cops 
have anything better to do? Like 
catch real criminals? I don’t do 
drugs at all but if people want to do 
them... 

Tim : I agree, too. I definitely think 
the government is not in the best 
interests of the people. 

SY: Certainly not in certain in¬ 
stances. 

Tim : That song we wrote on our first 
T\ “Pale Horse.” There’s a book 
called Behold The Pale Horse that 
Wiliam Cooper wrote. He worked 
at the CIA and he exposes all this 
stuff. Half of it I believe, half of it I 
don’t. But that’s what the song is 
about, that people on our level who 


placent, the government does things 
like make fake wars. Finding an en¬ 
emy for the whole country to rally 
around so the support is there for 
Clinton, until he goes and sleeps 
with someone. 

SY: The whole thing with the 
Clinton affair is it’s so dominating 
the media that it’s obscuring every¬ 
thing else that’s going on. People are 
caught up in what’s basically a 
trivial sexual affair. It’s not great, 
necessarily, but is it the crime of the 
century? 

Tim : Look, presidents have had af¬ 
fairs before. Kennedy was a play¬ 
boy in the White House. Clinton— 
granted, he lied under oath, he lied 
in a deposition, that’s what 


"I see that the world that we 
live in is so screwed up and 
skewed to one side " 


are told everyday that this is the way 
things are, kind of fit into this mold 
or slip into this way of thinking that 
’T can’t really change anything.” 
SY: Or they just accept it at face 
value and don’t realize that they’re 
being indoctrinated. 

Iinr Exactly, and the song says 
“open your eyes and realize that 
everything you’re told is not the 
truth.” We get lied to every day, in 
some way or another and if you ac¬ 
cept everything on face value, sure 
you can go through your life dumb 
and happy but, eventually, some¬ 
thing may come back and person¬ 
ally haunt you. Maybe if you’d 
thought about it more, it wouldn’t 
have come back in such a way. I 
honestly believe that the American 
public turns such a blind eye to ev¬ 
erything that goes on around us and, 
then, when everyone gets so com¬ 


everybody’s big point is. Is he go¬ 
ing to get impeached? Politicians lie, 
that’s what they do. Politics is a 
game, a poker game. Who can lie 
the best. Clinton got caught up in, 
when you come down to it, a trivial 
sexual affair. 

SY And, at the same time, the pope 
went to Cuba and no one paid much 
attention to it. 

Tim: 1 agree. You can’t turn to the 
news for anything. It’s going to be 
Clinton every where. That’s the thing 
I have a big problem with, the fact 
that we’re force fed bullshit every¬ 
day and if you really want to know 
the truth, you’ve got to seek it out. 
And when you’re trying to seek out 
the truth, you’re going to run into 
your own bullshit on a different level 
because even the people who say 
they’re giving you the truth, you 
never know. You have to find your 


own truth. That’s what I like about 
hardcore and this scene is I hon¬ 
estly believe there’s a lot of kids 
who want something more out of 
life. A lot of kids just want to be in 
it for a year. 

SY: I think the majority just come 
and go—it’s just a passing phase 
in their lives. I think it’s a relatively 
small percentage of people who 
take it to anything else. 

Tim : Yeah, I know, but if one of 
us, if somebody rises out of this 
hardcore scene and goes on to do 
something with the ideals they’ve 
taken from this, it’s a lot better than 
the frat/college/growing up/busi¬ 
ness mentality that a lot of kids 
come out with. 

SY: Your old guitarist wants to be 
a teacher. That’s doing something 
worthwhile. 

Tim : Exactly. John’s going to be 
v an amazing teacher because, not 
only is he a great person, but he 
definitely embraces a bunch of ide¬ 
als. He’s going to take those ideals 
from the hardcore scene with him. 
We have a friend who’s a teacher 
who would be at our shows and 
then, the next day in school, the 
kids that he would taught would be, 
“I saw you at the Ensign show 
stage diving!” He’s an awesome 
teacher because he really relates to 
those kids. They don’t think of him 
as someone they can’t talk to. He’s 
the guy they see at the hardcore 
shows so they come to him with 
probems and stuff like that and 
that’s the best kind of teacher. 
Someone the kids aren’t afraid of. 

I was afraid of most of my teach¬ 
ers in high school. The few that I 
met really made an impact on my 
life, the few that I felt I thought I 
could trust. And the rest were just 
people who just shoved learning 
down my throat, education down 
my throat. 

SY: Indoctrinating conformity, ba¬ 
sically. That’s what education of¬ 
ten amounts to, training you for a 
subservient role in life. 

Tim : Oh sure, yeah. 

SY: I was lucky—I had good 
teachers. 

Em: I had half and half but the 
ones that didn’t like me because I 
had my mohawk and I was a punk 
kid—they’d make the cracks in 
class. It didn’t bother me because, 
whatever, they’re probably still 
teaching at the same high school 
and they will until they get their 
tenure then they’ll retire. But I did 
have some really awesome teach¬ 
ers. I had a history teacher who 
kind of did not believe all the 
bullshit. He would teach you his¬ 
tory and he’d be like, “The Viet¬ 
nam War was like this...now I’m 
going to tell you what it’s really 
about...” His class was awesome... 







— \ 

7"$3 POSTPAID LP$8 POSTPAID CD$9 POSTPAID 


THE CRAINIUM1" (3 songs) slowmeoos 


MELTDOWN 7" 

REGULATORWATTS 
ALL SCARS 
KEROSENE 454 


SENIOR YEAR I HAS THE BEST (6 SONGS) SLOWDIME 007 
THE AESTHETICS OF NO-DRAG SLOWDIME 006/DISCHORD 119.5 

(FULL LENGTH) SLOWDIME 005/DISCHORD 118.5 

CAME BY TO KILL ME SLOWDIME 003 / DISCHORD 111.5 



MAIL ORDER THRU DISCHORD 3819 BEECHER STNW WASHINGTON DC 20007 

DISTRIBUTED BY DISCHORD DIRECT/SLOWDIME PO BOX 414 ARLINGTON, VA 22210 



















A powerful punk rock force from Portland, OR. 
Defiance play a mix of thrashy hardcore and more 
melodic, oi-tinged material. The backdrop for the 
expression of their outspoken anarchistic agenda. 
Speaking of anarchy, that’s what it seemed like 
in the bar at the Rat while I was trying to conduct 
this interview so transcription was very difficult 
and some of the answers were partially inaudible 
under the din. There’s also a strong possibility 
that I occasionally mixed up Eric and Chris’ 
voices. But I did the best I could. They’ve re¬ 
leased one full-length album, “No Future No 
Hope” and also have a string of 7”s and comp 
appearances. The band members are Gibby (vo¬ 
cals), Mike (guitar/vocals), Chris (bass) and Eric 
(drums)... 


SV: Tell me how you guys got together. I know 
you used to have two singers... 

Gibby : We’ve been together like 4 years. We used 
to be in other bands in Portland and they all broke 
up at the same time. We were all kind of doing 
nothing so we decided to start a new band. We 
used to have two singers but the other guy left 
because of personal problems and our bass-player 
left about a year ago and now we have Chris. He 
left or got kicked out, whoever you talk to (laugh¬ 
ter). 

SV: What bands were you guys in before? 
Gibby : I was in Unamused and other bands that 
did nothing. 

Mike : I was in a band called Deprived and our 
[former] singer and bass player [Tony and Kelly] 


were also from that band and those two were also 
in a band called Resist. 

Chris : I still play in a band called The Procrasti¬ 
nators. 

SV: But you haven’t been doing anything lately, 
right? 

Chris : Not much. 

Mike : ‘Cause they’ve been procrastinating. 

SV: On the song “Anti Social,” you use the term 
“Anti-socialist.” Why don’t you elaborate on 
that... 

Gibby : It’s just an anti-working song. That whole 
bullshit about slaving 1/3 of your life away, 8 
hours every day, making shit, getting up so some 
fat fucker gets rich off of you. 

Chris : Pride off of that? 

SV: Working class pride... 

Eric : Do what you’ve got to do to make money 
but don’t be proud of it. Somebody else is just 
getting rich off of it. 

Mike : It’s anti-Socialist Workers Party. They’re 
really famous for highjacking other movements. 
For going in and handing out their leaflets and 
getting everybody to rally behind them. They just 
want members. 

Gibby : They make it sound like it’s fair for ev¬ 
erybody. 

Mike : But it’s not. 

SV: I know. I was at a show last week and there 
was a woman handing out flyers for some Maoist 
group, a pro-China group and explaining how 
wonderful the Cultural Revolution was. 

Gibby : Right... as they machine gun thousands. 
SV: So the song isn’t anti-socialism, per se, but 
more against groups that might highjack good 
causes? 

Gibby : And also, socialism, like capitalism and 
any form of government is the same shit, differ¬ 
ent pile. It doesn’t matter. 

SV: Let’s talk about anarchism, then. Do you 
think it’s feasible, given human nature? 

Gibby : It’s a moot point. 

Mike : I don’t know, it’s a really weird thing. Sure, 
it’s a different thing to each of the four of us. 
Chris: That’s the great thing about anarchy. 

SV: Give me your perspectives, then. 

Mike : Well, I guess my personal belief on it, as 
far as anarchism and some kind of armed revolu¬ 
tion is that it does not seem that feasible in this 
society because everybody tends to watch for 
themselves, not look out for other people. 

Gibby: People are people and people are assholes. 
Mike : They’re conditioned as such. Most of them 
don’t stop to question things and that’s fucked 
up. They’re taking what they can and they’re 
happy with what they have. 

Gibbv : It’s really stupid. They’re happy with their 
car and their little titty bar down the street and 
they’ve got their cable and they go fishing on the 
weekends. They’re too content. 

Chn$: They totally want it that way. You’ve got 
the whole military and then you’ve got to fight 
the people who back the military. 

M.ik g : You’ve got all those fucked-up people who 
are so pro-American, with the patriotism. 
















SV : The congress is trying to ram through a flag¬ 
burning amendment and it’s very difficult to con¬ 
vince people that the idea behind that is wrong, 
that it sort of runs counter to the idea of the 
First Amendment. 

Mike : Yeah. It’s almost a dream, I 
guess. But you have to live your life 
accordingly. As far as me personally, 

I try to live outside the system and not 
support any of the bullshit. Unfortu¬ 
nately, there’s not a lot else I can do. 

Gibbv : All I think that anyone could ever 
really do is just live their life doing what¬ 
ever they want, causing as little damage 
to other people and the environment as 
possible. 

Mike : We try to inspire people. We try to 
write lyrics and songs, not like we’re some 
revolutionary force, but if somebody picks 
up the record and reads the lyrics and 
agrees with them, that’s what it’s all about. 
Personally, that’s how I got into the politi¬ 
cal stuff was through music. At a young age, 

I didn’t pick up a book, I picked up a record 
and I identified with the anger and the isola¬ 
tion of it all. I understood where people were 
coming from. I guess we’re trying to do the 
same type of thing, inspire somebody. Maybe 
they can start a band, maybe they can start a 
zine. 

Eric : Open up the minds of some kids who 
might not necessarily know what all that’s 
about. It’s getting people as young as possible to 
know all this information. 

Gibbv : Sometimes when we play a show, it’s ac¬ 
tually pretty inspiring because, usually, you ei¬ 
ther feel like you’re preaching to the converted 
or just bashing your head against the wall but, 
sometimes, you play shows and there are little 
kids singing the lyrics and, after the show, they’ll 
come up say, “you guys are really fucking good, 
I love your stuff’ and I’m inspired to actually 
feel that maybe we’re doing something. 

Mike : That inspires us to keep doing what we’re 
doing too, as frustrating as it gets. 

Gibbv : It was really cool when we played in 
Slovenia and all these Croatian kids came up to 
see us play. They were singing our songs, they 
knew all the words and everything. It’s just cool 
to deal with these people all over the world who 
think the same way and feel the same way. 
They’re not going to get that through Rancid sing¬ 
ing about how great New York City is, you know. 
SV : Let me ask you—in the song “Rip Off’... 
Mike: Rancid! 

SV : I know it’s about Rancid. It also talks about 
the original purpose of punk maybe being more 
than just a tool for exploitation. But the Clash 
were also on a major label. 

Mike : I don’t know. I can’t justify what the Clash 
did in 1976.1 think it was a lot different. It’s one 
thing to have poor kids that are just kind of do¬ 
ing what they’re doing. It started getting big and 
they were offered that shit. They didn’t know that 
there was DIY, that they could do it themselves. 
Maybe they weren’t aware of it. 


merit because you were taking a chance at being 
physically assaulted for looking a certain way 
or listening to that type of music. And, of course, 
how could I forget that, by ‘82 or so, a lot of the 
and hardcore had most definitely embraced 
more of a social/political emphasis. It was my 
original inspiration-AL] 

' : But you sort of had the nuclear war stage 
and that’s where American punk, especially in 
the 80s, was justified, I think. You had Reagan, 
Bush... there was always just a threat. I’m not 
saying it’s good now. 

SV : It’s just as bad now. 

Chris : And bands like the Pistols, I’d say they 
were great because they overturned an indus¬ 
try. They weren’t playing along. 

Mike : They were playing along last year 
when they toured. 

Gibbv : I always thought they were shit be¬ 
cause they were a walking billboard for a 
fucking clothing store, (laughter) 

Mike : I think there’s a lot of valid things 
about bands like that, personally. You 
(Gibby) might not think so. 

Gibbv : I mean, granted, they were shock¬ 
ing for the time. 

Chris : It was pop culture. 

Mike : I don’t know what they were do¬ 
it for. 

Chris : The mainstream being ELO and 
Emerson, Lake and Palmer, all those stuck up 
people—it’s like there had to be something, some¬ 
thing fast, something new and that’s what they 
offered. 

Mike : Something that wasn’t the Beatles or Yes. 
There had to be something to go up against that 
and that’s another really valid thing about it. I 
mean, look what happened when the Pistols first 
formed. Look at the English punk explosion that 
happened right after that. When you 


Black Flag didn’t have a political 
agenda, [afterthought—my statement here was in¬ 
correct, due to an inexplicable lapse. Just being 
a punk or hardcore band, back then, was a state- 


read old interviews, almost all those bands 
were like, “we saw the Pistols, we saw the Clash, 
we saw the Damned.” Even if that’s the only va¬ 
lidity in their whole thing, that’s validity enough 
because the movement is still going strong and 


Gibbv : The way I feel about bands like the Clash 
and the Sex Pistols... the music’s fine but I 
don’t really think 


that much 
about them because, at the same time, 
you had tons of other political bands who were 
coming out of other countries like Crass. Look 
at all the classic ‘82 bands that got their start in 
the late 70s and, also, the NY and LA stuff. I 
don’t really consider them (the Clash) like a po¬ 
litical punk band or anything like that. 

SV : But even in the early 80s, were there that 
many bands that were politicized? Some of it was, 
like MDC, but the LA punk bands like 

























constantly improving. 

Chris : Anyway, bands like Rancid and Green Day 
have nothing to offer except for some hum-along 
shit. 

Mike : To keep you fucking pacified. 

Chris : They’re walking hand in hand with their 
lawyers and their managers. 

Gibby : They were getting all the cops on us be¬ 
cause we were in the way of their new MTV 
video, trying to unload our equipment. 

SV: Where’d this happen? 

Gibbv : ABC. 

Mike : We turned up to see the Varukers, in the 
summer of ‘95 and everybody was trying to un¬ 
load. It was fucking perfect—there’s a DIY band. 
Whatever the Varukers did in the late 80s, no¬ 
body really knows, but they came back and 
they’re staying strong and we were going to see 
them and support them and see if we can play 
with them the next night and Rancid’s filming 
their video across the street, right by ABC No- 
Rio, hiring punks at $100 a head to be the back¬ 
ground in the video. We talked to so many street 
punks who said, “yeah, we got $100 from Ran¬ 
cid. That’s fucking cool” and we’re like, why, 
‘cause they want to identify with the punk scene? 
‘Cause they want to pay you their record com¬ 
pany money? What the fuck is punk about that? 
Gibby : They gave up, they gave in. 

Chris : They never had it to give up. Operation 
Ivy... 

SV : What was wrong with Oplvy? 

Chris : I like real reggae and there’s a great reggae 
artist named Alton Ellis, who’s fucking brilliant. 
Bands like the Selecter, maybe, but other than 
that, ska today is mosh-core. 

Mike : It’s fucking garbage now. 

Chris : It’s fucking jocks. 

Mike : The Mighty Mighty Bosstones. 

Chris : There’s too many jocks nowadays think¬ 
ing that they can just kind of ease on in. 

Mike : Instead of picking up a ball, they’re pick¬ 
ing up a guitar, (laughter) 

Chris : Who the fuck are they? I don’t know who 
they are and I don’t want to know who they are. 
SV: Well, actually, Dicky from the Bosstones is 
an old punk guy and so are some of the other 
guys in that band. I don’t like what they are now 
but some of those guys have been around awhile. 
Mike : What’s he doing now, though? 

SV: What’s he doing now? Selling out big shows 
and having his song played between innings at 
Fenway Park... ok, let’s move on. What do you 
think about voting? 

Mike : It’s a waste of fucking time. 

Chris : I did vote in the 1992 elections. In Or¬ 
egon, we had an initiative called 9. 

SV: The anti-gay one? 

Chris : Yes. So, I was young. I voted for Clinton, 

I admit it. Bush had to go and 9 could not pass. 
But, other than that, voting doesn’t do much. It’s 
like bad to worse. 

Mike : What does it do? It lets you go somewhere 
and feel better when you walk home, but it’s hard 
to know if whether it really changes anything. 


And, in my opinion, for me to walk to the poll 
booth and check a couple of boxes, it makes me 
feel like I’m contributing to something I want no 
fucking part of. I’m not trying say I’m apathetic. 
It’s more of a form of protest than apathy. So I 
don’t support your fucking system, I don’t sup¬ 
port your bullshit, conning people into thinking 
they can make a change through your system. 
SV: On the other hand, it might important to vote 
against something like a Prop. 9 ‘cause that does 
affect people directly. 

Mike : It was kind of a tossup for me on that. It 
was a local issue, it really hit home ‘cause it re¬ 
ally affected a lot of people in our city and our 
state. ‘Cause the Oregon Citizens Alliance was 
really up and coming. They were conquering the 
rest of the state and Portland’s the only liberal 
type of town that stopped it. The whole state voted 
it in. 

Chris : You’ve got Portland, then you’ve got the 
rest of the state. You’ve got all kinds of environ¬ 
mental issues. In Washington, there was an ini¬ 
tiative as to whether they were going to gentrify 
this part of town or not. The Lake Union Pub, 
which was the classic place to play in Seattle, 
got shut down because an initiative passed to 
gentrify it. To make it parks and scenery. So it’s 
a double-edged sword. I’m not going to vote be¬ 
cause I don’t believe in the system. I haven’t voted 
since ‘92, myself, ‘cause I haven’t found any¬ 
thing to vote for or against. But it depends on 
where you’re from and what’s going on. It’s hard 
to tell but voting doesn’t get much done. 

Gibbv : The way I feel about voting is—voting 
for people, whether it’s the government or the 
president or whatever, it’s the same shit, differ¬ 
ent pile. Politicians are politicians and they all 
suck. As for local measures, everyone’s been say¬ 
ing that’s a really tough call to make. You don’t 
want to sit back and let these fucking redneck 
assholes pass a measure to discriminate against 
someone because they’re gay or whatever rea¬ 
son but, at the same time, going into a booth and 
marking an x on a box doesn’t do anything to 
stop homophobia or sexism or anything like that. 
So it’s a tough call to make. Personally, I’ve never 
voted and I never will. Whether it’s right or 
wrong, I don’t know, but I don’t believe in vot¬ 
ing. And even if an initiative like 9 passed, would 
gay people be driven out or would they fight 
back? Maybe if you just say I’m going stay here, 
I’m going to get a job—fuck your initiative. 
Mike : In Oregon, it seemed like that affected a 
lot of people. There were so many people op¬ 
posed to it. If you look at things like... I’m think¬ 
ing of something like the poll tax [in England], 
something that’s so fucking abusive that people 
just stopped it. That was phenomenal but I don’t 
know if something like that... America’s so much 
different, so much more separated. 

SV: It’s so much bigger, so vast. 

Mike : It’s harder to conquer... 
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a band for one show. It was kind of a joke band. 


There was this really obnoxious Jewish kid 
named... 

SV: Sean Epstein! 

Chris : He comes sliding in and out of the pic¬ 
ture. 

Scott : Anyway, we did nothing but Skrewdriver 
covers but there was something funny about hav¬ 
ing this really obnoxious Jewish kid sing “Smash 
The IRA.” But I think the joke was lost on a lot 
of people. 

SV: A lot of people could take that the wrong 
way. 

Scott : Well, I think the joke was lost on a lot of 
kids because, right after the show, they came up, 
“hey man, you guys sounded great. You got a 
record out?” (laughter) 

SV: They just didn’t pay attention. It wasn’t that 
they were outraged or anything. 

Scott : No, not at all. 

Kent : They had no clue what we were doing. 
SV: Because, on one level you could say, god, 
these guys’ lyrics are ignorant and danger- 
gr- m ous. On the other hand, you could 
jHB just say they’re just silly. 

1 Hi Scott : That’s what we approached it 

, HI as—something that was just silly. 
But it did kind of rock though. 

; > li SV: I always thought the irony about 

■ Skrewdriver was that lan Stuart had 
I all these racist lyrics and he had the 
H blackest sounding, R&B-styled 

^fcr ; H vo * ce ' 

H He could have been playing 
they sounded like Molly 


SV: Less of the jazz musician type deal, which is 
what a lot of the SST stuff sounded like after 
awhile. It’s funny you [Kent] mentioned you were 
in Black Market Baby. I think you guys sound 
like them a little bit. 

Chris : You think? [laughter, because the Suspects 
do have a big BMB influence] 

[Scott comes into the van, at this point] 

Kent : A little bit, yeah. It isn’t really like a 
hardcore-sounding type of a punk band. We’re 
more of a i 78-’79, early ‘80s type of hard punk. 
Scott : I got kind of tired of American hardcore in 
the mid 80s. I met these guys and they were kind 
of doing the same thing. Brian didn’t sound En¬ 
glish at all, the way he approached the vocals, 
but the rhythm section 


The Suspects are a fesity, sorta street punk 
band from the Washington, DC area. A bruis¬ 
ing, older style of punk punctuated by Brian 
Gayton’s gravelly, sandpaper-gargling vocal 
style and a brash, rough/tuneful musical tandem. 
They’ve released two full-length albums on the 
Torque label and there was also a recent split 7” 
with the amazing Violent Society. The other Sus¬ 
pects are Chris Condayan (bass), Scott Hutchins 
(guitar) and Lee Ashland (drums), who replaced 
ex-Scream guy Kent Stax. Kent was still with 
the band (obviously) when we did this interview. 
I followed up with Chris some time after that, 
via the internet, for the last few questions. And 
since then, Scott's left the band and the Suspects 
are now a 3-piece, with Brian now handling both 
vocal and guitar duties... 


SV : Tell me how you got to- ■ 
gether. H 

Kent : A friend of ours named H 
Sean Epstein wanted to formH 
a punk rock cover band to I 
play Skrewdriver covers andH 
a lot of English... 

SV : Skrewdriver covers?! I 
Kent : Yes sir. 

Chris : He’s a Jewish guy andl 
he wanted to play Skrewdriver I 
covers. 

SV : That’s weird. 

Kent : And other punk bands! 
and things like that. And I was] 
thinking, since I was playing 
the other guitarist we used to’ 
-we were 


back. 

■ Hatchet. 

||§ Kenb He could have been the 

H singer for Molly Hatchet. But you 

■ were saying about the similarity 

iili Black Market Baby. When 
^^^^^■Black Market Baby started, 
hardcore wasn’t around. They 
were still listening to all the old 

■ English stuff and the early punk 
■■type of things. 

■ H SY: And what I heard about those 
guys was they were never really 
part of the whole hardcore scene. 
They were outsiders. 

Kent : Kind of, yeah. You had 
^B some kids that were their fol- 
B| lowers. I was one of them. I 

■ loved them. 

■ SV: They were a totally under- 

■ rated band. 

, ■ Kent : They’re hot. They’re very 
■mlr■ talented. I still see them once 
: JH in awhile. 

Hr 9 SY: The last album was called 
I jr “New Dawn In The 21 st Cen- 

tury.” What can we look for- 
ward to with the coming of the 
H^<JM millenium? 
f% v C‘’ * fet'il With our music? 

; ■ ScoU: It’s two years away. We 

■ don’t look two days ahead! 

1 \ ; . g|(laughter) 

■ Chris : It was Kent’s song 

■ about when you get the new 
H millenium. let’s put a bunch 
Hof the crap that we learned 

in the past behind us and try to 

move forward. 

Scott : I think, in general terms, a lot of things 
happened at the dawn of this century but this is, 


have, Bryan Harbin- 
kind of serious about having H 
our own original punk band soH 
we all got together and started H 
writing original songs. A couple H" 
of weeks later, we more or less HPljpS.H 
fired the other singer because 
his attitude about how he wanted ■ 
to do a band and he just had a Bp 
different idea so that’s about itK 
and we took it from there. 

SV : When was this? 

Chris: ‘93. 

SV : You had been out of ScreamII 
for aw'hile then, hadn’t you? 

Kent : Since ‘87. 

SV : Did you do anything between S 
then? H 

Kent : 1 played with Black MarketH 
Baby for about a year and I justH 
jammed around for a bit. Nothing H 
serious. 

SV: What did you [Chris] do be-H 
fore the Suspects? 

Chris : 1 was in a band called CashH 
and we just played SST-type sound- H 
ing stuff. That jazz-punk sort of stuff H 
and I was just more interested inH 
writing simple songs and having it® 
be more straight-forward and fun and BHBHi 
not as much as the “oh, he can do this on 
bass or he can do that on guitar” type of shit. 


did and it was kind of 
a throwback. At least it back when I saw them in 
‘93, before I joined. Kent and I were actually in 













of course, for a new miilenium so, technology 


Chris : We’re all old and jaded, so. 


£Y: If they were playing the Yankees, there 
would be fights, 

Chris : Show these punk kids some real action. 
Throw ‘em in the nosebleeds. 

Scott : Violence is kind of an unfortunate 
byproduct which really has nothing to do with 
the music. 

Chris : Well, the music kind of makes you feel 
violent. 

Scott : I don’t think so. 

Chris : Well, there are some bands that I listen to 
that make you want to throw a brick through a 
window or something like that. When I was 
younger. Black Mar- 
■ket Baby, for in- 

■ stance, is a prime 
B example of a band 

■ that would just 

■ make you want to 
break a bottle over 
somebody’s head. 

Wf (laughter) 

■ ■ • , SV: “Swords Of The 

1 Fallen” talks about 
military involve- 
■ ^ A ment. Is it ever justi- 

WF ^^ghed? 

wF Qmi'- That was the 

^F-„ ^^B^^B first song that we did 
Wr 9 with the Jewish guy 

JF - ^Hwh 0 liked to do 
Jr ' Skrewdriver 

jHHHHHe wrote that song. I 
kind of altered the lyr- 
9 U j csso they made a little 

Pi bit more sense but it 

was initially his idea, 
jjjjf Scott : Unfortunately, 
'•■military intervention is 
W warranted sometimes 
iS because there are tyrants 

■ that take advantage of 

■ smaller ii 


caily, a lot of things will really get going. I’m 
kind of looking forward to it. 

Kent : When I was doing the hardcore thing, ev¬ 
eryone was singing songs about 1984 when it 
was 1980. Nobody set their mind forward to 
what’s going to happen in the 21st century it¬ 
self. 

Scott : Most technological advances of note hap¬ 
pen right at the end of the century or right at the 
beginning of the century. Look at the beginning 
of this century—the automobile, the m 
airplane, the industrial revolution. B 

&V: Some of you guys have been IJjBrl 
around awhile. How do things com- ||Ppi M 
pare now to the early to mid 80s for ■jiyS 
you? 9 

Kent : The way everybody dresses. fi 
Everyone’s wearing baggy pants. 9 
Chris : Not at this show! i 

SV : Not at these type of shows! 

Kent : I think we had more stuff to 9 
protest against, with Ronald Reagan I 
being in office and scaring the shit ■ 
out of the youth. Having the draft. fl 
SV: There’s still plenty to protest. B 
Kent: I mean, you’ll always have it. B 
But you had more to protest about. I 
It scared my generation to death be- 99 
cause we were the ones who had * 9 
to sign up for the draft. We were 9 
18, we’re thinking what’s going to 
happen when we go to war? 

£V: I remember. I had to sign up m ■ 

for the draft too [1 was young and & V 

stupid!] flt 9 

Kent : You were around then. 9 

Right when Reagan took office 

from Jimmy Carter. ^Bt \ 

SY: It was scary and he was be- 

ing so confrontational, rattling 

the sabre. " ■BBeg^^j 

Scott : Reagan was a scary ||| 

fucker. No doubt about that. 

SV: Clinton’s scary too. He’s 9 
just more subtle about it. ■ 

Kent : The music’s basically the Jgj 
same but, then, it was fresher. 9 

All it is now—Scott said this a 9 

-all it is is re- 9 


Scott : It seems a lot less violent. I mean, I saw 
Black Flag way back when and it was pretty ter¬ 
rifying. 

Brian : Punk was scarier back then. I was afraid 
to go to some shows. 

Kent : There was more of a threat. 

SV: Certain shows still have violence problems. 
It’s funny—I used to go see some crazy shows 
and I think those are a little less insane than some 
of the tough-guy hardcore shows, now. 
i. _ Scott : Yeah. We’ve had our run-ins 


individual 


conn- 

■ tries. I think one thing is 
we could be a little less 
happy about it. 

Chris : I wouldn’t mind 
etting some of that shit 
ust go down and fuck it. 
[£( 211 : Well, you look at it 
s an unfortunate happen- 
ig. You don’t have to hold 
irades. I live on Capitol 
ill so I saw the whole pa- 
de after the Gulf War and 
was nauseating. Nobody 
ould actually be happy 
rnt any of this. 

01 : They actually turned 

that into rubble. 

SV: You never hear about the number of civil¬ 
ians that were killed during that war. 

Scott : We could look at it as, this really sucks 
but we had to do it. 

Chris : It was more about the oil. 

SgQtfr They also invaded a sovereign country. 
You can’t just stand by. At the same time, you 
don’t have to be happy about it. 

&Y: All the fucking cheerleading and patriotic 
rhetoric. 

S g.fllF Bush using this to sort of vindicate him¬ 
self for the Vietnam experience. 

Chris : Well, he needed a big win. 

Sgflfo It backfired on him. Totally. 

SV: It didn’t matter. If they’d had the election at 


long time ago* 
ally nostalgia. That’s all it it. ■ 

Scott : There’s definitely a hint fl 
of nostalgia in all of this. I Ji 
don’t know if that’s a bad ■ 
thing. 

SV: It’s not bad if you try to 9 
do something different or^^^^^^^BB 
creative with it. There’s certainly a controversy 


with J|' . 

people acting violent at our shows. It’s 
a shame because you really can’t control that. 
CM$: Our last show in DC, we had 12 arrests. 
Not inside the club, but outside the club. People 
fighting and drinking and stuff like that. I guess 
maybe it’s getting back to the way it was, but I 
don’t think that’s a good thing. 

S£Q&: That’s exactly why people stopped putting 
on shows. They don’t realize that. 

SY: That’s been a problem as long as there’s been 
punk and hardcore, unfortunately. You’re always 
talking about the same things. 

Briar There’s fights at country shows. It doesn’t 
matter. 

SY: There are probably more fights at football 
games than punk shows. 

Chris : How about the Red Sox. 


about it. 

Sg Ph : There’s a lot of bands ripping off old 80s 


hardcore records, which really isn’t that inter¬ 
esting. You can’t go back and duplicate it. 

Kent : Well, we’re one of them! (laughter) 

Ss.Q.tt: You can’t duplicate spontaneity, though. 


You can’t recreate it. That was a cool time for 
rock. There’s nothing wrong with paying hom¬ 
age. 

SY: This is exciting for the young kids that 
weren’t around, though, to see bands like that. I 
mean, we saw bands like Minor Threat, Scream... 
Kent : Black Flag. 

SY* Negative Approach. I mean, goddamn, that 
was exciting. But maybe these young kids are 
seeing the newer bands for the first time and it’s 
having the same effect on them. 







that point, he probably would have gotten re¬ 
elected but that was 18 months before the elec¬ 
tion. 

Scott : Then the economy went in the toilet. 

SV: So you’re doing Lickity Split too, Chris? Is 
it tough playing in two bands at once? 

Chris : It’s kind of a part time band. I mean, be¬ 
fore, we did a full US tour and then our guitar 
player quit and then we got this other guitar 
player. 

SV: Brian Baker, right? 

Chris : Yeah, and he plays in Bad Religion so 
it’s really pretty cool that, for me, I can focus 
on the Suspects but, at the same time, when he’s 
back in town we can go play shows and take it 
lightly. Because we had a bunch of songs that 
we had written and never done. We’re going to 
record an album. Who knows if we’ll ever play 
together but it’s fun and I think the songs are 
pretty crucial so I’m looking to put them out. 
It’s fun. But I’m a workaholic. 

These are the questions Chris answered via e~ 
mail: 

SV: Why did Kent leave? And who did Lee used 
to play with? 

Chris : He used to play in a Baltimore band called 
Webster. A pop punk sort of thing. He also plays 
in a band called The Rises. They just did a five 
week US tour. As far as Kent goes, it is a long 
story but I’ll make it short. Kent is 35 yrs old , 
he has a wife and an 11 year old daughter named 
Jennifer, Around the time he quit the band he 
was also having personal troubles. I think he 


had a lot of built up tension and just wanted to 
put the band on the back burner and focus on his 
job and family. The day he quit we drove straight 
back from North Carolina and at 8:00 in the morn¬ 
ing I called Lee up and he said he would do it. 
We had three weeks of practice before we left to 
play in California. Kent asked to come back one 
week later, but we already had Lee and now we 
have more of a free schedule to tour. I think things 
will work out fine. We still love Kent and he did 
not leave on bad terms. He just needed to figure 
some stuff out for himself. 

SV: What’s up with Lickity Split. You mentioned 
you were going to record a second album. Is Brian 
still doing it? 

Chris : Well, as far as the Split goes, things are 
going well. We have recorded 7 songs with Mr. 
Baker and we are doing five more songs with 
guitar player Dave Prukop. Brian Baker will be 
producing the new five songs and most likely will 
be playing on them as well. Once the twelve songs 
are complete we will put out the new record. I 
don’t know if you know this but the label we were 
previously on has folded so now we are looking 
to put this record out on another label. Torque 
Records has four CDs planned right now so I’m 
strapped for cash and time. By the way the four 
releases are: Scream—Live at the Black Cat 
WDC 12/96, The Goons-—Living in America, 
The Spoilers (CT) and the Iron Cross discogra¬ 
phy (Includes the two 7 V and quite a bit 
ofunreleased songs). 

SV: “l\irbo Punk,” on the new T\ talks about 
how punk is “how you fuckin’ feel.” This is an 
age old question, but do you think, now more 


than ever,it seems as though there’s too much 

emphasis placed on the style aspects of it or strict 
adherence to certain musical forms? I guess my 
question/point is—does narrow-mindedness 
seem to be an increasing problem and what are 
possible ways to change that? You guys are a 
little older and don’t really adhere to the “fash¬ 
ion” part of it, as much as other bands. Do you 
think people react differently to you because of 
that? 

Chris : Good question! The song basically says 
what we feel. We also have other songs like this 
with a similar message i.e. “Pistol Whiped” and 
“One Man Riot.” I don’t think the style part of 
punk is that important. At least not in DC. I know 
we tend to draw a wide variety of people in our 
hometown but outside of DC we usually play 
to the brit 77 style looking punks. I do think 
narrow-mindedness is on the increase though. 
When we started out what we were doing was 
pretty fresh at the time so people who were just 
discovering punk were pretty innocent (musi¬ 
cally) and therefore very open to anything that 
had energy. Now there are so many more bands 
that do this thing, I think people have created 
their own stereotype of what punk is and then 
try to live up to it. Whatever, it will die out from 
overkill. I guess the best thing for all of us is to 
continue to move forward with what we enjoy 
doing, whether punk is dead or not. As far as 
we’re concerned we play for ourselves, not for 
the kid with the mohawk. 
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having sounded the call to arms “Loud Proud ‘n 
Punk” back in 1983 and sticking with it through 
the better part of two decades. The Who used to 
be considered the consummate British band but 
the Business might make a claim for that appel¬ 
lation, with their anthems about working class 
life, getting drunk in the local pub, raising hell at 
soccer matches, etc... The list of stick-in-head 
songs is a lengthy one—’’Drinking and Driving,” 
“Smash The Discos” and “Harry May,” to name 
just a few. Their most recent album is the fine 
‘The Truth, The Whole Truth and Nothing But 
Truth” and their current US label Taang has reis¬ 
sued all of their back catalog, as well. This inter¬ 
view was done awhile back with vocalist/found¬ 
ing Business-man Mick Fitz and drummer Mick 
Fairbaim... 


£V: Give me the history of the band. Have you 
stayed together the whole time? 

Eiig: Me and Micky drummer (Fairbaim), we’ve 
been together since 1983 or ‘84.1 started the band 
with the others in 1980 and we’re still rocking. 
Trying to, anyway. 

SV: How have you kept it together for so long? 
Eilz: How? I think it’s just we love what we do, 
for me and Micky in particular and playing all¬ 
ages shows makes it even more worthwhile. Be¬ 
cause of the brand new kids coming through and 
the scene is so, to coin a phrase, alive and kick¬ 
ing. It makes it so much worth our while. We 
love doing what we do. We enjoy every minute 
of it. We’re not a band that fucks around. As soon 
as you lose the buzz and it’s gone out of your 




for money. There’s no money in this kind of mu¬ 
sic. 

SV: There seem to be a lot of bands of your vin¬ 
tage that break up for awhile and then get back 
together. 

Fitz: Well, the Business never actually split up. 
The Business went stagnant ‘cause we were told 
there’s nothing happening, there’s no scene, 
there’s nothing going on. Me and Mick were sit¬ 
ting around for a few years, thinking, god, I wish 
we could fucking rock again, I wish we could 
gig again and then we got a phone call from Art¬ 
ist and Audience agency in New York and they 
went, “do you want to tour the US?” 

SV: Had you actually toured the states before? 
Fitz: Nope. Now, this is our third tour of the US 
[and now they’re on a fourth tour, as of this writ¬ 
ing]. It took us that long to get out because we 
were always told there’s no scene out here and 
the Business didn’t exist and various other bands 
didn’t exist. We were screwed from day one but 
now we’re making amends for that. And we’re 
really enjoying every fucking second of it. 

SY: You were screwed when? The first time you 
came over? 

Ei£z: No, I mean from the previous years, ‘85 to 
‘95. Everyone was, “there’s no scene, there’s no 
scene, don’t want to go out there.” Suddenly, we 
come out here and our records are in every shop. 
SV: What’s the deal in England? Weren’t you 
having problems playing shows there for awhile? 
Fitz: I think that’s always been the same. England 
doesn’t rock like it should. America’s ruled the 
roost for the last ten years and I think it’ll carry 


on ruling the roost until Britain grows up. Brit¬ 
ain had the 60s and the 70s and the 80s and 
America looked to Britain for the front door. But 
now it’s so different—America rules, as regards 
music. 

SV: I guess, in some circles oi or street rock or 
whatever you want to call it has a bad reputation. 
Do you think that’s founded or deserved? 

Eilz: No. I can’t speak for other oi bands. We’re 
a punk band, 100 percent. The fact that I was a 
skinhead but, look, I’ve got shorts on. I’ve got a 
Madball shirt on. 

SV: You’ve got a wallet chain. Not very skinhead 
looking! 

Fitz: No, I mean, I’ve been a skinhead for longer 
than they’ve been alive and it really doesn’t mat¬ 
ter. I prefer being casual and, rather than label¬ 
ling everybody in one thing, let’s all be under the 
punk rock banner. I mean, look at the kids here 
tonight—there’s skins, punks, hardcores... 

SV: You said that when you played here the first 
time. There’s punks, skins, etc... and nobody’s 
fighting. 

Fitz: That’s right. And we still stick by it. And 
we’re one of the few bands that actually mean it. 
We also show it with the people who follow us. 
Fairbaim: We’re getting more of a widespread 
audience this tour. It’s been great. 

Fkz: The audience is getting younger, as well, 
which we absolutely love, ‘cause that means the 
scene is still alive and really going somewhere, 
particularly when the young kids are into it. 

SV: Curtis [from Taang] told me when he went 
over to England to sign you guys, you took him 
to a football [soccer] game and he’d never seen 




anything like that in his life. What is it about foot¬ 
ball that inspires such passion? 

Fitz : (laughs) I don’t know. You have to be there 
to explain it. You have to be part of it. I’ll tell you 
the strange thing that happened to me. I was 
standing outside the Rat, earlier, as everyone was 
coming out from the Red Sox game and every¬ 
one was just walking down, happy as a pig in 
shit and, at home, if they say they’re the oppos¬ 
ing fans, you’d be ducking. You always fight the 
opposing fans. 

SV: You get that with the Red Sox and the Yan¬ 
kees. 

Fitz : We were bom and bred to detest other foot¬ 
ball clubs. But, luckily, that’s abated a bit now. A 
lot of people are taking kids to soccer now. It’s a 
lot better. But when I was 19 years old, it was 
crazy. When I was 19, we would’ve beaten up a 
couple of Red Sox fans just to say that we went 
to America and smashed a couple of Red Sox 
fans. That’d win you brownie points. 

SV: On a similar topic, tell me the story of 
Maradonna. 

Fitz : The reason we detest Maradonna so much 
has nothing to do with the fact he’s Argentinian. 
It’s the fact that he cheated on us and he actually 
admitted that the goal that put England out of 
that World Cup in 1986, that he just popped it 
with his hand and we’ve even got photographs to 
prove it and he called it the hand of god. This is 
why we hate him so much. We’ve done the 
“Handball” song, which is about that. Then we 
did “Maradonna.” In the World Cup in 1990 or 
‘94? Anyway, he got caught with drugs and he 
admitted that he couldn’t play football without 
the cocaine. And that’s when we went, “fuck you, 
we’ve got him now.” He lost us that World Cup. 
We’d have won the World Cup had it not been 
for Maradonna. 

SV: Speaking of drugs, on the song “Skaghead,” 
you guys don’t really take a lot of truck with co¬ 
caine or heroin abuse. 

Fitz : No we don’t, [for some reason,looks at the 
tape I’m using for the interview and notices that 
it’s Oasis!] 

SV: I’m taping over Oasis! Aren’t you proud of 
that? 

Fitz : Yeah! I like that. 

SV: But what do you think is the solution? First 
of all, in England, do they still have the mainte¬ 
nance programs for drug abusers? 

Fitz : Oh yeah, totally. I don’t think anybody 
knows the solution. I think what frightens me— 
we drink and we smoke—is I’ve got a six year 
old son and Mick’s got a five year old and a nine 
year old daughter and, the last two years, we’ve 
spent seven months of our life in America. We’ve 
found the problem is that Americans aren’t al¬ 
lowed to drink until they’re 21. My solution 
would be is let the kids drink when they’re 18 
like they can in England. 

SV: They used to in this country, too. 

Fitz : And then see what happens. Because when 
the kids reach 18, they’re men or women but 
they’re not allowed to have a drink. They might 
say to their friend, “can you buy me a couple of 


beers.” It’s not the same as going into a bar and 
just being a grown-up and then someone comes 
up and says, “try some of this.” It’s like some¬ 
body said to me, last night, ‘cause they work in a 
bar—and I’ve got the ultimate respect for straight¬ 
edge kids. But apparently straight-edge kids stop 
being straight-edge when they’re 21. They sud¬ 
denly realize...they go bang, straight into a bar 
and be a normal human being. We don’t have ID 
at home, you see. Me and Mick started drinking 
when we were 15, in bars. Just walk in. If you 
look 18, you get served. There’s no ID, no noth¬ 
ing. 

SV: There’s a big stigma about it in this country. 
You have groups like Mothers Against Drunk 
Driving and it ends up being like a forbidden fruit 
so it makes kids want to try it. You’re right—if it 
was 18, there wouldn’t be the stigma attached to 
it. 

Fitz : Yeah, they could just drink. To us, there’s 
no stigma attached to alcohol. We drink but I don’t 
care whether you drink or not. I’m not going to 
go, “what are you, weak or something?” (laughs) 
You either drink or you don’t. But I think the drug 
thing, look at the kids that are starting really 
fucking young. What are they doing? They’ll go 
“try some of this,” ‘cause you can’t get alcohol. 
SV : Alcohol’s a drug, if you abuse it, too. 

Fitz : Don’t get me wrong, there’s a lot of drugs 
in England, but nowhere near as bad as here. 

SV : Half of the most popular musicians are drug 
addicts. Keith Richards, anyone? Anyway, fifteen 
years ago, you had “Smash The Discos.” Now, 
“Death To Dance.” Which is worse? Disco or 
techno? 

Fitz : (laughter) For this tour, we’ve actually 
dropped “Death To Dance” from the set list purely 
‘cause we’re doing three new tracks off the new 
album. But it’s the same meaning. All these mind¬ 
less people listening to shit. 

SV : So I don’t expect we’ll be seeing any elec¬ 
tronic remixes of Business songs anytime soon?' 
Fitz : Actually, I wonder if we should talk about 
that (laughter). Don’t tell Curtis! 

SV : In another interview you did, you said you 
were politically pretty much in the center. Do you 
trust either side at all and do you believe in vot¬ 
ing? 

Fitz : I believe in the vote, totally. No, I don’t trust 
either side whatsoever but I fully believe in the 
vote ‘cause, at home, you can have Labour, Con¬ 
servative, Liberal and there’s always a few par¬ 
ties under that that might get 100 votes. It’s a bit 
like the Business supporting Led Zeppelin and 
the Rolling Stones but, the thing is, as long as 
you vote, you’ve had your say. If you don’t vote, 
you haven’t had your say. That’s what 
democracy’s all about. England’s got democracy, 
so’s America, so’s Europe. 

SV : Is it democratic because, it’s funny, I know 
Labour’s positioning itself towards the center 
right now. 

Fitz : Yeah, but that’s only at the moment. They 
only want to do that because they know they’re 
going to win the next general election or hope¬ 
fully. As soon as they get in power, they will 


swing left again. [they won—by a large margin— 
but there’s no indication that they’re going to 
pursue anything but a centrist/slightly right of 
center agenda, similar to Clinton] . 

SV: I wonder, because Clinton got elected and, 
when he got re-elected, everyone said he’ll fol¬ 
low a liberal agenda and he’s done anything but 
that. He’s turned more towards the right. That’s 
why I’m a little skeptical about that happening 
in England. 

Fitz : Well, don’t forget he’s probably been bribed 
as well. There’s certain people that his people 
had to bribe to get them to vote for him. That’s 
politics. We all know that and if anybody doesn’t 
admit that, they’re terrible naive about politics. 
SV: How ingrained is the class structure over 
there? Do you think that can ever change? [can 
it be changed in the US, for that matter!] 

Fitz : I think our class society is very similar to 
America’s, in the sense you’ve got lower class, 
you’ve got working class, you’ve got middle class 
and upper class but we’ve got to hopefully got to 
do in both countries is eradicate the lower work¬ 
ing class so they can become working class and 
get jobs and get health. To give them a chance to 
make something of themselves, because lower 
working class is basically the unemployed 
scumbags who will never ever work in their lives. 
Some of ‘em are not worth helping, and that’s 
the same for all countries but there’s a lot of them 
in the projects and the ghettos that you need to 
pull them out and help them without patronizing 
them. Just kick them in the fucking ass and go, 
“get on in there.” 

SV: But you have to give them a living wage, 
too. 

Fitz : Oh yeah. That’s the same as Britain. At least 
our unemployment benefit gives people a chance 
to at least eat and pay the bills. America’s pov¬ 
erty is worse than ours. 

SV : The welfare reform package in America just 
cut a lot of federal programs and it’s going back 
to the states, who aren’t necessarily picking up 
the slack for that. I was just wondering—is there 
a minimum wage in England? 

Fitz : No. The Labour Party wants to bring it in, 
but it won’t work because it’ll probably put more 
people out of work by having a minimum wage. 
It’s great in theory. All it’ll do is push all the prices 
up. I don’t think it’d work. 

SV: On a different topic, do you think the mon¬ 
archy should be abolished? 

Fitz : We don’t know. I don’t think, as a band, we 
do. I don’t really know the facts and figures ‘cause 
we’re just normal working class English people 
but the monarchy gets paid something ridiculous 
per year, like £15 million a year but, in tourism, 
the monarchy will take £150 million just on the 
Americans alone that come over and click 
Buckingham Palace and want a picture of the 
Queen and watch a picture of this and that. The 
only way I can put it in perspective is everyone 
in England wants us to give up smoking. Every¬ 
body who smokes is a dumb fuck, right? 

SV : (laughs) Well, as a non-smoker, I might say 
maybe! 


Fitz : It has been proved by the Times , which is 
our biggest paper, that the national health ser¬ 
vice has to pay out, per year, something like £750 
million to treat people that have got smoking re¬ 
lated diseases. That’s shock horror, right? The 
treasury takes £7 billion in tax. And they’ve al¬ 
ready proved that if everybody in England gave 
up smoking, tomorrow, 6 pence in the pound 
would have to go on tax. So let’s say we’ve got 
24% tax. It’d have to go straight to 30% and then 
see the people that don’t smoke go, “oh, make 
everybody smoke again!’’ (laughter) 

SV : It’s good for the tax base... 

Fitz: It’s great for everyone to be trendy and say 
“everyone give up smoking.” They forget how 
much taxes are. What people don’t understand in 
America is a pack costs like $2 in America. 
They’re $5.45 per pack in England and 73% goes 
to the fucking treasury. How can they lose that 
money? They’ve got to find it somewhere else. 
SV: Tax vice. That’s how they do it. 

Fitz : Oh yeah... 

SV: What’s the song ‘The Truth, The Whole Truth 
and Nothing But The Truth” about? 

Fitz : What happened was a barrister, a judge, he 
actually sentenced prostitutes to prison. Now, 
from my way of thinking, personally, there’s noth¬ 
ing wrong with prostitution. If the woman wants 
to sell her body and a man wants to pay for it, 
that is her prerogative but this guy, afterwards, 
got caught with a prostitute and while he got away 
with it, the following week, he was sentencing 



prostitutes to prison. To cut a long story short, 
that’s what the song’s about. Total hypocrisy. 
SV : There seems to be a lot of hypocrisy con¬ 
cerning sexual matters. You had this sort of pu¬ 
ritanical attitude towards it and then the Sun, on 
page 3, has the women showing their breasts. 
Fitz : Yeah, I mean it’s total hypocrisy. Judges are 
judges, they’re stupid old farts. But you’re a pros¬ 
titute, give her three months in prison and that 
night he’s cruising down the road trying to get a 
prostitute to get a blow job. How can he do that? 
SV: Are judges elected over there or are they ap¬ 
pointed? 

Fitz : No, they’re just made. They just appear. 
Fairbaim : It’s not what you know... it’s who you 
know. 

Fitz : Also, it’s like in America, you’ve got the 
pedophile movement? A lot of the people who 
are getting caught are very high ranking, upper 
class people and that is just our say against those 
fucking people. There’s nothing we can do about 
it ‘cause we’re working class. Never in a million 
years could we change the system. But at least 
the kids have been made aware of what’s going 
on. 

SV: That’s a pretty pessimistic view. I suppose I 
feel that way about this country, sometimes, be¬ 
cause the corporate interests control everything. 
Fitz : Yeah, the banks control the system. Much 
as we try, nothing can be done about it. But at 
least we’re having our little say and something 
might get back... 
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ics. 

Gary still calls San Francisco his home and, at 
the age of 45, remains musically active with his 
new band, Bootcamp. After Sister Double Hap¬ 
piness, he did five albums (released in Europe) 
with his own Gary Floyd Band, described by Gary 
as more folk-country-blues. I recently had the 
opportunity to interview the former Dick over the 
phone... 


£V: Did you grow up in Texas? 

Gary : I grew up in Arkansas, until I was in the 
fourth grade. When I was a pretty young kid, we 
moved to Texas but I grew up partly in Arkansas 
but, basically, yes I did grow up in Texas. That’s 
where I developed most of my bizarre ideas. Pal¬ 
estine, Texas. 

SV: What part of the state? 

Gary : East, about 150 miles from Dallas. 

SV : So how did that create your warped ideas? 
Gary : When I was a little kid in Arkansas, some 
people moved next door to us and I was a little 
third grader and they had this teenage son who 
was a weirdo, sort of beatnik guy and he had a 
huge picture of the Mona Lisa hanging in his 
room upside down and he was an artist and sort 
of different from the other kids in that town and 
he was a big influence on me. There were obvi¬ 
ously some (laughs) wild seeds in me and he was 
the water that made them come alive. Being gay... 
I always knew I was gay, although I always had 
little girlfriends and stuff. They were just like sis¬ 
ters to me to prevent any un-gay ways of acting. 
I tried to create some facade to hide that. A school 
that was pretty much newly integrated and see¬ 
ing the same bigotry towards people of color and 
the same sort of nightmarish feeling that I was 
getting from these people and having to hide, 
because I wasn’t open nor did I come out until I 
left school. Also, the radical sort of music in those 
days. All of those things gave me a feeling of 
being a little bit different and you start to culti¬ 
vate your own ideas and sometimes maybe they 
become a little more radical when you feel sort 
of alone. I’m not trying to make myself seem piti¬ 
ful or feel sorry for myself... they were miser¬ 
able years in the fact that, at school, I was hated. 
I was popular as sort of a class clown but I suf¬ 
fered because I did really bad in school, I hated 
it but I also knew that something was happening 
that I was going to be all right. Sometimes, those 
feelings can produce a lot of positive things. You 
don’t really know it, always, but I sort of had an 
inkling of it because I knew I’d get out, some¬ 
day. 

SV: Did you eventually gravitate towards Aus¬ 
tin? 

Gary : I got drafted in 1972. I’m 45 years old. 
But I —also, this is another thing I was speaking 
of—had prepared myself from seeing people 
slaughtered and what I felt was a really unjust 
war against the North Vietnamese and the Viet¬ 
namese, in general. I’d developed a lot of very 
strong political ideas and I had signed up, when I 
registered for the draft, as a conscientious objec¬ 
tor and I was accepted. So, when I got drafted, I 


Gary Floyd of 

THE DICKS 


“Mommy, mommy, mommy..."bawled Gary 
Floyd to start the Dicks’ classic 1980 single, 
“Dicks Hate The Police.’’ A warning that “you’d 
better stay out of my way... I’ve had a bad day.” 
The Dicks had two incarnations—the first, based 
in Austin, TX, featured Gary, guitarist Glen Tay¬ 
lor, bassist Buxf Parrott and drummer Pat Deason. 
The band moved to San Francisco in ‘82 but only 
Gary ended up making it a permanent move and 
he started a second version of the Dicks with 
guitarist Tim Carroll, bassist Sebastian Fuchs and 
drummer Lynn Perko. This lineup stuck until the 
band’s breakup in ‘86 and Gary and Lynn moved 
on to the bluesier Sister Double Happiness. Al¬ 
ternative Tentacles recently released a compila¬ 
tion of Dicks’ material recorded between ‘80 and 
‘86, just about all of which is out of print. There 


were three albums—a live split with the Big Boys, 
recorded at Raul’s in Austin, “Kill From The 
Heart" (these first two with the Austin lineup) 
and ‘These People" And, of course, there was 
the “Hate The Police" 7" and a later 7" called 
“Peace" and appearances on the “P.E.A.C.E." 
compilation and “Cottage Cheese From The Lips 
Of Death" comp. I asked Gary if “Kill" would 
ever be reissued, but he said it’s unlikely because 
no one can find the tapes. 

As was the case with many of the early Texas 
punk bands, the sound wasn’t easily classifiable. 
Strains of blues, hard rock and funk were incor¬ 
porated into a gnashing, aggressive punk frame¬ 
work. Cantankerous but also versatile and, with 
the Dicks, Gary’s powerful, mournful vocals were 
a potent weapon, as were the socially-aware lyr¬ 






had to do two years of alternative civilian work 
so I was placed in Houston. I moved to Houston 
in ‘72 and I worked as a janitor in a charity hos¬ 
pital, which was a job that they offered 
as alternative work. I 
worked there two 
years and that’s 
where I came out 
and started doing lots 
of LSD—which I 
don’t do anymore nor 
have I for years—but 
that’s where all the 
things started happening 
that happen to young 
people when they move 
away from home. Then I 
moved to Austin. 

SV; How did you discover 
punk rock? 

Gary : There was a guy 
named David Powell, who’s 
actually on death row now in 
Huntsville, TX. This was in 
Austin—he would come and 
visit some people me and some people I lived 
with who were all into music, although I wasn’t 
playing any music then. I’d been in bands in high 
school but then I wasn’t in bands for a long time. 
He would come down and he brought some 
singles, one day, from England and they were the 
Sex Pistols. “Pretty Vacant.” It was actually 
awhile before I heard of the Sex Pistols here that 
he had these singles. I guess some friends sent 
them to him. He had the Runaways, things like 
that and I thought this is really good. I’m sick of 
Genesis and fucking Yes and all that shit. Actu¬ 
ally, at that time I started listening mostly to 
older blues music. So, through this guy David 
Powell, I heard of it and then I started buying 
my own stuff. Then I moved to San Francisco 
and I saw the Sex Pistols play their last show. 
After that, I moved back to Austin and Raul’s, 
this little club, was open and I started the 
Dicks. 

SV: When I talked to Dave Dictor [of MDC] 
awhile back, he told me that you had the band 
name and put up flyers before you even had 
the band together. 

Gary ; (laughs) That’s very true. There was 
actually a Dicks prior to Buxf, Pat, Glen 
and myself and it was just me and these 
other two guys who couldn’t play anything, 
but we looked good (laughs). So we said, 
“people that can’t play their instruments 
actually get on stage and make some noise 
and call themselves a band, so why don’t 
we go one step farther and not even do 
that.” We’d put up the Dicks are playing 
at a certain address and they’d be made 
up addresses. So by the time the band j 
finally got together with real people, 
people had sort of heard of it and were going, “I 
guess we’d better go see these guys. They’ve been 
around for awhile.” (laughs) But, in fact, we’d 
never been around. 


SV : You were telling me that, during your child¬ 
hood, it was dif- ficult being gay and feel¬ 

ing different. Did you 
feel that you’d finally 
found a community 
that accepted you the 
way you were? 

Gary : Well, yes, 
that’s very true and, 
not only that, but al¬ 
most all the really 
good bands in 
Austin were ei¬ 
ther fronted by or 
had gay people 
in the band. 
People were 
pretty open 
about it then. 
It wasn’t like 
people were 
trying to 
hide and the other thing 
about it was that people weren’t really 
making a big deal about it. They weren’t getting 
up and giving speeches for gay rights but they 
were just sort of being themselves and that was 
really wonderful. That’s extremely refreshing. 
And after years of also not fitting into gay bars, 
because with mohawks and bleached hair and be¬ 
ing fat was another thing that was very unac¬ 
cepted—all of those sort of mixed in together— 
I really didn’t like the queer bar scene. So Raul’s 
fit all those things. It was really wonderful. 

Queers were really obvious in that 
scene 


and the 

people that weren’t, if anybody 
didn’t like it, we’d tell them we’d beat the shit 
out of them. Get a bunch of queers to beat your 


fuckin’ ass. It usually never came to that. There 
was always a lot of mutual respect. 

SV: What I always saw with the Texas punk bands 
was there was quite a bit of musical diversity— 
sort of an assimilation of many different styles. 
Gary : Very true. You had the Big Boys, who were 
one of the best bands—funk-punk. You had bands 
like Standing Wave. There were lots of bands 
around then. I can’t remember all of them. 

SV: Even the Butthole Surfers didn’t fit any set 
style. 

Gary : There were lots of people that didn’t fit 
into the categories. I think that’s one that still 
makes Austin pretty nice is that people are just 
concerned with pleasing themselves, musically, 
and if they find a crowd, that’s great and, if not, 
at least they’ve pleased themselves. The Dicks 
always felt that way. Some of that very early stuff, 

I listen to it now and think, “god, that sounds a 
little bit bluesy and that sounds a little bit this or 
that but it still has the drunk edge, punk rock 
sound.” But everybody was just making their own 
sort of music but somehow it all clicked together. 
It was pretty diverse but the thing that was pretty 
nice was there were so many bands that you could 
just have people in bands in the audience and it 
would be packed. They supported each other. 
There were a few little upsets in the community, 
there... it almost becomes like beauty shop talk. 
For the most part, people really supported and 
liked each other. I think one of the biggest influ¬ 
ences on that was Randy Turner of the Big Boys. 
He could pretty much cross all those boundaries. 
Even the straight “I wish I could look like you. 
but I’m afraid to” people loved him and the 
hardcore punks loved him. He was a big reason 
that a lot of the Austin scene got along, I 
think. He just sort of crossed the bound¬ 
aries of getting along with people and 
people followed his example, in a lot of 
ways. He’s a really great guy. 

SV : I met the Big Boys when they played 
here in ‘83 and they’re still one of the nic¬ 
est bands I’ve ever met. 

Gary : They definitely were. Nobody ever 
said that about The Dicks ( laughs). But even 
the Dicks would say that about the Big Boys, 
who we played with so many times. And 
Randy and I were old friends, way back when 
we both had really long hair. We were just 
waiting for something to happen. 

SV : And Randy was quite a bit older. I think he 
was in his mid-30s when he was in the Big 
Boys. 

Gary : I believe. I didn’t ask him. I was 26 when 
the Dicks started but, that’s great—I like being 
older. Especially now, at 45. You can be a total 
fucking asshole and people will just accept it— 
they’ll go, “Oh, he’s old... let him be an asshole!” 
(laughs) 

SV: Let’s talk about the Rock Against Reagan 
tour. Any thoughts on that? I heard, at the time, 
that it was basically a front for the Yippies. 
Gary : While it was happening, it was one of the 
most miserable experiences of my entire life. 
Years later, I can still bust out laughing with 




people who were with me on that tour about situ¬ 
ations that happened because it was so flipped- 
out. The Yippies sort of ran that out of their of¬ 
fice in New York, so it was barely together. They 
said that they would feed us. You were guaran¬ 
teed at least one good meal a day and it turned 
out they had gotten a donation of like 3 or 4 
thousand packets of turkey dogs. So you would 
all descend on this town and go to some poor 
motherfucker’s house who said you could stay 
there—in the middle of, like, Buttfuck, Ohio. 

All at once, these two or three buses and our 
van would pull up in this usually suburban 
neighborhood where some kid lived. And all 
of these monsters would start getting out... 
mohawks, hippies, dogs, babies who shit in 
their pants, disgruntled people. The 
Crucifucks, DRI, MDC, Crucifix, a bunch 
of hippies and the Dicks. And they’d go in 
and throw on this huge pot of boiling water 
and have thousands of these turkey dogs. I 
haven’t eaten meat for ten years—I don’t 
preach about it, I don’t care what people 
eat—but I don’t know what the vegetar¬ 
ians were doing back then. Then there was 
a huge discussion, one day, because 
people didn’t want to help clean up and 
they felt it was their right to not clean up 
if they didn’t want to. 

SV : That’s anarchy, you know! 

Gary : Well, that’s exactly what their ar¬ 
gument was. And I was holding up a 
huge picture of Stalin going, “You kids 
clean up or we’re going to kill you.’’ It was just 
unbelievable. Thank god for the Crucifucks. The 
Dicks and the Crucifucks sort of kept each other 
sane on that tour by just sitting back and going, 
“oh, god, what did we do? Why are we 
here?’’ It was three months—three 
fucking months! It was quite amazing. 

I don’t know what political good it did. 

SV : Probably not much. 

Gary : Probably not much. It almost 
made a Republican out of me! That’s 
not really true but I would certainly never de¬ 
pend on that situation to lead my world. Fuck 
that. 

SV: It also seems, in retrospect, kind of a strange 
liason because of the old cliche or stereotype that 
hippies are punks’ sworn enemies. 

Gary : You know what? They really were after that. 
(laughter) There were some big hippies that were 
trying to make a big cultural statement. I don’t 
know. I ended up pulling a doorknob off the door 
at the Yippie headquarters and throwing it across 
the room and it stuck into a wall. It was very cha¬ 
otic, but it was 1983. I hope everyone involved 
with that is doing well now and everyone’s happy, 
etc... 

SY Did that sour you on the punk or hardcore 
scene, at all? 

Gary : No, because I didn’t really consider that 
punk or hardcore. I consider it punk bands deal¬ 
ing with that but it was run by people who weren’t 
punks at all. They felt like their past as rebels or 
something had given them permission to take on 


the punk yoke and it didn’t at all. For the most 
part, it was people smoking a lot of pot and mak¬ 
ing decisions for 50 or 60 people and it just didn’t 
work. But, no, it didn’t sour me on that at all. It 
just made me think I 


would never get involved with any¬ 
thing like that again, although I’m glad that it 
happened because when you burn yourself real 


'7 don’t have any illusions that the 
punk rock thing was any kind of 
great utopia " 


bad you know you’re not going to stick your hand 
in the fire again. So, somehow, you thank the fire. 
SV: So, after that, you moved to San Francisco 
for good and started the second version of the 
band? 

Gary : The original band moved out here but the 
other guys didn’t like it that much and, after that 
Rock Against Reagan tour, we went on our own 
little tour, sort of coming back to San Francisco 
and stopping through Austin but, this time, the 
Dicks had a manager, Debbie Gordon, and she 
and I were looking very forward to getting back 
to San Francisco. But we played a couple of 
shows and had a week off in Austin. The other 
guys, in a roundabout way, said they really didn’t 
want to come back and I couldn’t see staying there 
so, whether it was a good decision or a bad deci¬ 
sion, I decided I was going to come back here 
and re-form the band and I did it. I’m glad I did it 
because there was another album and single and 
two more tours and that’s where I met Lynn 
Perko, who later was in Sister Double Happiness 


with me and is one of my dearest friends. I’m 
not sure that staying in Austin for myself would 
have been good. I probably would have quit be¬ 
cause I wanted to do something a bit more chal¬ 
lenging. Unfortunately, Glen Taylor died, which 
is a very sad thing, but I would like 
believe that this Dicks’ thing that 
came out [the compilation] could 
sort of be a remembrance of him. I 
loved Glen. Glen and I were very 
good friends, although I didn’t talk 
to him much the last few years. I 
don’t talk to many people in Austin 
for no other reason than I don’t write 
letters and I can’t call long distance 
on my telephone. 

SV : I was just looking at issue #6 of 
Maximum Rock ‘n Roll where you 
guys were on the cover. 

Gary : Boy, that was great. That was 
just before we left to go on that tour 
and I realized, one night, I think it was 
in Detroit, maybe I should have worn 
something different for the cover of 
this magazine because those Detroit 
guys really didn’t like me. A lot of 
people were freaked out by that. As lib¬ 
eral as you thought—first of all, I don’t 
have any illusions that the punk rock 
thing was any kind of great utopia. I 
think it was a beginning of a new lifestyle 
that people could get into and I’m not 
talking about dog collars and mohawks. 
I’m talking about a different artistic, free 
way of thinking but it wasn’t some great 
hope that happened. It was a different kind of 
music and people got into it, just like there are 
still hippies that won’t change from 
1967. There are still punks that won’t. 
I see people walking around San Fran¬ 
cisco all the time and they’re like 16 
and they look like they’re going to a 
nostalgia party. 

SV : It’s the same here. That style is still 

popular. 

Gary : Yeah, it’s still very popular and that’s fine. 
I’m glad people do whatever they do but some¬ 
times people change, sometimes they don’t. 

SV: Anyway, you guys were presenting your¬ 
selves as a communist band. How do you feel 
about communism, these days, or any sort of 
political ideology, for that matter? 

Gary : I was pretty young. The main thing that 
always got me strange was the difference in 
people’s economic situations, like some people 
having nothing, some people having everything. 
It’s even more intense now. People dying on the 
streets, now. Then you have your Bill Gates type 
people. Not even him—millionaires are very 
common now. And people dying on the streets 
are very common now—of hunger and just cold 
and I always felt there was something wrong with 
that. No matter what, I always felt there was 
something weird and wrong with that. I got very 
influenced by the idea of equality. Maybe it was 
a mistake, but I started reading—but, I didn’t read 





very much—of Marx and Lenin and all that kind 
of stuff. But I never got so much into the theory 
that I was able to become an intellectual about it 
and I’m really glad of that. We al¬ 
ways said we for the Fun Party. But, 
no, I’m not a communist anymore. 

I’m not anything, anymore. Some¬ 
thing has to tell you something’s 
wrong whenever the leader of the 
country dies, they overthrow the 
government. I don’t follow 
that but I’m closer to a so¬ 
cialist than I am a Republi¬ 
can. I still think there should 
be a little more equality in 
the economy but I got much 
more into a spiritual life for 
awhile. I’m not talking 
about crystals or moon¬ 
beams. I studied a lot of old 
Hindu scriptures and actu¬ 
ally went to a monastery 
and studied that for a year. I 
quit Sister Double Happi¬ 
ness and just studied and 
met some really non-dog- 
matic, wonderful spiritual 
teachers whose philosophy 
was, if there is a heaven, 
atheists who just do good 
for no reason are more 
likely to be in heaven than 
Christians that do good to 
go to heaven. It’s a very good philosophy, I think. 
Just do what’s right. Not hurting people and that 
also softened and took away a lot of my hard- 
edged political drive. It didn’t blind me or make 
me apathetic but it opened up a whole new part 
of my life and I’m really happy that it did. 

SV : I was going to ask you about how you’d got¬ 
ten into the Eastern philosophies and religions. 
It seems as though those get looked upon as an 
oddity in this culture. 

Gary : So many things look odd in this culture. 
SV : But I read an article [in the Jewish Journal 
Of The North Shore/ that referred to Buddhism 
and other Eastern religions as “cult” religions and 
I found that odd because, in the world, there are 
probably as many or more people who subscribe 
to that philosophy as the western religions. 
Gary : Well, anything that the United States 
doesn’t do or dictate is either a cult or terrorist. 
We’re fixing to bomb Iraq over that very thing. 
They won’t open up for unlimited searching of 
their country. I mean, cults, you see people die 
with their robes on and that’s ridiculous. That’s 
not religion, that’s fanaticism. I mean, what about 
the cult of Jesus? Is that wrong? It’s wrong when 
people misinterpret his teachings for their own 
political gains and their own bizarre politics. 

SV: Hell, yeah. 

Gary : I mean, what did he ever say what was bad? 
I’m not a Christian but, at the same time, I prob¬ 
ably like Jesus better now that I’m not a Christian 
than I ever liked him when I was. 

SV : He had some good ideas... 


Gary : He had wonderful ideas!! And you have 
other people like Rama Krishna who are very 
good teachers that have never done anything for 


"It had nothing to do with the Sex Pistols 
or the Ramones. It had to do with your 
own personal life changing and that was 
really cool" 


their sexual or economic lifestyles to improve. 
They have no reason to do anything. They’re just 
good. They stay busy helping people. There’s a 
lot of people like that. Why not follow them? Pm 
not talking about follow them like sheep, because 
they don’t teach that. They teach strength in your 
own self. That’s why I like these people. I’m not 
going follow anybody blindly. I didn’t do that 
with communism, I’m not going to do that with 
religion. I don’t do that with anything, but I also 
do whatever I think is right, without thinking of 
the repercussions in the punk rock community. 
Fuck that shit. 

SV : Well, you’re kind of removed from that any¬ 
way. What caused the Dicks to split up? , 

Gary : Things were changing a lot. The whole 
reason I got into the scene... I don’t even know if 
it was the music or not. Probably not. But a feel¬ 
ing of togetherness with people who shared a lot 
of ideas, that there were a lot of old things that 
are dictating not only music but lifestyles. Yuppie 
shit was starting and the Me Generation and all 
this and it was nice to get into a cultural scene 
like Raul’s that was sort of treading new ground. 
It had nothing to do with the Sex Pistols or the 
Ramones. It had to do with your own personal 
life changing and that was really cool. It sort of 
stopped being a positive thing for me when you 
would do shows and people were like... the 
skinheads were coming to shows and they’d beat 
people up and even the non-skinhead guys were 
so rough in the pit. It became really macho. They 
started looking so stupid doing that weird 


skanking dance. You see guys in Oklahoma, Mi¬ 
ami, San Francisco and they’re all doing exactly 
the same thing. You realize, OK, there’s a fad now. 

People are doing exactly the same 
thing everywhere and the band to¬ 
night sounds like MDC and they 
sound like DRI tomorrow night and 
they’re not doing anything new. All 
at once it became a fad. Everybody, 
at this time, was copping an attitude 
of, “yeah, I’m a tough 
skinhead guy or I’m a non¬ 
skinhead or I’m a peace 
punk or I’m this or I’m 
metal-speed, blah blah 
blah.” And we were starting 
to play a few slower-type 
songs and people were, like, 
“play faster” and it’s like, 
fuck you, I’ll play what I 
fuckin’ want to play. I real¬ 
ized I was being put into a 
corner here by something 
that’s supposed to be liber¬ 
ating. I’m out. So me and 
Lynn started doing another 
band, with Ben Cohen... we 
started Sister and it was like 
“this is great because I have 
nothing to live up to.” Not 
that I ever really felt that 
way but people’s impres¬ 
sion of what you’re sup- • 
posed to be can be pretty powerful. You’ve got to 
play faster and you’ve got to be political and you 
can’t be communist, you’ve got to be this, you 
can’t be that. I had communists coming by the 
house, these groups, it was like Jehovah’s Wit¬ 
nesses. They were coming by wanting me to en¬ 
dorse things and I’m like, “Me? I don’t want to.” 
That’s the one thing about my political affilia¬ 
tions. I never joined anything. I was never a part 
of any group. I always thought they were like the 
religions that they hated the most. From orga¬ 
nized religions to 8 people sitting in a room plot¬ 
ting to march down some street and overthrow 
the government. 

SV: And they repeat the rhetoric that’s been 
drummed into them. I talked to a woman involved 
with a Maoist group last summer. Defending the 
cultural revolution, where all those people got 
killed and, I’m like. I’m not talking to you any¬ 
more. 

Gary : That’s the bizarre thing. All those things 
started being really oppressive. The idea of a 
movement or whatever punk rock started—be¬ 
ing this liberating movement all at once telling 
me what I can and can’t do. I can’t play slow 
music. And I don’t want to be 29 or 39 or 45 and 
have a fucking mohawk. I don’t want to do that. 
If you want to do that, fuckin’ do it, but don’t get 
an attitude with me about it. So we changed and 
we created something new for ourselves and I’ve 
always been very happy about it. The time had 
changed and the time was right to get out of that 
shit. But I’ve never regretted doing any of it... 
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WEETBELLY 



Sweetbelly Freakdown includes 
the four final members—Shawn 
Brown (vocals), Jason Farrell (gui¬ 
tar), Dave Hart (bass) and Alex 
Daniels (drums) of the late, great 
DC hardcore band Swiz. I’ve often 
referred to Swiz as the last great DC 
hardcore band and I think it’s still 
true—their anthology CD on Jade 
Tree quickly proves that out. Recon¬ 
vened after more than a half-decade 
adjournment, there are hintings of 
the band’s old sound, but it’s a 
thornier ball of sound. Abrasive, 
convulsive but also with melodic 
shards poking through the sonic 
ether. Jason and Dave also play in 
Bluetip, who have recorded one al¬ 
bum for Dischord, so far, and Jason 
does a lot of the design work for the 
label, as well. Sweetbelly released 
a self-titled album on Jade Tree last 
year and also have a pair of 7”s, one 
of them a split with Trans-Megetti. 
Jason and Dave did most of the talk¬ 
ing and I might have mixed up their 
voices a few times, but, hey, these 
multi-person interviews are tough to 
transcribe. Deal with it! 

3V: When did Swiz actually break 
up. 

Jason : In August of 1990. It was at 
the Anthrax. We saw chicks getting 
in fights. It was great. It was with 
Supertouch and American Standard. 
The mighty American Standard, 
who are still playing and kicking 
ass. 

Dave : And Nathan [Larson—origi¬ 
nal bass-player] was there and we 
didn’t let him on stage. 

Jason : We were supposed to let him 
play three songs and he didn’t. 

SV (Phil): Was there anything in 
particular that inspired you to start 
a band again? 

Dave : We like each other. 

Jason : Yes, I think that’s the main 
driving force. 

Shawn : Yeah, we like each other and 
we like the music. 

Dave : Alex Daniels is actually, be¬ 
lieve it or not, the creative genius 
behind both bands. He’ll come up 
with a drumbeat and we’ll try to 
make guitar stuff fit it. I was very 
excited to work with Alex. It was 
amazing. It took so long to get him 
back into the fold over contractual 
disputes. 

Shawn : Oh cut it out. (laughter) 
Dave : We kept talking about it for 
years and about a year ago we fi¬ 
nally did it. 

Shawn : Hey, we’re serious! 


Dave : We had the name years be¬ 
fore. It was going to be Freakdown. 
Since before Swiz broke up, we 
were going to call the next band 
Freakdown but then we came up 
with Sweetbelly Freakdown. 

SV: You guys [Dave and Jason] have 
been doing Bluetip for awhile. 
What’s up with that? 

Jason : We just got a new drummer 
named Aaron Ford. He just moved 
up here from Georgia and we’re 
presently bringing ourselves up to 
Bluetip speed and writing new songs 
in preparation for a 7 week Euro¬ 
pean tour with Kerosene 454. 

Dave : Yeah—we’ve just got to write 
a new record. We’ve already got 
some of the songs. 

SV : With this band, why not just call 
it Swiz again, since it’s the same 
people? 

Jason : We made a pact when Swiz 
broke up, not to go do any cheesy— 
god love the Misfits, but what are 
they doing? 

Shawn : We were just playing with 
each other and I wanted to do an¬ 


other band but I wanted to work with 
the best. I did a band called the 
Downer Boys for a bit. That was a 
lot of fun but our drummer ended 
up moving away to Portugal so that 
ended that. 

Dave : That was one of the catalysts 
to get us back together was I saw 
the Downer Boys at this house show 
and it was fucking hilarious. It had 
been so long since I’d heard Shawn 
singing. So it was really cool. I had 
to put my head against the PA just 
to hear it because it was a house 
show but this guy, their drummer, is 
totally out of control and he’s almost 
the center of attention. He’s so 
fucking loud. His snare drum is fall¬ 
ing on the ground and, as it’s fall¬ 
ing, he’s still playing. It’s sitting on 
its edge on the ground and he’s still 
smacking it. Didn’t miss a beat. 

SV : How has it changed over the 
years? 

Shawn : I don’t really check out too 
many shows in DC anymore. I go 
to see stuff I like and always liked. 
Dave : It’s hard to say. I think 


Sweetbelly’s trying to figure out 
who we’re supposed to be playing 
to because it’s very apparent to us 
that we don’t particularly fit in with, 
like, Victory fans and I don’t think 
we fit in with Promise Ring fans, 
either. It’s really frustrating. I guess 
some people who liked Swiz will 
come to see it. But, at the same time, 
a lot of these people are way 
younger than that. We’re looking at 
kids who are like 12. 

Jason : Which is cool. It’s totally cool 
but my first show was when I was 
in 9th grade. We played a hardcore 
fest yesterday in Syracuse and the 
whole thing bent me over back¬ 
wards. 

Dave : I spent the day yesterday try¬ 
ing to figure why I was riding the 
moral high horse. It was a hardcore 
supermarket. It was a garage sale, a 
convention with people with booths 
and we had our merchandise set up, 
also, and the bands were just a back¬ 
drop for 100% cotton. Fuckin’ 
weird. 

SV : You heard that ten years ago, 
though. Hardcore is t-shirts. People 
will buy the shirts before they’ve 
even seen the band play. 

Dave : That only seems to have ex¬ 
panded, now. 

Jason : It didn’t seem to bother me 
when they were buying our shirts. 
No, I mean, with Swiz, it was a little 
bit different. We’re still screening 
them at our house. 

Dave : It’s just come down to weird... 
SV: You guys are older, though, in 
your late 20s I’d imagine. 

Dave : Yeah, but still, the thing is, 
most of the time I’ve found that the 
people who are making the music 
are generally about ten years older 
than everyone who’s listening to the 
music. 

Jason : It’s been like that since we 
used to listen to music, as far as go¬ 
ing to see Embrace or anybody. All 
those people were in a different age 
set than us. 

Dave : They were seven years older 
than us. 

Jason : And we were there not quite 
getting it but still fuckin’ digging it. 
Then you start to see there’s a cer¬ 
tain distance or aloofness that you 
take as being cocky and then you 
realize that it is frustrating playing 
to people younger than you who 
maybe don’t quite get where you’re 
coming from. 

Dave : It doesn’t have anything to do 
with the fact that we’re playing to 
kids that are 15 years old. What it 








has to do with, I think, is that a lot 
of bands right now, who are play¬ 
ing in the quote-unquote hardcore’ 
genre are just putting out the same 
travelled path of music time and 
time again. 

SV : First of all, everything’s gotten 
really segmented into all these sub¬ 
genres. 

Dave : And there’s really not too 
much crossover between the audi¬ 
ences. But I think the same argu¬ 
ment could be said about us, as far 
as playing the same old thing, but it 
doesn’t feel like it. And there’s defi¬ 
nitely certain bands that you see— 
like last night, we played with Cast 
Iron Hike and Snapcase, two bands 
that are on Victory that I would have, 
before hearing them last night, 
would have been just like, “ah, Vic¬ 
tory, that’s all I need to know. Thank 
you.” Then all of a sudden I catch 
myself and go “stop.” You put up all 
these blinders. Everyone does it and 
that’s one of the things that we’re 
having a problem with, as far as 
playing as a band. So here I am 
catching myself totally digging 
these two very kickass bands. It’s 
just—we’re facing a lot of that. 

SV (Phil): Do you think being on 
Jade Tree or Dischord pigeonholes 
you? 

Dave : Just like the way Victory pi¬ 
geonholed Cast Iron Hike for me, 
before I heard them. 

Jason : Any independent label is a 
pigeonhole for its own scene, until 
someone actually hears the band. It’s 
a good thing and a bad thing. There’s 
going to be 7000 people that are 
guaranteed to buy the Bluetip record 
because it’s on Dischord, even if 
they don’t like the band. So that’s 
good and that’s bad, because that 
means there’s 7000 other people 
who won’t buy it because it’s 
Dischord. But, ultimately, there’s 
bands that I thought were totally ri¬ 
diculous, heard the song and went, 
“who’s this?” “That’s the band you 
hate, Jason!” 

Dave : Bluetip has kind of already 
gone through what Sweetbelly is 
going through right now. That is, 
essentially, finding its audience. I 
don’t think Bluetip has totally found 
its audience yet but we’re feeling 
more comfortable. 

Jason : We did 2 1/2, 3 tours where 
we were just like, “who is actually 
listening to us?” and now 
Sweetbelly is going through the 
same thing, now. 

SV : I don’t know—Bluetip—not to 


pigeonhole you or anything, but you 
kind of have that Quicksand, post¬ 
hardcore thing happening. At least 
that’s my impression. 

Dave : I think anytime a band starts 
out, they try to find their thing and 
often times they kind of wear their 
influences on their sleeves. I think, 


to a degree, we’ve heard that, we’ve 
also heard that it was seeped in Gray 
Matter, of all things, and DC in gen¬ 
eral and it is that, too. I think 
Quicksand’s first album is an amaz¬ 
ing album. That and My Bloody 
Valentine and a whole bunch of 
other things. I think any band that 


takes their first set of songs and 
records them runs the risk of being 
categorized. This next stuff we’re 
writing, you can’t even categorize 
it. It sounds even more like Bluetip 
and less like other stuff because now 
we’re drawing off our own songs 
and drawing off each other. We’re 
more comfortable writing with each 
other. 

SV : Are you fully committed to both 
bands? Do you consider Sweetbelly 
something to do when you’re not 
doing Bluetip? 

Dave : There’s a certain amount of 
energy that has to be put into each 
one to make each one work in a fash¬ 
ion where people will actually re¬ 
spect it and we will actually respect 
it. It’s a fine line, but such as right 
now we just got a new drummer, we 
need to put more weight into that 
one and we’re getting ready to do a 
lot of Bluetip stuff. 

Jason : The whole Sweetbelly blos¬ 
soming like it did corresponded with 
Bluetip kind of pulling back, be¬ 
cause we didn’t have a drummer. 
This whole time, we’re trying out 
drummers, all this shit’s rolling in 
for Sweetbelly. The record’s hap¬ 
pening and, so, in this window 
where Bluetip was inactive, 
Sweetbelly just blossomed. 
Sweetbelly just can’t be as full time 
a band as Bluetip. Bluetip is defi¬ 
nitely—we want to do it all the time, 
every time, be touring whenever we 
can. Sweetbelly can’t do that based 
on everybody’s lifestyle. Alex works 
a lot. Shawn works a lot. Dave and I 
work but it’s jobs we can flex around 
various band schedules. 

Dave : Alex works for a political 
policies magazine, writing. It’s very 
involved. 

SV : What magazine? 

Dave : It’s called Governing. It’s a 
magazine, essentially, for the House 
and Senate, stuff like that. That’s 
where he wants to go. We’re all such 
good friends that it’s very easy to 
respect Alex for what he wants to 
do and actually getting somewhere 
with it and becoming a writer. 

SV : Well, you’re older and certain 
responsibilities come along. 

Dave : Yeah. And I think it’s amaz¬ 
ing that we all do get along well 
enough to deal Alex’s schedule or 
Alex dealing with our Bluetip 
schedule, where we can get together 
and write Sweetbelly songs and 
have a totally good time with it. 
We’ll put out what we can and if 
people want more, great. 











Jason : There’s a lot more freedom 
in the Sweetbelly thing in the sense 
that it’s a really low-pressure situa¬ 
tion for everybody. We really enjoy 
playing together. We are just as con¬ 
tent just writing songs and not even 
playing live. We love writing the 
songs and recording them and get¬ 
ting it all together with the packag¬ 
ing and shit. 

Dave : See, the only time it really 
gets stressful is, like, when we’re 
trying to get to shows. 8 hours to 
Syracuse and then 8 hours here. 
Jason : We can’t do tours yet because 
of everyone’s schedules. Is it worth 
Alex’s job for him to take a week 
off of work. Probably not. So we’ll 
be doing a lot of short weekend stuff. 
Dave : I think we’ve all acknowl¬ 
edged that what we enjoy much 
more in this band is hanging out to¬ 
gether, writing some songs at prac¬ 
tice and then going and eating din¬ 
ner with each other and watching a 
movie, opposed to like—don’t get 
me wrong, I like playing shows— 
but it can be very stressful to get up 
at 7 in the morning, load the van, 
drive 8 hours to find out that you’re 
playing on a bill with 12 bands, none 
of which you’ve ever heard of. It 
wouldn’t be so bad if we knew we 
were going to people that were go¬ 
ing to be receptive to the stuff. We’re 
kind like shooting in the dark as far 
as playing shows. 

Jason : I had a guy yesterday, a re¬ 
ally nice guy from an independent 
distributor say to me that he thought 
we were just on the wrong label and 
he really likes Jade Tree and it’s 
been very good to him but just 
thought that... 

Dave : “If you guys want to get this 
audience, you’ve got to go with Vic¬ 
tory or this other label or whatever” 
and we’re like, well, Jade Tree’s 
been good to us. They’ve been pay¬ 
ing us Swiz royalties before they 
even had a royalty system. 

Jason : And, obviously, this (Victory) 
isn’t the audience that wants us or 
what we want. If they like it, fuckin’ 
awesome. 

£Y: But you’re right, it is a lot more 
business-oriented than it used to be. 
Jason : In that genre, possibly. But 
we come in for, what, one or two 
shows on a weekend and make 
judgement calls. Those aren’t uni¬ 
versal judgement calls. As far as 
what’s good for us and isn’t good 
for us, that’s our judgement call. No 
one’s slagging any label. It seemed 
like the vibe of... 


Dave : I’m not slagging any label but 
I was slagging some of this shit we 
saw yesterday. The music—fine, go 
out and make music. Great. I totally 
believe in that. Go out and make 
merchandise, sell it. Everybody 
needs the gas money. But there’s a 
weird kind of like... 

Jason : It’s stepped over a line some¬ 
where. 

SV: I got a fanzine recently that re¬ 
printed some of the “one sheets” that 
Victory sent out to record stores to 
hype their records and totally made 
fun of them. 

Jason : You should have seen ours. 
It was so bad... (laughter) 

Dave : I was walking through this 
hardcore fest yesterday and there 
was this guy standing there with a 
cup and a piece of paper hanging off 
the cup and he’s got straight-edge 
pens in the cup and they’re just black 
ballpoint pens and on the side is 
printed “X-Straight-Edge-X” and 
he’s selling them for a buck. 

SV: They probably cost him a quar¬ 
ter apiece to make them. 

Dave : That’s what I told him—how 
much did you pay to make these? 
He’s like, I’m not telling you. He 
said it’s a novelty item. That’s what 
we have for punk rock, now—nov¬ 
elty items. 

Jason : Surround yourself with nov¬ 
elty items. Here’s my straight-edge 
stein. I will drink coca cola out of 
it. 

Dave : I don’t care if you’re straight¬ 
edge or vegan. That’s totally fine. I 
thought it was very odd that we were 
at that hardcore fest yesterday and I 
can guarantee that 90% of the 
people in there were straight-edge 
and/or vegetarian. Fine. Totally 
great. I did it for awhile. 

SV : I did too and I still pretty much 
live that way. I just don’t call my¬ 
self that. 

Dave : Exactly but the thing is it’s 
very odd that I look around a 
hardcore fest where there’s sup¬ 
posed to be this mass of people that 
are into a very artistic, underground 
kind of thing and I see like seven 
different tables of vegetarian litera¬ 
ture and, all this stuff, and I’m like, 
who’s got something new to offer 
the punk rock scene? It’s just looked 
the same to me for a long time and 
it kind of made me go, I don’t know 
know what I’m doing at this 
hardcore fest. 

Jason : Oh well... we’ll find our little 
place. It might be the basement, 
though... 
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A chat with two of the grand old men of punk rock—Charlie Harper and Nicky Garratt of the 
UK Subs. ‘97 was the 20th anniversary of the band y s foundation and, for the first time since ‘83, 
Charlie and Nicky toured together. They did a reunion album of sorts in the late 80s but this 
was the first extensive tour for the pair since that time. Bassist Alvin Gibbs and Samiam 
drummer Dave Ayer also did the tour, although Gibbs had to fly back to England to clear up a 
legal matter a few days before the tour hit the Boston area. 50-something Charlie is an ageless 
wonder—keeping the band going, in one form or another, all along but nothing can match the 
Subs as powered by Garratt } s signature guitar sound and frenetic stage presence. No cheap dose 
of nostalgia—two albums worth of new material, “Quintessentials” and “Riot,” prove that 
point. Nothing pathetic about this resurrection—a trip down memory lane, for sure, but also 
maintaining their musical relevance.... 


J.K. SUBS 


SV : When you started playing 20 years ago, did 
you think you’d ever be doing this now? 
Charlie : Oh yeah, it was all planned. Planned to 
the last day. Like the albums in alphabetical or¬ 
der, it was all planned. Preconceived. 

SV: What did you do before you were in the UK 
Subs? 

Charlie : I played in a band called Marauders and 
then I played in a band called the Subs and we 
discovered that there was a band in Scotland 
called the Subs. 

SV : Yeah, “Give Me Your Heart.” I’ve got the 7”. 
Charlie : Yeah, and they got a bit of fame for res¬ 
cuing some old ladies in a snowdrift in Scotland 
(laughter). “Anarchy In The UK” had just came 
out. The punks didn’t know that this was going 
to be a lasting thing. No one knew it. And I 
thought we’ll name ourselves the UK Subs, as in 
UK Subversives. So that was it. 

SV : Did you play at the “Holidays In The Suns” 
festival? [big UK punk revival festival] 

Charlie : Yeah we did. 

SV: What was that like? 

Charlie : I enjoyed myself. I was there five days, 
actually. I was there the evening before to have a 
drink with the promoter and friends and we all 
met in this little bar in the Winter Garden com¬ 
plex and they had £ pints of beer, and the bar 
closed down and by that time there just about ten 
of us English people. About 50 Germans had 
come over already. We went into this other bar 
later on and we got up with the local band and 
just had a great time. The second night, when 
there’s all those thousands of people there, half 
of them couldn’t get into this little late bar. It was 
raging. I played in that little bar every night with 
someone. And that’s what was written about. 
There was more written about the nights in that 
little bar than at the actual festival, (laughs) 

SV: What kind of crowd was it? Older people, 
younger people? A cross-section of all of them? 
Charlie : Yeah, it was a cross-section. About 50 
punks were over from America, just thousands 
from Germany, from everywhere in the world. 
Japan, Australia, South Africa. There were people 
from all over the world, literally. 

SV: It was a once in a lifetime occurrence. 
Charlie : Yeah, especially seeing Slaughter & The 
Dogs. They were really brilliant. They practiced 
for a week to get it right. 

SV: You guys have obviously been around awhile. 
What do you think about the whole punk as nos¬ 
talgia thing? Do you think it’s more of a nostal¬ 
gia thing or something vital now or what? 
Charlie : There was always a bit of both. In the 
old days, it was very like 60s revival, wasn’t it? 
The Jam were just copying... 

SV : It was a total mod ripoff. 

Charlie : Yeah, exactly. We even looked at the Pis¬ 
tols as kind of the Rolling Stones with a cockney 
accent. 

SV: Your first album [ “Another Kind Of Blues ”] 
had a real pub rock influence, anyway. 

Charlie : We were a pub rock band and punk rock 
was pub rock. It’s just that we started writing our 
own songs. People went away whistling our songs 














and we thought, wow, great, they’re not whis¬ 
tling Chuck Berry or Bo Diddley, they’re whis¬ 
tling “Stranglehold.” 

SV : What I always found humorous about it was 
the fact that punk was supposed to be a total de¬ 
nial of what came before and it was completely 
rooted in R&B, rock and, as you mentioned, the 
whole Chuck Berry thing. Steve Jones’ riffs came 
from Chuck Berry and Johnny Thunders and all 
that. 

Charlie : Yep, yep but they didn’t use their fin¬ 
gers in the chords so much. They just 
let the chords ring. Yeah, we had six 
strings like the old R&B people. We 
didn’t like to use thin strings like the 
heavy metal people. We wanted to get 
a wall of sound rather than the little 
twiddley bits. 

SV : Why are the two new albums 
[“Quintessentials” and “Riot”] on 
two different labels? 

Nicky: Money. We got an advance 
from Cleopatra Records. On my label, 

I couldn’t afford to do it the way I 
wanted to do it. We had airfares to fly 
these guys in. We had to give them 
money for rent, etc. etc... So I came 
up with the idea of being as I’d had 14 
years to write new songs, I thought we 
could probably write enough for two 
albums so that’s what we did. We li¬ 
censed one of them to Cleopatra for 
an advance and used that advance to 
help pay for everything. Plus, I thought 
it would be nice to have two sets ol 
distribution companies working for us, 
two sets of record labels, instead ol 
putting all our eggs in one basket. 

SV: I know you did sort of a reunion thing 
in the late 80s but what made you decide 
to do this again after such a long time? 

Nicky: Scheduling. Everybody’s sched¬ 
ule, at last, was open to do it. A lot of it 
was Charlie was willing and able. 

Charlie : Also, we lost our bass player for 
five years. Brian [Barnes] had his own band. 
Brian left last year and Alvin was back in the 
Subs. This was it. We didn’t think Alvin would 
be playing again because Alvin’s been writing 
books. But Alvin started playing again. 

SV : The original drummer was in one of the re¬ 
cent versions too, right? 

Charlie : Pete Davies was playing up until almost 
the end of last year. But he’s kind of semi-retired 
now. 

SV : What’s kept you doing it for so long? 
Charlie : It’s just what I like doing. Pete called 
me after a couple of months and said, well, if 
there’s any work going, I’m available. It’s the 
same old story. When you’re on the road, it’s not 
that easy. It’s not your rock ‘n roll dream and 
fantasy. It’s hard work. It’s got a lot of down¬ 
sides and a lot of people, when they’re on the 
road for a month or two, they long to be home. 
And when they’re home, they long to be on the 
road after a month or two. It’s the same old para¬ 


dox. 

SV : Nicky, I talked to you about this awhile back. 
When I told you that Dojo had done the reissues 
of your early albums, you told me you hadn’t even 
gotten copies of them. 

Nicky: We still haven’t been paid for them. 

SV : What happened there? Did your old label li¬ 
cense it or something? 

Nicky: Yeah. Basically, they’re just robbing us. 
Simple as that. The only thing we’re getting is 
publishing money because we took the publish-. 


"I do get agitated about certain 
things and try to keep our public, at 
least, aware of what’s going on" 
-CHARLIE HARPER 


ing company to court over it. That’s basically the 
best that we’ve got up to now. 

SV : You don’t think you could possibly get the 
rights to put those out in the US yourself? 
Nicky : I’ve tried. Because the guy is robbing 
me—Laurence Myers of GTO Films, who’s the 
guy who owns the copyright of them. I tried many 
years ago to deal with him, ‘cause if I licensed 
them for the US, I think I could do well with them. 
He won’t deal with me because he thinks what if 
I license them to him, he’s not going to pay me 
until I account to him. You see what I’m saying? 
So he won’t deal with me. He won’t even answer 
my phone calls. He’s just a crook. I mean, I could 
just pop them out and let him sue me. 

Charlie : That’s an idea. Good idea. 

Nicky: I’ve certainly thought about that. 

SV: Your lyrics always expressed concern about 
world affairs, from “Warhead” to “Countdown,” 
but now your lyrics seem even angrier and more 
agitated. What is it that’s inspiring this anger? 


Charlie : Yeah, I do get agitated about certain 
things and try to keep our public, at least, aware 
of what’s going on and how society or the gov¬ 
ernment tries to dupe ‘em into a certain situation 
so they can hide another situation. I find this kind 
of an interesting subject and I get my little kind 
of reward for it because I do it and show these 
things to people. It’s an ongoing circle. People 
appreciate this. I have my little scream about it. 
The whole thing that was going to come to a head 
last year was the East Timor affair. It’s very sad, 
a complete genocide of half the coun- 

: I know. I’ve been reading about 
t lately, myself. It’s been going on 
over twenty years and you don’t 
ir much about it in the US [prob- 
y because the East Timorese are 
ng slaughtered by Indonesia, one 
the US’ allies and the mainstream 
ss don 7 report on it]. 
arlie : Journalists have been going 
ir there and getting killed. And it’s 
fer really come to a head because 
so remote. They can just kill these 
)ple, kill the journalists, wherever 
y’re from, and it just gets hidden, 
i a touchy subject. I’m not afraid to 
ite about it but it’s so remote and 
ly a minority of people in a big in- 
* city will know about it because 
ise people are coming over to New 
rk or coming over to London and 
'ing for help. Help us, we’re being 
aihilated. And it’s the French, US 
d British government that are sup¬ 
plying the weapons for this genocide. 
It’s frightening. 

SV : And it’s kept out of the news. You 
don’t hear much about it, except in pub¬ 
lications like The Progressive or The 
Nation. I saw a news report someone did 
about it [in the film about Noam 
Chomsky, “Manufacturing Consent”] 
and then he got killed the next day. 
Charlie : I’m sure there’s wars all over the globe 
but this is so remote and now about 7 or 8 jour¬ 
nalists have been murdered. 

SV: Labour’s about to get elected back into power 
in England [they did]. Do you think UK politics 
are following US politics? 

Charlie : Oh yes. They’re following the blueprint 
very very carefully. Tony Blair is purposely do¬ 
ing this, the UK Bill Clinton. 

SV : Now I was talking to Micky from the Busi¬ 
ness about this a few weeks ago and he says that 
as soon as Labour gets back into power, they’ll 
swing back to the left and I argued with him that 
that’s what they said about Clinton and it hasn’t 
happened yet. 

Charlie : Well, I thought Clinton gave it a try. He 
gave it a good try and found that he stood alone. 
Really. There will be vast pressure on Tony Blair 
to keep his left integrity. I don’t think so. I mean, 
who said that long ago, “Meet the new boss, same 
as the old boss”?'(laughter) 
























SV: What’s “Mouth On A Stick’’ about? 

Charlie : (laughs) Oh, well we’re so far away. A 
beautiful little girlfriend I have. We go out 
together and she gets me in all sorts of trouble. 

We get thrown out of bars. She just reacts 
about any little kind of racist comment or any 
little thing and she has a very kind of loud 
mouth and gets us in all sorts of trouble. You 
have to be on your toes when you’re out with 
her. She had this big thing about how she hates 
junkies and I’m like, a lot of my friends are 
junkies and I don’t hate them for that. Look, 
just because they’re junkies, you don’t have 
to hate them. They’re not horrible people, 
they’re very nice people most of the time. 
They’ve just caught this kind of illness, if you 
like. We had this big argument. She’s very 
opinionated. 

SV: Maybe she was generalizing about that 
too. 

Charlie : Yeah, she kind of goes with the flow 
a bit. If it’s fashionable to be hoity-toity about 
a certain segment of people, she will be. She’s 
French and she’s very passionate and very opin¬ 
ionated. That’s “Mouth On A Stick.” A danger¬ 
ous mouth. 

SV : Tell me about the last show in Poland in ‘83. 
Was that before Walesa got into office? I’m try¬ 
ing to get a feel for the timeline of events there. 
Charlie : He was in jail at that time. 

SV: So what was it like playing punk rock in 
Poland then? 

Charlie : Well, we were kind of like a sedation 
for the people. They sent us over. Oh, yeah, never 
mind Lech Walesa, we’re getting very very west¬ 
ernized. We’re bringing these radical bands over 
so we can’t be too bad. We had a good time, al¬ 
though, just for the two weeks we were kind of 
like the Rolling Stones, inside big hotels and then 
these big gigs, setting up quite early to get the 
big rig fixed, proper soundcheck and make sure 
everything’s OK. 

SV: Boy, that’s kind of getting away from the 
original idea. 


Charlie : Well, it was and that’s kind of 
why the band split up. There was an 
argument about that, about half of us 
liked being a stadium band and half of 
us wanted to go back to reality. 

SV: Which half of you? (laughs) 

Charlie : Oh, we’re not mentioning any 
names. 

Njcky: That’s one version of it. 

SV : What’s your version of it? 

Nickv : Well, you know, sometimes you 
can’t see things clearly when you’re 
in the middle of them. When things are 
well. We were certainly frustrated with 
the business side of it. That was for 
sure. I really wanted to make a good 
record. I wanted to follow up on “En¬ 
dangered Species” and make the next 
album the best album we could and I 
felt that the band were concentrating 
too much on playing every little bar 
and not concentrating enough on what we were 
going to do on the next record. I think that was 

UK SUBS DimiSKD RESPONSIBILITY 


my biggest issue. 

SV: What have you seen that inspired the song 
“Nazi Cunts”? Was it something in 
Europe? 

Charlie : No, that was inspired entirely 
in England at one show where these 
nazis came in and started to put out 
these leaflets, this nazi propaganda. 

Bumped into this very very hard and 
heavy football element who were quite 
lefties. 

SV: (surprised) Really? 

Charlie : Yeah. Maybe they just wanted 
a fight. And the lefties got together with 
the punks and just beat the hell out of 
them. 

SV: Left wing soccer hooligans. That’s 
a new one. 

Charlie : The place got smashed up a 
bit but there were so many people at 
this bar. Some friends of ours had put 


this show together and they had not seen any¬ 
thing like it. The mirrors at the back of the bar, it 
was like a whole western brawl thing. There were 
so many people. I think they got chased away 
and I think even their mini bus got wrecked. A 
few of ‘em got sent to the hospital and one was 
seriously injured. It was Peter who wrote that and 
Brian the bass player. They were kind of fright¬ 
ened to bring it out but me and the record com¬ 
pany said, look... we even wanted to do it live, 
but they wouldn’t to that. We made them put it 
on the record. Actually, the record company 
thought it was the best song on the record [“Oc¬ 
cupied”]. It was more of a release of their emo¬ 
tions but we all agreed it was a good song and 
the record company loved it. 

SV: Is that still a big problem over there? Does 
the National Front still have much presence? 
Charlie : Not so big because there’s these bands 
like Angelic Upstarts that are so left, you could 
almost say they’re communists. And I think they 
do that to annoy the right-wings. They’re all like 
football hooligans and very hard bastards. They 
just pick any excuse to hammer them. Nor¬ 
mally, the nazis have to keep very low in En¬ 
gland. Occasionally they get together and bust 
up some bar. 

SV : One more question and this is for Nicky— 
Anti-Flag told me to ask you this. How’s your 
bathroom? (laughter) 

Charlie : They’re taking the piss. 

Nickv : They stopped at my place at the start 
of the tour and I don’t spend too much money 
on luxury items but I do have a nice bathroom, 
which is in Moroccan style with Moroccan 
tiles and it’s not at all a punk rock bathroom. I 
guess people have an image of somebody in a 
punk band living in this sort of house painted 
black, with graffiti on the walls. 

SV: Hey, you wanna live nice. Nothing wrong 
with that. 

Nickv : I hate the cigarette smoke. I like a nice 
place to live. So, yeah, I’ve got a two person 
bath. Nice shower with an enclosure and I’ve 
got a shaped window, like a cloverleaf. Skylights, 
etc... 
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by Rob Ross 

These words I will be using over and over, so 
beware: “memories," “joyous," “youthful," 
“powerful," “chilling," “moving." A five-CD 
box set, comprised of all six Jam studio LFs, 
all the B-sides to their classic singles and a fifth 
CD of previously unreleased demos and alter¬ 
nate versions of some hits (like the first take of 
‘The Bitterest Pill”). A nice looking package 
(there are many things I would have done dif¬ 
ferently as far as the visual presentation goes) 
and so many recollections and emotions put in 
the songs that range from April 1977 to De¬ 
cember 1982. From those fiery and frenetic 
Rickenbacker slashes on “Art School” and “All 
Around The World” to those brass fills on “Beat 
Surrender” there isn’t a moment I don’t feel 
some sense of nostalgia and an emptiness at 
knowing that this was the band of my youth. 
Time has passed us all by now; knowing that 
we’re so much older while “life is a drink and 
you get drunk while you’re young” and that 
growing older in a world where your heroes 
have finally revealed themselves to be fragile, 
transparent, flawed and human is a painfully 
sobering experience. So here I sit to weep and 
revel at the joy that was The Jam. 

1977 saw the full on explosion of English 
punk rock. Stiff had signed The Damned, EMI 
had The Sex Pistols and CBS took The Clash. 
Chris Parry of Polydor signed the Woking based 
trio comprising of Paul Weller (vocals/guitar/ 
main songwriter), Bruce Foxton (bass/vocals) 
and Rick Buckler (drums) to a paltry £6000 
advance in February. The recording and release 
of the debut single, “In The City”/”Takin’ My 
Love” in April put something different on punk 
rock’s dining plate. Instead of the trendy “let’s 
destroy the world/we hate everything/annihila¬ 
tion/alienation” manifesto of punk’s elite, The 
Jam inspired from the get-go open minds, youth, 
energy, unity and action. It was as if Paul 
Weller’s single-handed goal for The Jam was 


action/reaction but never riding the crest of the 
wave itself, only testing the waters for a moment 
before setting adrift on a different course. Whilst 
punk’s first musical assaults were based around 
the notion that “anyone can play”, being a 
smokescreen for “look, no talent and I still can 
make an album”, The Jam’s debut long player, 
In The City , showed that this “blacksheep” of 
the new wave were not recent graduates of 
Malcolm McLaren’s “Sex” shop brigade. Also, 
unlike most members of that first wave’s bands, 
The Jam really were young (Weller was 18) and 
inarticulate; they weren’t deep enough to have a 
great understanding of Marxist theory as personi¬ 
fied by an older and more politically aware fig¬ 
ure like Hugh Cornwell or Joe Strummer. As 
strong as “In The City” is, it is flawed, in light of 
the time, the overview of social polarization and 
the truth of motives behind some of the more 
“political” sentiments. Musically, though, it’s 
sharp, rapid-fire, tight and melodic. “Art School”, 
the classic “Away From The Numbers”, “Sounds 
From The Street” and the slightly clumsy but still 
eye-opening ‘Time For Truth” are the standout 
tracks (apart from the title cut). 

Between the debut LP and the next album, This 
Is The Modern World (which appeared in No¬ 
vember), the splendid “All Around The World”/ 
"Carnaby Street” was released. With the phrase 
“DIRECTION/REACTION/CREATION” and 
the sound of scraping Rickenbackers galore, this 
is one of three truly powerful Jam singles. In 
keeping out of step with the punk elite, the lyrics 
quite clearly state The Jam’s position, "... What’s 
the point in saying destroy?/Want a new life for 
everywhere ...”The B-side, “Carnaby Street” was 
Bruce Foxton’s debut as a songwriter and one of 
his best contributions to The Jam. Although 
slightly awkward lyrically (“...Remember the 
great street/To think what it was...The street that 
was a part of the/British Monarchy...” —last time 
I looked it still was part of London, which is in 
England which is the hub of the British Monar¬ 


chy...), the music has a great firepower and 
melody. 

Too bad the same thing can’t be said for the 
2nd album and the title cut, which was The 
Jam’s 3rd single. Sounding tired and not quite 
convincing, The Jam are not at their best with 
this. While “The Modem World” has bile, it 
doesn’t have any real bite. And the choice of 
live cuts on the B-side doesn’t really help plead 
this single’s case (or fading out the live rendi¬ 
tion of “Bricks And Mortar”). It only reached 
36 on the British charts, anyway. The LP fares 
worse, unfortunately. “London Traffic” and 
“Don’t Tell Them You’re Sane” are Foxton’s 
compositions and they don’t say very much. 
Who cares enough about traffic to write about 
it? “...Sane” is a college-level essay about a 
mental patient which has zero relevance. Weller 
strikes out as well. The only song that saves 
this album from being completely dreadful is 
the incredibly beautiful “Tonight At Noon” 
(acoustic warmth and shimmering harmonies). 
Otherwise, forget it. Every band has to flaw it¬ 
self before straightening out and The Jam are 
no exception. 

1978 began with another “world”-theme 
single. This time, it was Bruce Foxton’s “News 
Of The World”, his first and only A-side. If you 
base everything on The Jam in terms of depth, 
then this was a stopgap single, but if you’re talk¬ 
ing about good, well-constructed pop songs, 
then this was as good a single as the group had 
to offer. Weller’s writing problems are well 
documented, so I won’t touch on it, but his only 
offering was one of the two B-side tracks, 
“Aunties And Uncles (Impulsive Youths).” It’s 
a tongue-in-cheek ditty, nothing more. Bruce’s 
“Innocent Man” was the third track; a stab at 
social commentary which, again doesn’t say 
much, but it’s a good song nevertheless. By the 
beginning of the summer, the band’s future was 
uncertain; the initial songs recorded for the third 
LP were scrapped; Chris Parry was fired as their 
executive producer (and off he went to manage 
and produce The Cure and set up Fiction 
Records) and the band weren’t sure what kind 
of direction to follow as punk rock was fizzling 
out and morphing into “new wave” and “power 
pop”. As the next single, they did a double A- 
side. “David Watts” was an old Kinks song from 
1967’s “Something Else” and “A-Bomb In 
Wardour Street” was an urgent, teeth-clenched 
tale of violence—a theme that would crop up 
in the next single as well. Both songs saw The 
Jam returning to form; able to prepare their au¬ 
diences for the next three years worth of intel¬ 
ligent, thought-provoking pop music. 

And so to the album, All Mod Cons , which 
today is looked upon as The Jam’s masterpiece 
(though I disagree). It’s a mixed bag of lyrical 
styles, though it’s certainly the first completely 
image-laden piece of work The Jam delivered. 
Weller was now 20 years old and maturing at a 
rapid pace; his poetic senses were sharper and 
this album was a conscious effort to go from 
the monochrome of teendom to coloring his 
musical palette. From the vivid anti-rock star 
trappings of “To Be Someone (Didn’t We Have 
A Nice Time)” to the seething “Mr. Clean” 
(“...and if I get the chance, I’ll fuck up your 
life...”) to social psychosis on “In The Crowd” 
to the sheer poetic beauty of “Fly” and the post¬ 
teen depression of “Billy Hunt” to what is gen¬ 
erally referred to as one of Weller’s two finest 
moments as a lyricist, “Down In The Tube Sta- 




tion At Midnight”. This dramatic mini-play 
(when you read the words) is taut, tension-filled 
and brilliantly executed. From this point on¬ 
wards, there was no looking back. With the al¬ 
bum at #6 on the English charts and the single 
at #15, considering the BBC banned it, The Jam 
had arrived in the big leagues. The flipside of 
‘Tube Station” was a Who cover, “So Sad About 
Us,” as a tribute to Keith Moon, who had just 
died (complete with his photo on the back of 
the sleeve) and Foxton’s “The Night,” which 
had been one of the proposed tracks for the 
scrapped album. The best one could say is this 
is what B-sides are for. 

March ’79 saw two of Weller’s strongest 
songs as a single and the B-side is still consid¬ 
ered to be one of the overall best songs The Jam 
ever did. “Strange TownY’The Butterfly Col¬ 
lector” saw an even greater maturity in Weller’s 
lyrics and an overall tougher sound. “Strange 
Town” had a somewhat Motown feel, with its 
straight rhythm and funky baseline and “But¬ 
terfly Collector” was a slice of Weller 
psychedelia. By mid-’79, The Jam were reach¬ 
ing newer heights of success and multiplying 
its audiences into hysterical devotees. In keep¬ 
ing in sync with Weller’s youth ideals and guide¬ 
lines, “When You’re Young”/”Smithers Jones” 
was the next single. Not much of a musical leap 
forward, but there were small bits noticeable, 
like the reggae break towards the song’s end. 
“Smithers Jones” became Foxton’s last 
songwriting effort with lyrics and became his 
signature Jam song. Although this single only 
reached #16, it saw the group’s arrival as the 
premier band in England, and certainly the only 
band to distance itself from any other burgeon¬ 
ing movements. As 1979 was drawing to a close, 
the resurgence of a Mod movement began 
(thanks in part to the release of The Who’s 
“Quadrophenia” as a full-length feature film), 
unwittingly spearheaded by The Jam. However, 
the group themselves never once acknowledged 
the movement itself, let alone taking any active 
part as leaders. While Weller was an avowed 
Mod, Foxton and Buckler were not—they only 
dressed the part for the sake of the band’s vi¬ 
sual unity. As the new Mod movement was an 
anachronism and suffered the embarrassment 
of so many inept and awful bands—namely 
Secret Affair and the Merton Parkas, featuring 
Mick “Wannabe” Talbot—The Jam kept mov¬ 
ing forward, no longer singing about the frus¬ 
trations of youth but looking at the darker side 
of daily living. Weller was starting to tell sto¬ 
ries—of class distinctions, injustices and the 
sometimes bleakness of daily existence. No¬ 
where was this more evident than on ‘The Eton 
Rifles,” the first Jam single to reach the #3 spot 
on the UK charts in October ’79. Set with crash¬ 
ing guitars, a rumbling bass line, a catchy cho¬ 
rus and a generally controlled chaotic sound, 
this absolute gem spoke about England at that 
precise moment. The flipside, one of Weller’s 
giveaways to Scottish Mods, The Jolt, was “See 
Saw”, a fine piece of pop which is the only 
Weller composition sung by Foxton. 

“Eton Rifles” was from the next album, Set - 
ting Sons , a loose “concept” album based 
around the story of three friends who meet up 
again after a nuclear war—one on the left wing, 
one in the middle and one capitalist. While only 
four songs were thematic—’’Burning Sky,” 
“Thick As Thieves,” “Wasteland” and “Little 
Boy Soldiers”—the album itself was a broad 


examination of England. From the youthfully 
mundane exuberance of “Saturday’s Kids” to the 
housewife going insane in “Private Hell” to the 
voyeuristically obsessive fan in “Girl On The 
Phone,” each song was an analysis of the aver¬ 
age British citizen. No one at that point in the 
music world, except for Weller, could come up 
with lines like: "... We stole the love from young 
girls in ivory towersAVe stole autumn leaves and 
summer showers/We stole the silent wind that 
says you are free/We stole everything that we 
could see/But it wasn 7 enough and now we’ve 
spoiled everything Now we ’re no longer as thick 
as thieves...” 

Overpowering lyricism plus a great deal of per¬ 
ception from someone who was only 21 at the 
time. As a literary piece, Setting Sons is Weller’s 
finest work. But hearing The Jam perform their 
material live was a completely different thing, 
altogether. Between 1979 to 1981, there wasn’t 
a group that came even remotely close to touch¬ 
ing The Jam for sheer passion, energy, emotion 
and wrapping the audience up with such inten¬ 
sity that it cannot be put into words. A Jam gig 
was an event. The audience was one with the 
band—which later on would prove to be one of 
the nails for the band’s coffin... 

And so to March 1980. The Jam were on tour 
in the United States, on one of their many fruit¬ 
less treks around an otherwise musically retarded 
country. While staying at the Sunset Marquee 
hotel in Los Angeles, word came from England 
that The Jam’s new single, “Going Under- 
ground’V’The Dreams Of Children” had entered 
the UK charts at #1. This feat finally saw the 
previous years’ building of an enormous and al¬ 
most rabid fan base reaching its’ naturally pro¬ 
gressive apex. “Going Underground” was the 
second of the three most-powerful Jam singles 
released; a stunning exercise in melody and time 
shifts. With a scathing lyrical attack on Thatcher, 
nuclear war, foreign invasion, the media and 
alienation, this song defined The Jam for the rest 
of their career. “The Dreams Of Children” was 
another stab at psychedelia, albeit with an un¬ 
derlying social commentary. Nothing less can be 
said descriptively of this single than “brilliant”; 

And then we get to August 1980. You hear this 
bass riff and you think ‘Taxman”? But no! You 
look at the video and you think “George 
Harrison”? But no! It’s The Jam and the single is 
called “Start!” (never forget the exclamation 
point) backed with “Liza Radley”. “Start!’”s 
bassline aside, the guitar, with its sharp 7th chords 
coming from ‘The Word” off “Rubber Soul” and 
stellar drums, along with a marvelous backward 
guitar solo made this The Jam’s second number 
one. The tagline of the chorus “...And what you 
give is what you get...” had to be the lyric of the 
decade as far as out there philosophy. Simple and 
deeply profound. “Liza Radley”, featuring 
Foxton on accordion, was the last of Weller’s 
character songs, but it’s a beauty. A much less 
tragic and younger “Eleanor Rigby”, this song 
(in retrospect) would have fit in perfectly with 
The Jam’s next album. 

That album was Sound Affects, released in No¬ 
vember. This was The Jam’s “Revolver,” their 
true meisterwerk. In a completely different di¬ 
rection than the previous LPs, this album show¬ 
cased Weller’s socio-political conscience on a 
broader level and saw the band going in a fresh, 
not-as-retro musical direction. In a year when the 
pop climate was very healthy (with the likes of 
The Teardrop Explodes, Joy Division, Gang Of 


Four, Wire, The Undertones and so on), Weller 
had the band sounding a lot more danceable than 
previously. “Pretty Green” with its’ semi-funky 
beat and “Scrape Away” with a disco sounding 
bass line showed that there was more than just 
the Beatles/Who/Kinks treadmill for The Jam. 
Anti-fascist sentiment rises on songs like “Set 
The House Ablaze” and the aforementioned 
“Scrape Away,” while “Man In The Corner 
Shop” is a straightforward elegy to the work¬ 
ing man who envies the factory boss who in 
turn envies the man who owns his own busi¬ 
ness but: “...Go to church do the people from 
the area/All shapes and classes sit and pray to- 
gether/For here they are all one/For God cre¬ 
ated all men equal!...’’ With those simple, yet 
eloquent words, Weller brought all the charac¬ 
ters he’d sung about on previous occasions in 
separate songs and brought them all together 
under one lyrical roof. “Dream Time” was 
Weller’s answer to The Clash’s “Lost In The 
Supermarket” and “But I’m Different Now” is 
a mischievous confessional. “Music For The 
Last Couple” is the only song ever credited to 
Weller/Foxton/Buckler and it’s a likable little 
throwaway, nothing more. “Boy About Town” 
was a breezy ode to independence and “Mon¬ 
day” was an introspective look at where some¬ 
one can go wrong in love. But most importantly, 
there was a song that to this day is talked about, 
analyzed, worshipped and considered Paul 
Weller’s finest achievement ever (even through 
his years with The Style Council and his cur¬ 
rent solo career). An uncomplicated, two chord 
acoustic riff for a song that became the first 
import single to crash into the British charts, 
reaching #21 as an import only (from Germany, 
as Polydor had no intention of releasing it in 
the UK). A song which has since been covered 
by the likes of Morrissey and The Wonder Stuff. 
A song called “That’s Entertainment”. 

As 1981 blinked its eyes open, nothing was 
heard out of The Jam camp until May when the 
sonically-raging “Funeral Pyre”/’Disguises” 
was released. Heavy on Rick Buckler’s non-stop 
drum rolls and a memorable minor-key bass riff 
by Bruce Foxton, this song spoke about the 
mentality of tribes and the sheep-like mallea¬ 
bility of people. With a haunting video using 
footage of the Nazis burning books in the ‘30’s, 
this gave The Jana another Top 5 hit, but it stalled 
at #4. Credited as “Words: Paul Weller, Music: 
The Jam,” this was the first record produced by 
Pete Wilson, as both Polydor and The Jam them¬ 
selves felt that Vic Coppersmith-Heaven had 
passed his prime. “Disguises” was another old 
Who song that was unfortunately spelling out 
Weller having trouble writing songs. It was a 
slightly disjointed affair, altogether, but it served 
its purpose to buck against all the “nice” sound¬ 
ing singles that were appearing at the time— 
like “Happy Birthday” by Altered Images or 
“Antmusic” by Adam and The Ants. “Funeral 
Pyre” bit the listener right on the ass, so to that 
extent, it succeeded. 

It was a quiet summer for The Jam. England 
was filling news, between riots and the Royal 
Wedding of Charles and Diana. The new pop 
brigade, led by the “New Romantics” (i.C. 
Spandau Ballet, Duran Duran, Visage, a recon¬ 
stituted Ultravox and others) were filling the 
airwaves with their mixes of dance rhythms and 
Bowie/Roxy guitars and glamour. While the 
ever vigilant Weller hated the preciousness and 
pretentiousness of it all, he liked the fact that 





these bands were using soul sounds and real¬ 
ized the possibilities were there for The Jam. 
By October, the next single brought the new 
Jam sound to the public. 

“Absolute Beginners'V'Tales From The 
Riverbank’’ was a gem, although like its prede¬ 
cessor, “Funeral Pyre”, it only went as high as 
#4 on the UK charts. With its opening trumpet 
fanfare and neat rhythm slam, this observation 
about love and spiritual values was a great leap 
forward from “Funeral Pyre” and paved the way 
for The Jam’s sound to develop. Although many 
critics feel “Absolute Beginners” was a mistake, 
I feel quite the opposite. It’s a wonderful shift 
of direction and completely in sync with great 
rock bands using trumpets a la The Teardrop 
Explodes’ classic “Reward.” 

“Tales From The Riverbank” is 
Weller’s last stab at psychedelia 
and for the third time, he hits the 
jackpot with this lilting ode to his 
hometown of Woking (although 
the song was bom of a different 
track, “We’ve Only Started”, 
which has a rougher sound and a 
different sociopolitical lyric). 

Hindsight now dictates that Weller 
should have used “...Riverbank” 
on the A-side, but it still doesn’t 
matter. Both songs were a breath 
of fresh air and would lead to a 
quiet winter for The Jam, who 
would not release an album in 
1981. 

But February 1982 saw The Jam 
return fast and furious and enter¬ 
ing the charts at #1 for the second 
time, again with a double A-side. 

As they’d worked over Christmas 
on what would be their final stu¬ 
dio album together, The Jam issued the song 
that would finally gain them recognition the 
entire world over, including the US. Using a 
blatant Motown beat and bassline, the lyrical 
masterpiece ‘Town Called Malice,” backed with 
the disco “Precious” was the third of The Jam’s 
single triumphs in terms of sheer power. “...Mal¬ 
ice” bowls you over then captivates you on first 
listen. The lyrics are amongst some of Weller’s 
finest to this day: “...A whole street’s belief In 
Sunday’s roast beef/Gets dashed against the co¬ 
op/To either cut down on beer or the kids ’ new 
gear Is a big decision in a town called mal¬ 
ice..." 

The Gift , released in March, was a disap¬ 
pointment. Weller dipped his hand into too 
many musical styles and it was an uncomfort¬ 
able fit. That’s not to say that there aren’t some 
wonderful moments. The opener, “Happy To¬ 
gether,” was a classic Jam track, with Weller’s 
passionate vocals and Foxton’s great call and 
response backing him up. “Just Who Is The Five 
O’clock Hero?” was an interesting observation 
at the working classes and it’s here you begin 
to hear the manifestations of Weller’s later hard¬ 
line Socialist/leftist stance. “Carnation,” un¬ 
doubtedly the album’s standout track, was a look 
at the evil that dwells within us all. ‘The Gift” 
is a great soul-type number, but suffers from 
the same problem as the runaway train power¬ 
house ‘Trans Global Express”—you can barely 
hear the words. Overall, the production is poor 
and not adding anything to Weller’s rapidly im¬ 
proving vocals. But this was The Jam’s first and 
only #1 album. 


Things started to get harder for The Jam. Due 
to massive popularity, another illicit (Dutch) im¬ 
port saw “Just Who Is The Five O’Clock Hero?” 
become a Top 10 hit with new B-sides on both 
the 7" and 12" versions. “The Great Depression” 
was a near re-write, certainly a companion piece 
to “...Hero” and the band’s version of Edwin 
Starr’s “War” was an interesting choice to include 
on the 12". As the band embarked on their “Trans 
Global Unity Express” tour (which I saw them 
on), the opening acts (like Bananarama) were met 
with derision and jeers. This led Weller to real¬ 
ize that the audience wasn’t growing and his 
creeping disillusionment with “lads” bands had 
spelled out the writing on the wall—get out of 
the “spokesman for his generation” album-single¬ 


tour rock treadmill. Weller’s own expanding mu¬ 
sical taste was heading in a purely soulful vein 
and he didn’t see Foxton and Buckler going with 
him. Plus, Weller had given up drinking and it 
led to a stale atmosphere of business rather than 
pleasure with Bruce and Rick. While on his sum¬ 
mer holiday in Italy, Weller made the decision to 
end The Jam while they were still the most popu¬ 
lar group in England. 

A meeting was called in the studio where The 
Jam were about to start recording their next 
single, an over-the-top ballad Weller had written 
called ‘The Bitterest Pill I Ever Had To Swal¬ 
low” (an incredibly ironic title). After breaking 
the news to Bruce and Rick, it took two attempts 
to do the song, which included strings and Jenny 
McKeown from the then-hot Belle Stars on the 
duet. When the single was released in Septem¬ 
ber, it reached #3 but no higher. Rumors were 
beginning to buzz about the band perhaps split¬ 
ting up (the leak apparently started with Chris 
Pope from The Chords). Sure enough, at the be¬ 
ginning of November, 1982, the official an¬ 
nouncement, written by Weller to the fans and 
press alike, was issued. At the end of 1982, The 
Jam would be finished. 

Apart from all the tributes and heaps of praise, 
there was business still at hand. Three songs were 
demo’d for the final Jam single—”Dr. Love” 
(which was later done by both Tracie on Weller’s 
Respond label and Bananarama on their first al¬ 
bum), “A Solid Bond In Your Heart” (which in¬ 
stead became The Style Council’s third single) 
and “Beat Surrender”, which was the fourth Jam 


#1 and the third time they entered the charts at 
#1. A mock-gospel number, it goes at break¬ 
neck speed and crescendos with horns, organ, 
female vocals and call and response ending. 
This was definitely the precursor for the direc¬ 
tion Weller would take within a few weeks of 
The Jam’s demise with his first Style Council 
releases. The single package itself was an in¬ 
teresting double pack—the “Beat Surrender” 
single with its B-side, a slow, jazzy number 
called “Shopping” and a second single of three 
soul covers, Curtis Mayfield’s “Move On Up”, 
The Chi-Lites’ “Stoned Out Of My Mind” and 
a truly terrible second version of “War,” this 
time with female backing vocals and a drum 
machine. With the single released in Decem¬ 
ber, 1982 and the final 
LP, a live compilation 
called “Dig The New 
Breed,” The Jam were 
laid to rest. December 
11, 1982 was the last- 
ever Jam concert at 
Brighton after a week of 
sold out shows at 
Wembley Arena. In 
1992, Polydor released 
Extras , a collection of 
various Jam B-sides and 
previously unreleased 
tracks. For this box set, 
the fifth disc is another 
collection of unreleased 
demos and abandoned 
tracks. While this set is 
inferior (overall) to 
Extras, there are some 
curiosities, some of 
which are amazing. 
There are the early 1977 
demo versions of “In The City” and “Time For 
Truth”, which are far more Who/Mod sound¬ 
ing than the punkier versions on “In The City.” 
The first version of “Billy Hunt,” which was 
rejected a single for some reason by Polydor 
stands out as just a bit more powerful than the 
later released version. And the first take of “The 
Bitterest Pill,” minus the third verse and with¬ 
out Jenny McKeown is interesting, as is the very 
first version of “A Solid Bond In Your Heart”, 
which has the middle 8 of “Beat Surrender” and 
shows the genesis of that song. However, the 
real gems are “Walking In Heaven’s Sunshine”, 
which was a complete song, recorded during 
‘The Giff’sessions in late 1981 and “Best Of 
Both Worlds”, which is a Bruce Foxton song, 
recorded around the time of the “Setting Sons” 
sessions. There are also some points of minor 
interest with the recordings of “Rain” and “Dead 
End Street”; however, it’s only Weller and pro¬ 
ducer Peter Wilson instead of The Jam. 

I would be interested to hear some of the still 
unearthed tracks like “Dr. Love” and “On Sun¬ 
day Morning,” but I’m sure that, given time, 
Polydor will issue these along with whatever 
other recordings lie in the vaults. For the time 
being, I will marvel at what this band gave me, 
back then as a 16 year old and the chills I still 
get, even at 32. For some things never change. 
An icon is an icon is an icon. So thanks Paul, 
Bruce and Rick. And I suggest for even the most 
casual listener, get this box and let yourself be 
bowled over. It will be the best money you’ve 
ever spent. 
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A PUNK ROCK 


Another anniversary-type issue... last time, I re-printed old interviews. This time, some¬ 
thing a little different. Flyers and photos from the past 15 years. No long introduction is 
necessary, as the text throughout the next several pages should be self-explanatory. I didn't 
have a lot of photos of the early Boston hardcore bands, so that explains the absence of the 
likes of SSD, DYS, FU's and Gang Green, although they certainly deserve a mention for 
their importance. At least I saved the flyers! Putting this section together was enjoyable- 
nothing wrong with reminiscing, as long as you also keep an eye on the present and those 
who proclaim the death of punk or hardcore have either put it all behind themselves (for 
whatever reason) or just aren't looking hard enough... 
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Photos in this section by: Rocco C., Claire Sutherland, Cindy Mendes, Paul Johnson, Max Speed, Street, 
Chris Carilli, Dave Zukauskas, Tina Andoniou andAl... sorry about the lack of individual credits. 
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MINOR THREAT, June 1983, at the Channel... that’s me to the right of Ian (in the cheesy home¬ 
made Negative Approach shirt) and, far right, Marc from Cancerous Growth... At the Gallery East 
show, which was a year to the day before this one, Minor Threat went on second out of four bands 
'cause the promoter(s) were afraid the show would get shut down before they had a chance to play. 

Fortunately, that didn't happen. By the way, the FU's played instead of NFX. 
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Great shows from '82 and '83. The Process tour was Boston's first exposure to the mighty midwest sounds of 
the NECROS, MEATMEN and the incredible NEGATIVE APPROACH. The veins were poppin' out on John 
Brannon’s forehead. They did a great version of Blitz's "Never Surrender. "MISSION OF BURMA and NEGATIVE 
FX closed out their careers together at the Bradford Hotel The combination made sense because Burma had em¬ 
braced/been embraced by the hardcore scene as their music went in an increasingly aggressive direction. And all hell 
broke loose during NFX’s set, as the crowd's rambunctious response _ 

caused their set to get cut short. CRUCIFIX (vocalist Sothira in photo A 

below)--a pulverizing wall of sound, an unfettered roar that smashed the € .| J | 4T Til? ^ 
senses the three times I was fortunate enough to see them. A «L j 111 
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BLACK FLAG 
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"We're the NIG-HE1ST and we want to fuck your girlfriends!" R A 
With that announcement , these scurrilous rock gods (fronted by »|tj 
Black Flag roadie Mugger ; photo upper right) proceeded to W Ig 
agitate and irritate a good chunk of the audience with such mU 
sensitive anthems as "Let Me Put My Love In Your Mouth." IS 
The 1983-84 model BLACK FLAG (upper left) were leaving II 
their punk past behind for the slower dirge-metal and it wasn't f fl 
always as exciting as in '81, although a peek at that set list f m 
behind Henry and Chuck for the '83 show reveals a lot of their j 

classic songs . SUBHUMANS (bottom right) made two area appearances in the mid-80s. 

Always a unique band with razor-sharp lyrics and an original musical angle . 
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I skipped my Dad's retirement party (boy did that piss my family off!) and drove in a snow¬ 
storm to get to the Malden Eagles Hall show. It was totally worth it! Hey, if you had a choice 
between spending the evening with your parents and their friends or going to that show, 
what would you do? I thought so... 


VERBAL ASSAULT (left) and VICIOUS CIRCLE (right) 
Rhode Island hardcore! 
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7 SECONDS (below), date and venue un¬ 
known, but probably in the mid-80s. The 
JERRY’S KIDS "final show " turned out to be 
false, as they did get back together for a 
second album and played out sporadically for 
the rest of the decade. This show created a 
controversy when Springa of SSD got on stage 
and proclaimed their demise as the death of 
hardcore— "we started it and we end it here 
today," he said. Say what you will about the 
state of hardcore, but I didn't buy his words 
then and still don’t. I do have to say, though, 
(not to sound like an old fart) the music of that 
time certainly encompassed a feeling and 
intensity that remains special to me... It was, 
in a way, the death of the first group of bands, 
as SSD and DYS both "went metal" and broke 
up within the next few years and the FU's 
became the harder rocking Straw Dogs. 


I've said this many times over the years, 
but categories like punk or hardcore 
were blurrier back then... HUSKER DU 
(Bob Mould pictured below) had the 
aggro of hardcore and then layered 
amazing pop hooks over it. A band that 
appealed to a wide audience, although 
their two major label albums were a 
long way from the mind-blowing bril¬ 
liance of "Zen Arcade" or "Metal 
Circus."Fuck, they were loud. Fuck, 
they were great-quite possibly the best 
live band in '84- '85. And their audience 
included (but wasn't limited to) many of 
the same folks who loved Black Flag, 
SSD, 7 Seconds and Minor Threat. 
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Jon of SORRY (top left), one of the all-time underrated bands 
from Boston. Vic Bondi of ARTICLES OF FAITH (bottom left), 
Western Mass., '84. AOF were a band that were truly inspira¬ 
tional Talking to and getting to know someone as intelligent as 
Vic, who also performed in such an ass-kicking band, was an 
affirmation that, shit, maybe this music could make a difference 
in people’s lives. And I still remember the Mr. Tair-freshener in 
their van. The GBH show, in '84, did indeed feature GG as an 
opening act. Pretty tame compared to what he did later on, but 
they still cut his set short when he tried to mount and remove the 


shirt of a (willing?) female patron. 



















Memorable moments from the mid-80s--STRETCH MARKS, from Winnipeg, at the Channel (upper left); 
SCREAM, in Providence, always a passionate, powerful live band; A very drunk VOID (Bubba, bottom left & John, 
bottom right), who still wailed mightily, at the Huntington Ave. YMCA. Agnostic Front and Murphy's Law were 
also on the bill and there were fights all night between the locals and the New Yorkers who came up with those 
bands. / remember the fights more than AF’s set and that was the first time I saw them... 











(clockwise from upper left) 








A deluge of New York hardcore — 
SICK OF IT ALL, RAW DEAL 
(later Killing Time), CRO-MAGS 
and AGNOSTIC FRONT were 
practically local hands in the late 
80 s, with their frequent area appear¬ 
ances. By the way, the Cro-Mags 
showed up several hours late for the 
TT's show and we were subjected to 
two painful and lengthy sets by 
DEATHWISH, but the 'Mags were 
worth the wait The Raw DeaUSwiz 
show was the last for my old band 
Shattered Silence...In the photo: 
Keith of WRECKING CREW, who 
were a great band and are sorely 
missed... 
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TAKE NO PRISONERS 


Putting Boston hardcore back on the map 
in the late ' 80 s... 
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Indeed, it took nearly a decade for POISON IDEA to get 
to Boston... and now that they've re-formed (albeit without 
Tom "Pig”), I anxiously await a return engagement. A 
band that represents the anger, the rawness, the greatness 
of the best that hardcore has to offer. Most music flying 
the hardcore flag pales in comparison to these ugly, 
drunken, scary louts from Portland, Oregon... 
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The first two bands to have records released on the SV label (apart from the 'zine)-KINGPIN (left) and 
SAID AND DONE (right). Also the last show I promoted, in August '92. This was a record release party 
for THIRD DEGREE, who rather inconveniently split up almost immediately after this show, leaving me 


with many boxes of their double 7". Anyone want to take them off my hands cheap? 
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BOTTOM ROW (1-r) 
Blanks 77, 1996 
Boris The Sprinkler, 1995 
Casualties, 1997 


6 BAD GUY REACTION 


8 WEST OF THE EAST 

9 SHES COT A LIGHTER 


112 WORM 


14 GRILLED CHEESE 

15 BOULEVARD 


16GRAPEJulCE 

17 GODDAMNI ROLLERBLADERS 
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SET LISTS 

Yeah, /'/// the guy you always see grabbing 
the set list when the band is done. Now you 
know why... so I van reprint them. Well , not 
exactly. But I’ve finally made use of some of 
the set lists for memorable shows I've seen 
over the years... (un fortunately ; most o f my 
collection comes from the past Jew years) 

TOP ROW (1-r) 

Jesus Lizard, 1990 
Avail, 1995 

MIDDLE ROW (1-r) 

New Bomb Turks, 1995 
Sorry, 19S5 
Teengenerate, 1995 
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So, as we reach the end of this "punk rock scrapbook" and as 
warm, fuzzy 'n nostalgic as I feel towards past events, there's 
still shit happening out there. Whether it's the feel-good vibes 
of AVAIL, the explosiveness of AUS-ROTTEN or the clever, 
wise-assed uniqueness of the SHOWCASE SHOWDOWN, 
there are plenty of bands out there offering a true, uh, "alter¬ 
native" (god, I hate that word) to the mundane and common¬ 
place. Sure, the past is drawn upon, sometimes (OK, a lot of the 
time). It's not dead, no matter what the naysayers would have 
you believe—not with bands that can still inspire, energize, 
educate or entertain, in any combination. And it will never die 
as long as there are young people (and the young at heart) who 
strive to break away from what mainstream society dictates... 
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This page, top left-Tripp from THE UNSEEN, one of the 
bands keeping punk alive in Boston. Directly above, flyer 
for the last all-ages show at the Rat, November IS, 1997. 
Upper right—Dave of AUS-ROTTEN, summer '97 at the 
Unitarian Church in Cambridge. Opposite page, Rat of 
THE VARUKERS (top left), Mike of BLANKS 77 (top 
right) and Al from THE PIST (bottom right). The Pist 
called it quits way too soon. Bands like the Pist, Aus- 
Rotten, the Unseen and Violent Society, to name only a 
few, are/were blurring the dividing lines between punk 
and hardcore and that's just fine with me. Fuck the 
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I GO OUT TOO MUCH! 


INTRODUCTION 

As I edit down this section, I have to ask my¬ 
self—does anyone really care about reviews of 
shows that are more than six months old by the 
time this sees print? A review of a recording that’s 
been out for awhile is different—you can still buy 
said recording, unless it’s one of those ridicu¬ 
lously-limited things or what have you. But a live 
show is of the moment. Sure, you can watch a 
video of a show but it’s not the same thing, of 
course. Still, an inspiring live performance is one 
of the great joys in my life and may also serve 
the purpose of spurring a reader to go out and 
see the bands I enthuse over (if you trust my taste, 
which is always debatable!”). 

I have to say I enjoy the “rock club” experi¬ 
ence less and less these days. It’s not so bad for 
the all-ages shows, although a sense of sameness 
and predictability often sets in and I get that feel¬ 
ing more and more in the last year or so. But the 
smoke, late hours, sometimes obnoxious patrons, 
etc... have me attending less of the 18+ or 
21+ shows in favor of all-ages matinees and 
the “alternative venue” shows have been 
quite enjoyable. Even though I’m often one 
of the oldest people there, I still feel an af¬ 
finity through the music’s power (and, often, 
message) and it’s also cool to see people who 
clearly want to take it a step further, through 
activism or outreach work or activities of that 
sort. Music serves many purposes in my life— 
to be entertained, of course, but also to feel a 
bond with people who share views similar to 
mine or may even challenge my points of view. 

An affirmation that I’m not the only crazy 
fucker out there. And even with the routine 
nature of many shows, the bullshit violence, 
the often-blatant ignorance or simple- 
mindedness that crops up on occasion, when a 
band is able to make a connection through the 
power of their sound (ideas, too, but that’s not 
mandatory for every band), that still makes it 
worth getting out of the house. 

One thing that truly sucks, of course, is the 
demise of the Rat. The final shows were held 
there on November 15,1997—an afternoon punk 
matinee (which I attended) and a late show with 
Gang Green that I missed and heard that any¬ 
thing that wasn’t nailed down was taken as a sou¬ 
venir. It was a pit, the bathrooms were barely 
useable, there were occasionally problems with 
over-zealous bouncers and, of course, it smelled 
really fucking bad in there but it’s definitely the 
end of an era. Losing a steady venue like that, a 
home for the underbelly of the Boston punk scene 
the past few years, certainly leaves a void that 
people are scrambling to replace. There have been 
some all-ages shows at the Kirkland Cafe in 
Somerville, but that seems to be a tenuous venue 
at this point, due to neighbors’ complaints. Some 
of the shows have shifted to Worcester, Provi¬ 
dence, Western Mass, and New Hampshire, but 
that's hard if you don't have transportation or 
aren't into road-tripping. 

Anyway, for this section, to prevent it from be¬ 
coming an epic, I’ve highlighted some of the bet¬ 
ter performances of ‘97 and early ‘98 and give 
some impressions on the bands that are making a 
lot of noise locally. 


...AND AWAY WE GO! NOTABLE PERFOR¬ 
MANCES OVER THE PAST 11 OR SO 
MONTHS... 

Bring out the warhorses! Namely, the UK 
Subs. Here’s 50-something Charlie Harper and 
40-something Nicky Garratt reunited for their first 
tour in about 14 years and making up for lost 
time as Nicky cavorted around the stage like a 
possessed wildman, a non-stop dervish of mo¬ 
tion and guitar flash. Charlie’s not quite as manic 
in movement, but that identifiable growl remains. 
A potent blast from the past and present (there 
was a heavy emphasis on their two new studio 
albums), all the more impressive given that their 
fill-in bassist Carla had only been drafted into 
duty a few days earlier. No cheap cash-in. Anti- 
Flag played with the drive and focus of a band 
with many months on the road under their belts, 
both with the Subs and later in the year with 
Down By Law. The new lineup has gelled into a 
strong unit, as Jaime, especially, proves herself 
to be a strong re¬ 



cruit on bass. Sure, Justin’s 
Townshend windmills get repetitive after awhile 
and make little sense when he’s not holding a 
guitar. Sure, the politics are obvious and in-your- 
face. So what? There’s an infectious, stick-in- 
head quality to many of those songs and that’s 
the mark of a good band. 

Speaking of warhorses, there’s no graceful 
aging process for Motorhead. No lack of feroc¬ 
ity or volume (ouch!) either, as they brought their 
machines of little grace to Axis. Lemmy’s look¬ 
ing even scarier without any facial hair—got me 
thinking that Dennis Hopper would be a worthy 
candidate to play the lead in the hypothetical film, 
“Killed By Death—The Lemmy Kilmister Story.” 
A generous cross-section of career highlights, 
including “Orgasma-tron” and “The Chase Is 
Better Than The Catch,” two unexpected resur¬ 


rections, plus the mandatory renditions of “Ace 
Of Spades,” “Overkill” and “Iron Fist.” 

(Fill in deity) bless those multi-band Rat ex¬ 
travaganzas—certainly a home for lots of bands 
that, otherwise, might have never made it to the 
city and, since the club’s demise, it seems as 
though many bands aren’t including Boston on 
their itinerary. For instance, how about Those 
Unknown and Bomb Squadron. Those Un¬ 
known have a light touch to their street punk tunes 
and owe more than a slight debt to the Clash. 
Gruff ‘n ready vocals but a ringing and melodic 
(but not wimpy) sound. Not your typical oi band. 
Bomb Squadron rip it up with a feistier edge and 
their amply-sized singer, whose name I didn’t 
catch, but we’ll refer to as “Oi The Stomach” 
(that’s what he calls his overhanging gut), barks 
out the bellicosity and the guitarist also puts on 
quite a show. 

Defiance find fault with a lot that’s going on 
in the world and, if their politics aren’t exactly 
articulate, their hearts seem to be in the right place 
and they’re one of the few bands I can think of 
doing street-rock sounding material with a left- 
wing perspective. Their newer songs are clearly 
in a mid-tempo, dulcet style, although they also 
have a good amount of early 80s UK thrash in 
the mix. Some of the biggest guitar amps I’ve 
seen lately. 

There’s a new breed of bands, mainly from out 
west, who are attempting to bring back the ugly, 
visceral mid-80s crossover sound. Not so much 
wanky metal, although there’s a tinge of metal 
in these band’s pallettes, but combining speed, 
heaviness, sweat, brawn and rage. A lot of the 
bands on the East Bay Menace label are like that 
and two bands of that ilk appeared at the Rat 
last summer: Eldopa, from the Bay Area and 
New Mexico’s Logical Nonsense. Eldopa fea¬ 
ture two bare-torsoed, tattooed musican/vocal- 
ists and both favor the hoarse larynx approach. 
Imagine an unholy, ravaging mix of Die 
Kreuzen, early COC and the Accused. 

The Punk Olympics, in August, was spread 
over two days, although I only went to the first 
day. Quite a strong array of talent—righteous, 
kick-ass and bare-knuckled showings by west- 
coasters Randumbs and Workin Stiffs, as 
well as DC’s Suspects. My word—punk rock¬ 
ers with gray hair (in the case of the Suspects, 
that is)! All three of these bands combine 
scrappy power with memorable songwriting. 

Rocket From The Crypt have grown 
once again with the addition of former Tan¬ 
ner drummer Chris Prescott on keyboards and 
i percussion and they brought their troupe to 
the Middle East late in the summer. A good 
chunk of new material and it seemed kind of 
kitschy, in spots. More soul revue and not quite 
as much of the gut-busting rock ‘n roll as I craved, 
although there were enough satisfying moments: 
“A + In Arson,” “Middle,” “Bom In ‘69,” etc... 
With his new pencil-thin mustache, Speedo 
looked either like Rupert Pupkin from “The King 
Of Comedy” or Wayne Newton and his stage 
patter was about as sincere. There’s definitely a 
fuck-you right below the surface. 

It had been a long night at the Middle East 
downstairs, with three very similar California 
punk bands: the limp Limp, marginally better 
Strung Out and actually-pretty-good No Use For 
A Name but, within 5 minutes of their first song, 
Gaunt made me forget about everything else I’d 
seen that night. Coming upstairs from a crowd 
and bands who mostly favored that pop/punk look 





or whatever you want to call it into an older en¬ 
vironment and one devoid of fashion was quite 
enjoyable. So was hearing Gaunt sing “Fuck the 
rich kids,” tearing through their loud/catchy ma¬ 
terial without the stylish plumage or any trace of 
trendiness. The equipment’s improved—they 
must have blown the major label advance (they 
signed to Warner Bros, and I still can’t figure that 
one out) but they continue to play with a non- 
polished crudeness. This is where the real punk 
rock was, that night, although NUFAN’s closing 
tandem of “Exit” and “Feeding The Fire” was 
almost as potent. 

Two more groups of old(er) timers cruised 
through town in the middle of the September. 
Seems like every UK punk band of the early 80s 
is on the comeback trail. One Way System are 
the latest in line, with a new EP and a new vocal¬ 
ist and bassist joining “back in the day” 
guitarist Dave Crabtree and drummer 
Tommy Couch. The new mouth, Lee 
Havoc, looks like Barney Rubble with 
ugly tattoos and a bad case of distemper 
and he gets the job done. A bellicose good 
time and exhibiting a high level of musi¬ 
cal proficiency, with a mostly quick-paced 
emphasis. A few nights after that, it was 
the return of the Dickies, who have been 
around for 20 years now, although only 
guitarist Stan Lee and vocalist Leonard 
Graves Phillips have been there since the 
beginning. Same stale jokes, same props— 

Stuart the penis puppet, Leonard’s gorilla 
mask—and just as fun ‘n goofy as ever. 

The reliance on cover versions is pretty 
heavy and they haven’t really come up with 
great songs since 1984’s “Stukas Over 
Disneyland” record but try not to grin when 
Stuart croons “See me, feel me, touch me, 
stroke me...” or they tear through “Para¬ 
noid,” “Nights In White Satin” or their own 
“Tricia Toyota” and “You Drive Me Ape” 
with happy-go-lucky mettle. 

5 years ago, I would’ve been excited as 
hell about seeing Helmet and the Melvins 
at the Middle East. Now, I dread the packed, 
sweaty, smoky conditions and wonder if there’s 
any hint of the magic that used to be there. Not 
really... I got down front for Helmet to see if there 
was any sort of sensory way-lay to be had and 
viewed a competent, tight rock unit, but it was 
tame, compared to the old days. The dirty/ugly 
roar seems neutralized. It still pokes up on occa¬ 
sion—”In The Meantime,” “Bad Moon,” “Rep¬ 
etition” and “Rude” took me back, somewhat, 
but Page’s attempt at the harsher vocals seemed 
forced and there’s something almost safe-sound¬ 
ing about Helmet, these days. An economical rock 
unit but not creating the same excitement. The 
Melvins had their moments of high-energy po¬ 
tency and aren’t as numbingly loud as in the past 
(my ears thank them)—the opening, acapella ren¬ 
dition of “Amazing Grace” was kind of cool, as 
was the snippet of Pink Floyd’s “Interstellar Over¬ 
drive.” Flowing from credible Sab sludge to less- 
successful trippy excursions and, as with their 
recorded output over the past several years, fairly 
disjointed. That didn’t stop the greasy-haired cre¬ 
tin with the chin spike next to me from yelling 
his approval at the top of his lungs after every 
song—’’YEEAAHH!!” Oh, the times you wish 
you had a stun-gun... 

That guy wasn’t there two nights later for Stiff 
Little Fingers. I didn’t see him, anyway. A lot of 
old-timers crawled out of the woodwork, though. 


Not quite reaching the same level they did two 
years before at Mama Kin, although the crowd 
was much more tolerable this time. “Tinderbox” 
is a weak opening song but they rectified that 
with “Roots, Radicals Rockers ‘n Reggae” and 
“Alternative Ulster.” The mid-set lull was what 
made me dock this show a notch or two (“Love 
Of The Common People”? Please!) but the power 
returned for “At The Edge,” “Tin Soldiers,” 
“Nobody’s Heroes” and final encore “Suspect 
Device.” Jake Bums isn’t the angry 20 year old, 
anymore; rather, he’s the aim-to-please showman 
(come to think of it, that was kind of the case 
back in ‘80 and ‘81, too) but those classic songs 
maintain their resonance. As for Gang Green, 
this is their best lineup since the mid-80s heyday 
but I wonder about early 30-something Chris 



Doherty singing songs he wrote when 
he was 15—’’Rabies,” “Snob,” etc... A nostalgic 
cringe factor? Ah well... They dragged on a bit 
long but I like the fact they’ve gone back to the 
thrashed-up basics, largely eschewing the hard- 
rock emphasis of their late 80s/early 90s incar¬ 
nation. Plus, Walter Gustafson’s still as deadly a 
drummer as ever. 

Rye Coalition are unassuming-looking guys 
but they fucking project, especially vocalist Ralph 
Cuseglio and their bass-player, whose name I 
don’t remember. Angular, rhythmic, aggressive 
churning rock with drive, groove and kinetic en¬ 
ergy. The hushed adulation I’ve read about this 
band is actually accurate. 

It was a hassle to get into Avalon to see The 
Cramps, Guitar Wolf and the wretched Demo¬ 
lition Doll Rods—somehow, my name wasn’t 
on the list and, after a few phone calls and wait¬ 
ing in the cold drizzle, the passes came through. 
Hey, you think I want to pay over $20 to a corpo¬ 
rate rock club? Anyway, the Doll Rods’ garage 
primitivism grew stale after about five minutes. 
Sure, the near nekkidness of these two women/ 
one guy was tantalizing but that doesn’t cover up 
for their abysmal lack of talent. Musical prowess 
isn’t always everything but when there’s nothing 
else going for you, like good songs... ah, enough 
on those losers. Guitar Wolf then proceeded to 
rock with unfettered savagery. A juvenile delin¬ 


quent film brought to life and spitting out the pure 
punk spanning the 50s to 70s. Believe it or not, 
this was my first Cramps’ show since 1981. When 
Slim Chance turns the fuzz on his bass up, it ap¬ 
proximates that evil tone that Bryan Gregory used 
back in the early days and it enhanced the trashy 
ambiance of “Garbage Man” and “Human Fly.” 
The Cramps warp the Sun Records catalog into 
their own vision and their ten minute encore of 
“Surfin’ Bird” was a mind-bending, obliterative 
rave-fest of neuron-destroying proportions. The 
nearing-50 Lux Interior doesn’t appear to have 
lost a step; neither has the eternally-pouting Ivy. 

Over the holidays and early in the new year, 
three names from the past made their return. Burn 
did this show for the dough—that’s the impres¬ 
sion I got, anyway, and it’s a one-off. I wasn’t 
really a huge fan of theirs in the early 90s 
and that’s still the case. Chaka’s a strong pres¬ 
ence and Gavin sweats and jabs like a pos¬ 
sessed beast but the slowed-down hardcore 
(with the occasional faster song) gets numb¬ 
ing after a short time. Better Than A Thou¬ 
sand, fronted by Ray Cappo, fared some¬ 
what better. They’re certainly not treading 
new ground but keep up a good, fast-paced 
hardcore blast with melodic flourishes. The 
following week, a smallish turnout for Up 
Front, who have been playing together 
again the last few years, but were originally 
part of the late 80s youth crew/posi-core/ 
whatever contingent. Once again, there’s 
nostalgia at work and their speed ‘n burn 
tends to get redundant over the long haul 
but it still beats metal-core. Tim Schmoyer 
holds it all together with his quick-handed 
drumming and Steve keeps up a manic 
pace, as well. For some REAL nostalgia, • 
how about going back to 1966 for ? and 
The Mysterians? This might be the long¬ 
est period of time between when I got a 
band’s record and saw them live, as my 
parents bought me their 45 (they called 
‘em 45’s back then!) of “I Need Some¬ 
body” and “8-Teen” when I was a 
young’un in the mid-60s. I was skeptical, after 
the less-than-impressive live reunion album from 
‘84, but they were quite good. For a man in his 
early 50s, the slim/trim ? still dances up a storm 
(although that’s got to be a wig on top of his head) 
and the combination of glorious farfisa, supple 
rhythms and guitar chink hits the spot. Part ga¬ 
rage, part Tex-Mex and part R&B. Sure, some of 
the songs are hoky, but not the eternal hit “96 
Tears.” It certainly wasn’t the first garage rock 
song, but it was the biggest “breakout” hit of the 
genre, hitting #1 on the national charts in ‘66, 
back when Top 40 music wasn’t always turgid. 
An unexpected treat. The Fleshtones were also 
a pleasant surprise, far harder-rocking than in the 
early 80s. Tough, timeless rock ‘n roll done with 
a veteran panache and self-deprecating showman¬ 
ship. Peter Zaremba still has the moves, as well. 
Boston garage vets The Lyres, in the middle slot, 
were sporadically scintillating but Jeff Conolly’s 
voice ain’t what it used to be. 

Back to the punk rock—the newer variety, that 
is. Or maybe not so new, as The Gonads, of all 
bands, played at the Kirkland in late January, 
along with fellow Brits Filth FC and Showcase 
Showdown. Gary Bushell—gray hair and 
beard—the man who coined “oi”?—leading the 
delighted punks ‘n skins through a spirited per¬ 
formance of joyful punk. Filth FC were rough 
around the edges and got the best response for 







their cover versions of older UK punk songs. 
Showcase were entertaining, as always. That 
evening, I drove down to Hyde Park for a 
sparsely-attended show with Violent Society, The 
Trouble, Blood For Blood and a few others. 
Blood For Blood do the heavy stuff effectively, 
although their best song is the brutallizing speed- 
bomb of “Piss All Over Your Hopes and Dreams.’’ 
The Trouble connected with a burst of power and 
catchiness. Violent Society were occasionally 
hampered by gear difficulties but stormed through 
their roughly half-hour set with agitated, thorny 
abandon. Making the punk/hardcore divide mean¬ 
ingless... no matter the label, it’s just good ‘ol 
fashioned finger-in-air defiance. 

As noted in the intro, alternative venues for 
gigs are enjoy able... and this was pretty al¬ 
ternative: tucked on the third floor of a left- 
wing community church on Boylston 
Street in Boston, in the shadow of the ram¬ 
pant consumerism of the nearby yuppie 
eating establishments and shopping out¬ 
lets. The backdrop for the crazed “emo- 
violence” outpourings of In/Humanity. 

I’m glad vocalist Chris Bickel explains 
the ideas behind the songs because when 
the band is in full-blur, he could be 
screeching about ice cream, for all I 
know. South Carolinians who rail 
against the racist, rednecKKK way of 
life and do so with a wanton frenzy, al¬ 
though there’s self-mocking humor in¬ 
stead of any sort of self-righteousness 
and it adds humanity to In/Humanity’s 
onslaught (oof!). 

Since we’re on the subject of DIY 
shows, here’s a good place to run 
through some of the other highlights. 

The Unitarian Chruch in Harvard 
Square was a regular venue for these 
shows and the two that stand out are 
Spazz in early July and Aus-Rotten 
a few weeks after that. Spazz take the 
ultra-fast approach and add a dose 
of wise-assed humor to the equation. 

Phil insists they did a 7 Seconds 
cover, but I missed it in the blur—I 
did catch the SOA cover, though. 
High-powered mania. As$troland 
were a treat, as well, with their 
thorny, volt-laden onslaught. Aus- 
Rotten rail with both politicized 
and musical intensity. Angrily 
pointing out the problems with the 
world and accompanied by a blistering thrash 
punch—both Discharge and Crucifix were cov¬ 
ered and that’s the comer of the musical universe 
in which Aus-Rotten dwell. I saw these guys two 
other times since then and they’ve been a 
brutallizing experience both times—at the final 
Rat show in November and at the Kirkland in 
early February. Broken, with Bill Chamberlain 
from the Pist, played on the shows with Defi¬ 
ance, the Aus-Rotten show in July and then, again, 
at the Kirkland with the same band and the latter 
show was their strongest area appearance. Belli¬ 
cose, pointed aggro in a somewhat similar vein 
as Bill’s former band. Bill’s also playing in Re¬ 
act, who appeared at a church on the Emerson 
College campus in early January and do some¬ 
thing a little different. A male and female vocal¬ 
ist trade off on the vocal tirades and the band goes 
for a fast, heavily distorted thrash attack. Pulver¬ 
izing but also painful. My ears hurt like hell the 
next day... 


The guitar flourishes betray their metallic ado¬ 
lescence: somewhere, Brian May would be proud 
of the musicianship, even if he has had less-than- 
complimentary things to say about punk. But fuck 
him, anyway. Queen are dead... the Toy Dolls are 
here and this was an entertaining extravaganza. 

Back to back days of spirited punk at the same 
venue... we've come full-circle on this section, 
as Anti-Flag returned and sounded tighter than 
ever. Justin has the moves and knows it. Chris 
and Jaime have turned it up a notch, as well, and 
Pat has the oddest expression of any drummer 
I've seen—tongue out and flickering, eyes 
catatonic-while he lays down the backbeat. No 
Use For A Name were also solid as ever, play¬ 
ing a well-selected set and culminating, as always, 
with "Fields Of Agony," "Exit" and "Feeding The 
Fire." Next night, Blanks 77 made another one 
of their frequent appearances, this 
the first with new drummer 
Paul Russo (Pinkerton Thugs/Un¬ 
seen) and the emphasis was mainly 
on the new album. Tight and almost 
professional, even with Mike's 
usual antics. A roadie drenched the 
crowd with a SuperSoaker for good 
measure. Against All Authority did 
their punk and ska thing with high¬ 
speed force and joyful anger (?!). 
Down to a five-piece, following the 
(forced?) departure of trombonist 
Tim (from Far-Out Records), AAA 
play with a stirring combination of 
ferocity and credible soulfulness that 
makes it more palatable than the en¬ 
tire third-wave universe. This isn't 
mindless pop music pap. Razorwire 
didn't go over too well with the crowd, 
but Mike cuts an imposing figure as a 
frontman and their muscular hate-core 
conveyed the requisite menace. 

LOCAL NOISE 

The Showcase Showdown’s gigs were 
consistently-satisfying for the past year 
or so. They tend to keep all the anthems 
like “Fuck You Norway,” “Oi Oi Dea¬ 
con” or “213” in the set and it usually 
means a stage full of devotees screaming 
along: Albert’s always been a showman 
but the formerly statue-like Tom is now 
likely to pull off a few jumps and even 
Victoria moves around a little. Unfortu¬ 
nately, I missed their shindig at the WMBR 
party last summer, where they broke out 
all ‘77 era covers and the appropriate plum¬ 
age for the occasion. A headlining show in July 
at the Rat was probably the highlight—they were 
just ON that day. I’m also pretty sure that was 
the show they did their Consumers cover, which 
is an ultra-obscure late 70s American punk band 
who have one of the best reissue albums of the 
last few years. Their Xmas show was notewor¬ 
thy for Albert coming out decked in flashing 
lights, which he kept on through their annual holi¬ 
day medley. 

The TVouble are emerging as a fine band, with 
their own tuneful and aggressive focus. A beefy, 
catchy sound and Gibby’s a born frontman. He 
was sporting a ghoulishly-accurate Stiv Bators 
look for awhile, as well. Certainly sharing an af¬ 
finity with the “street” type bands but these guys 
can’t be easily pigeonholed. Their speedier songs 
bring to mind more of an oi-focused Slapshot and 
they’ve also covered songs by the Adolescents, 


Also at Emerson, later in the month—a show 
in a dorm basement that was disrupted and ulti¬ 
mately ended by some tough-guy bullshit. Oh 
, well... Days Gone are stronger live than on disc, 
with a decent combination of speed and heavi¬ 
ness. Ensign smashed ahead with potent old-style 
urgency. Endeavor pound the frayed/heavy axis 
into a challenging, provocative direction. Lyrics 
with a decidedly left-wing intent and a dramatic 
musical vessel to carry that message. 

The Rat’s last stand—what a weird feeling, 
since I had found out that morning that the club 
would be closing. I’ve never been to a wake but I 
imagine that’s what it must feel like. Aus-Rotten’s 
volume assault was so draining that I needed to 
leave before seeing the Stratford Mercenaries, 
bidding farewell to nearly 20 years of Kenmore 

Square cellar¬ 


dwelling. As 

good as Aus-Rotten were, Boiling Man stole 
the show. Full-on blaze and attitude, mainly in 
the vocalist’s sarcastic banter. He’s right on the 
mark when he says that, to him, punk and 
hardcore should mean the same thing. Powerful 
and liberating in its razor-slash fieriness. 

Finally, we reach the month of March. The Toy 
Dolls put on quite the enjoyable extravaganza at 
the Middle East. Coming out dressed in fluores¬ 
cent yellow suits and playing an hour +'s worth 
of cutting, smart-assed and enjoyable tuneful 
punk. Vocalist/guitarist Olga never stops smiling 
(or spitting) for one second and they back up the 
goofy, good-natured fun with superb musical 
chops. One highlight was their letter-perfect ren¬ 
dition of "Dueling Banjos," played on banjo and 
acoustic guitar and Olga's ride on the bassist's 
shoulders for the encore, under a ten gallon hat 
and pants hiked up-their tribute, no doubt, to 
Angus and Bon (or is it Brian?) from AC/DC. 



A happy crowd surfer at the Middle East 


New Order, the Cure and TSOL in recent months. 
“We Are The Blood” and “Saturday’s Kids,” 
which I swear sounds a lot like “Slip Through 
My Fingers” by Pegboy, are the songs to listen 
for. 

The Unseen have come a long way since their 
sloppy origins. A band that is in love with play¬ 
ing punk rock and being on stage surrounded by 
their friends and musical compatriots and that en¬ 
thusiasm fuels their rambunctious live show. One 
of the bands most responsible for Boston’s punk 
revitalization. Chaotic, veering out of control, but 
not getting completely untracked and their an¬ 
ger, rage and joy are emitted both through the 
top-of-the-lungs vocals and instrumental flail. 
When they yell “fuck you America” or lash out 
at an absent father with an equally-hearty middle- 
finger sentiment, there’s no air of contrivance. 
When Mark Civitarese jumps out from behind 
the drum-kit, mayhem is likely to happen as he 
bonds with the crowd or engages in horseplay 
with his bandmates. Guitarist/vocalist/occasional 
drummer Paul Russo left the band some time 
back, replaced by Brian Riley and the first show 
without him was a bit more frazzled than in pre¬ 
ceding months, but there was still a good amount 
of punchy defiance. They’re now more than back 
up to speed and a formidable wrecking ma¬ 
chine—their show at the Kirkland in early Feb¬ 
ruary was pulverizing. Paul also joined them for 
the show at the Middle East in January and 
“Goodbye America” and “Children Of The Revo¬ 
lution” damn near created a riot. 

The Ducky Boys present a somewhat less 
manic facade, allowing more melodic nuance and, 
with the addition of a second guitar, there’s a 
beefier, harder rocking flair. Expressing a let- 
nothing-stand-in-my-way perspective and played 
with rousing verve. And that’s quite an awe-in¬ 
spiring version of Guns ‘n Roses “It’s So Easy” 
they sometimes pull out. Ah, yes, the glam-metal 
roots once again rear their ugly head (pretty 
head?). Nothing else glammy, though—just 
good, straight-ahead, catchy punk rock. They 
played with explosive confidence in front of a 
packed house at the Middle East in January. By 
the way, the line was around the block for that 
gig, even after the Casualties cancelled and it 


ended up just being local bands. I think that 
proves how hungry people are for punk shows. 

Pinkerton Thugs are on hiatus, while Paul 
Russo tours with Blanks 77... a ringing punk 
firehouse fusing polemics with memorable 
songwriting. Micah seemed somewhat tentative 
as a frontman, for awhile, but his vocals have 
gotten gruffer and angrier and the guitar much 
louder. When they kick into “One Day,” with its 
refrain “we ’ll make the bastards pay,” it rekindles 
a spark of that “music can change the world" ideal 
that still exists somewhere in the memory banks. 
They’ve occasionally been uneven live, with vari¬ 
ous equipment failures and mishaps, but it all 
clicked on the show with aforementioned show 
with the Duckys, Unseen and Trouble at the 
Middle East. 

The Dropkick Murphys have exploded in 
popularity and their combination of tuneful punk 
and street rock flair is well executed. Mike has a 
gregarious, everyman presence and the music’s 
delivered with a hard-hitting (drop)kick (pardon 
the bad pun!). Their set at the Punk Olympics 
last summer, at the Rat, was one of the best I’ve 
seen from them. 

In My Eyes are another band resurrecting the 
spirit of ‘88 and doing it with a good amount of 
gusto. Fronted by long-time Boston scene fix¬ 
ture Sweet Pete Maher and with ex-Ten Yard 
Fight guitarist Anthony Pappalardo in the lineup. 
IME replicate the loud/fasU'positive formula with 
more than adequate enthusiasm. The Force, who 
played an impromptu set with Up Front, play in 
a similar vein and are on the right track with an 
airborne assault. 

30 Seconds Over Tokyo have also shown im¬ 
provement since their occasionally sloppy early 
gigs, crossing thrash and oi styles pretty well. 
And for a guy still in high school, Ken Reid has 
quite an impressive set of sideburns. 

Day Late Dollar Short display a good amount 
of energy in their oi-inspired style but the thing I 
remember the most from one of their shows was 
when Mike held up a doll in a noose that he said 
was Newt Gingrich and he lit it on fire and there 
was a two minute soccer game with it on the 
dance floor until the flames were extinguished. 
Scary and exciting, at the same time... 
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HARDCORE PUNK ROCK 


the real fuckng thing not some crossover macho metal funky poppy mixed up excuse for hc 



OUT OF PRINT FIRST 
ALBUM AVAILABLE ON 
CD FOR THE FIRST 
TIME. COMPLETELY 
RE-MIXED AND 
MASTERED WITH 
FULLY RESTORED 
ARTWORK. 


Out Cold is about the closest thing you 
can get to an airplane crash and 
surviving. These songs are all nuclear 
blasts of sound that engulf you in aural 
radiation, then drop you like a ditne. I 
believe one or more of the members 
played with G.G. Allin as this album is 
dedicated to his memory. You won’t find 
anything as caustically assaulting in a 
Tower Records bin but then the term 
‘underground’ might have been designed 
especially for the likes of Out Cold! 

-METRONOME 

16 SONGS-21 MINUTES 
$8 US/$10 WORLD PPD 


•The album is in tense, straight¬ 
forward hardcore. Musically I quite enjoy this 
album.... ... The best songs 

on the album would be M A1DS, Toxic Shock, 
PMS, & More,” “Nothing Left to Say” and 
“Knife.” If you think that Boston no longer 
has any decent hardcore to offer, you should 
go out and get this, you may change your mind. 
Definitely a group of guys to keep an eye out 
for - -PIT REPORT 

Hey, wait a minute, what sound is this? 
Could it be? Yes! It’s a pissed off punk 
rock band. Hooray!! MINOR THRFAT and 
The FREEZE come to mind, with a razor 
blade gargling vocalist. There is no 


FUGAZI influence, for once! Hooray!! (DH) 
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RECORDS & CD'S 


ABDUCTED (VML) 

I just got through playing some wretched metal/emo/ 
hardcore crap and the Abducted CD is a welcome re¬ 
spite... especially the opening song “Why Don’t You Die” 
and these tender sentiments: 7 really don’t like you/ln 
fact I fucking hate you/You emo prick ...”They HATE emo 
kids and air those sentiments further on a couple of other 
songs, for good measure. As for the Abducted, they can 
get either romantic or nasty, depending on the song, and 
mix it up with tuneful Weasel/Ramones songcraft and 
louder/faster/punkier fodder. Bi-polar disorder, wanting to 
make love on one song and kill them on another. Tra-la- 
la—fuck you! (PO Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 60131) 

ABHINANDA (Desperate Fight/Victory) 

Best of the recent DF crop...this Swedish band don’t 
get slogged down in metal tedium. Abhinanda’s songs 
are filled with fury, explosiveness and drive. Those ele¬ 
ments coalesce into a hard-hitting arsenal for the likes of 
“Despertar" and “Fascistproof Armour” Modern-sound¬ 
ing but the ragged emotionalism taps into an older im¬ 
pulse. “Let’s March” successfully breaks down the wall 
between punk and hardcore...and that wall shouldn’t be 
there to begin with. A stirring ending to this strong effort. 
(PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 

MUMIA ABU-JAMAL7MAN IS THE BASTARD-Split (Alt. 
Tentacles) 

Discomforting and unsettling and that’s the intent— 
both in the case of Mumia’s spoken word com¬ 
mentaries and the double-bass guitar fueled■ 
jazz/grind/core frenzy of MITB. Mumia, fori 
those of you unfamilair with his case, was con-1 
victed of killing a Philadelphia cop in 1981 and I 
has languished on death row for 15 years.! 

There are serious questions about his guilt,! 
about the competence of his lawyer, the biases' 
of the presiding judge and possible police co-. 
ercion placed on witnesses who could provide! 
reasonable doubt about the case. Some of! 
these recordings were meant for broadcast on! 

National Public Radio, but were pulled at the last 
minute after a national fraternal police group and 
ex-senator (and thankfully failed presidential 
candiate) Bob Dole exerted pressure on the net¬ 
work. His words describe life on death row, out¬ 
rage over police brutality, the bullshit drug war 
and the systematic oppression of the black race 
on this continent since the arrival of the pilgrims. 

The corporate-controlled media and protectors of 
the criminal justice industry don’t want such ideas 
to be aired, particularly about the dehumanizing 
brutality of the prison system. In fact, media ac¬ 
cess to prisoners has been eliminated by the Cali¬ 
fornia and Pennsylvania correctional systems. Many 
thoughts go through my mind as I listen to Mumia’s 
indictments—I feel angry and cynical about the jus¬ 
tice system, about the institutional racism that still 
exists in our society and the suppression of those 
who dare to question the prevailing order. Mumia 
Abu-Jamal has become a cause celebre of the left 
wing and, while I’m often suspicious of some of these 
groups/individuals’agendas, the plain fact is this case 
raises serious doubts about the death penalty— 
whether someone innocent or even not guilty beyond a 
reasonable doubt could be excecuted. Mumia’s essays 
are accompanied by further words from Jello Biafra, ac¬ 
tivist Assata Shakur, Allen Ginsberg and there’s also a 
remix of sorts of Bob Dole’s take on the situation. MITB 
contribute an aural expression that reflects these senti¬ 
ments—lurching and careening through herky-jerky sonic 
minefields. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 

ADAM'S ALCOHOLICS-Circle The Wagons (Chantch 
'n Rantch/Dirty) 

Punk 'noxiousness, with some forays into ska, even a 
jazzbo turn and one song that sounds descended from 
the Minutemen. The bass-playing is busy and versatile 
and they tear it up with soused fortitude, occasionally, 
but it's not a life-changing album, overall. I have to admit 
a title like "I Am Just A Pedophile But It Is Not A Crime 
Because I Am Not Getting Any” is simultaneously bril¬ 
liant and repulsive. (Dirty: PO Box 6869, Glendale AZ 
85312) 

AGAINST ALL AUTHORITY-AII Fall Down (Hopeless) 

AAA’s songs tend to follow a formula—a bratty, ranty 
punk part, played with sped-up verve, then shifting to the 
horn-dominant ska part and back to the punk. No real 
surprises, in other words. Still, these guys have a certain 


amount of three-chord punch and often thougtful lyrics. 
Anti-authoritarian (no duh, right?) and pointed and I liked 
the essay about the protest over the Cassini space probe 
(which had a large amount of plutonium) and how it ties 
into corporatism and media obfuscation. Anyway, I still 
wish that AAA were a straight punk band without the ska 
but I’m willing to overlook it, in this instance. (PO Box 
7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 

AINA-Sevens (B-Core) 

The yearning, poppy/emo thing and it shows right down 
to the artistic packaging. Don’t take that as a slam ‘cause 
this band from Spain are decent at it. Energetic and cas¬ 
cading, with a warm glow to the arrangements. Knockout 
hooks for “Waters Tower” and the instrumental “22.” 
Samiam, Jawbox, Garden Variety and Moving Targets are 
some of the bands who run through my mind while hear¬ 
ing these tunes and that’s not a bad place to be. There’s 
not a lot of quick-paced ferocity—Aina prefer the shim- 
mery approach but there’s plenty of bite with the melody. 
(Apt. Correus 35.221, 08080 Barcelona, SPAIN) 

AIN’T-lf It’s Illegal To Rock and Roll, Then Throw My 
Ass In Jail (Gluttony) 

This SF four-piece are definitely rockin’‘n rollin’. Jack 
Endino produced and Ain’t definitely embrace some Se- 
attle-isms, notably for the Soundgarden-ish “Rum Old 
Joker” and heavier “0-3.” They also 
sound quite 



— a bit like the 

Gits, at times. Laurian has a com¬ 
manding vocal presence and the volume-oriented ap¬ 
proach works well for the speedy likes of “Folk Devils & 
Moral Panic," “Rocky’s Last Kiss” and a feedback-laced 
tear-through of Motorhead’s “Rock'n Roll.” A rebound from 
their spotty second album. (584 Castro St., Suite 622 
SF, CA 94114) 

ALL ELSE FAILED-A Most Bitter Season (Temper¬ 
ance) 

Cacophonous and agonizing. All Else Failed musically 
bare their souls with the hammer effect, trundging through 
musical fields of exorcistic misery. ‘The Last One” does, 
indeed, go on forever, through a feedback-drenched jam 
to its wrenching conclusion and the balance of the mate¬ 
rial follows a similarly tormented path. Certainly atten¬ 
tion-grabbing, although the relentlessness tends to get 
numbing. (PO Box 685, Northfield, NJ 08225) 

ALL ILL-Mind Power (B-Core) 

Ultra-core. All III pound their songs to a bloody corpse, 
with hyperspeed thrash brevity along the lines of early 
DRI or Napalm Death. That’s an extreme approach but 
they tend to fare better when slowing it down somewhat. 
The venom is given breathing room for a direct assault. 
Those attributes are played up for “All III” and the almost 
Germs-like “Not Like You.” Within the barrage are mo¬ 
ments of savage excellence. (Apt. Correus 35.221,08080 


ALL NATURAL LEMON & LIME FLAVORS-Turning Into 
Small (Gern Blandsten) 

Call it dream rock? That feeling you get as you drift off 
to slumber... not out of a state of boredom but, rather, a 
sonic lullaby effect. Textured, soothing music with a trancy, 
multi-layered melodicism. There are certainly precedents 
from the UK for this sort of sound and, deny all they want, 
I can most-assuredly hear My Bloody Valentine, early 
Lush, early Cocteaus and a little Stereolab in ANF&LF’s 
cloud-like ambiance. Still, it’s not specifically like any of 
those bands. All kinds of weird happenings in this sound- 
blanket. (PO Box 356, River Edge, NJ 07661) 

ALL OUT WAR-Truth In The Age Of Lies (Gain Ground) 

Brutal hardcore coming to you straight outta New York. 
If you could imagine a harder Wrecking Crew and a faster 
Agnostic Front then you would hit this right on the button. 
The vocals are an exact replica from both those East 
Coast legends. At times Mike Score seems to mix in 
Carcass but, for the most part, it’s the same classic “Hut, 
Hut” vocal style. Musically these guys pack a punch. I 
couldn’t really dig anything up that was faster or even 
came close to challenging this CD (Band: 3 Malmros Ter¬ 
race, Poughkeepsie, NY 12601) (Zak) 

ALL-SCARS (Slowdime/Dischord) 

Over the past few years, the releases from the Dischord 
house (and their affiliates^have been getting stranger. To 
wit, this CD featuring Dug E. Bird (ex-Beefeater/Fidelity 
Jones/Rain Like The Sound Of Trains bassist) and 
Brendan Canty (Fugazi drummer) tends be all over 
the map as far as sounds: a little Fugazi here, a little 
noise-jazz jamming styling there, some No Wave and 
some ambient elsewhere. I am reminded of a Fugazi- 
meets-lower East Side NYC noise scene for most 
of this. There are no song names for this CD (tracks 
1 -9 are called “Early Set” and tracks 10-16 are called 
“Ambient Set”) and all the songs are segued with¬ 
out silence. So it sounds like one long 43-minute 
piece and about as far away from Minor Threat as 
you can get. Which I am sure was this band’s in¬ 
tention. (Slowdime: PO Box 414, Arlington, VA 
22210) (Scott Munroe) 

AMERICAN STEEL (New Disorder) 

1 A revolution good enough to mash up a na¬ 
tion? Well, American Steel mash punk and ska 
together with an emphasis on gritty, sandpaper- 
1 voiced exultations and crack, guitar-oriented mu¬ 
sicianship. Clash and Oplvy records worn 
ragged and not a horn in sight (thankfully!). 
“Fargo” isn’t a tribute to the Coen brothers film— 
it’s a lashing out against the bigotries and 
ignornace that pervades small-town america 
(not that the “big city" should get off easier) 
and done with soul-eruptive forcefulness. 
Played as if their very being depended on it 
(445 14th St., SF, CA 94103) 

AMON AMARTH-Once Sent From The 
Golden Hall (Metal Blade) 

Sinister visages glowering from 
the back cover and sinister music. Forged in 
fire, but also melodic. Melodic death metal? 
‘Tis true. You’ve got the growled vocals and low- 
tuned guitars but there’s a horror-movie, gothic atmo¬ 
sphere. Viking-oriented lyrics, with vivid war imagery that’s 
on a level with Manowar’s (meaning kinda silly) but they 
churn with fierce grace. (2828 W. Cochran St., #302, Simi 
Valley, CA 93065) 

ANGER-Juvenile Anthems! (Black Pumpkin) 

Good ‘ol fashioned slam-it-out punk songs. The back 
cover states ‘We’re from New Jersey and you can all go 
fuck yourselves.” That’s laying it on the line pretty suc¬ 
cinctly—Anger’s songs are, well, pretty fucking angry 
sounding. Going after asshole bouncers, the music biz, 
gun nuts and mindless television and doing so with a 
spirited, often tuneful stun-attack. Warped enough to turn 
Joe Jackson’s “I’m The Man” into “I Am Spock” and tear 
CCR and Elvis apart on the bonus track. There’s a re¬ 
freshing back-to-basics attitude, here. (PO Box 4577 
River Edge, NJ 07661-4377) 

ARMITAGE SHANKS-Cacophony Now (Damaged 
Goods) 

Fuck...fuuuuck... loud and raw. Live and pissed in a 
pub somewhere, no doubt and extremely lo-fi. The Shanks 
dish out quite the punk rock racket, pissing all over ev¬ 
erything in sight. Nicking the Buzzcocks 1 "Fast Cars” for 
their own “Shirts Off." With the crud-up sound, I could 
imagine Billy Childish looking on in approval and the 
Armitage Shanks could be Mr. Childish’s uncontrollable 
id. If you want a polished, professional and clean-sound- 



ing album, this ain't the place to go. But if it's rock 'n roll 
primal fervor you desire, this is the shit. (PO Box 671, 
London El7 6NF, ENGLAND) 

ARSON FAMILY-La Cosa Nostra (Mobcore) 

Rhode Island is the smallest state in the nation but 
they’ve produced their share of strong bands over the 
years and the Arson Family are next in line for that legacy. 
This up ‘n coming quantity unleash quite a ferocious punk 
onslaught. Fast and aggressive with agitated vobals 
complementing the stinging barrage. Drawing inspiration 
from Black Flag and other early-to-mid 80s hardcore 
forms. The first impulse is made obvious by their cover of 
‘Thirsty and Miserable” but that’s only part of the story. 
No wank or excess—just non-stop burn (sorry!) and the 
Arson Family are a force to be reckoned with. (PO Box 
5177, Wakefield, Rl 02880) 

ASTEROID B-612-All New Hits (Lance Rock) 

Detroit/Australian kinship forever. That might seem like 
a strange observation until you realize that there’s a two 
decade tradition of Aussie bands who have made the 
tough sounds of the Motor City their own. Unabashed 
Stooges and MC5 worship (along with other trad and 
punkish influences) and harnessed into high-octane rock 
*n roll. Asteroid B-612 do just that, with a straight-ahead, 
rock ‘n roll swagger that bristles with newfound energy 
for the likes of “Farewell Cosmic Commander,” “I’ve Had 
You,” “Straight Back To You,"etc... Rehashing what’s been 
done before and they’re so refreshingly brazen about it 
and possess that ability to ROCK that it ends up being 
cool. (1223 College Dr., Nainaimo, BC, CANADA V9R 
5Z5) 

ATTACKED/SPIKY JOYS-Just Another Punk (Knock 
Out) 

Two Japanese bands doing what could loosely be 
termed street punk but each has a somewhat different 
take. The Attacked, with the better-produced 
session, favor buzzing guitars and a melodic 
thrust. The Spiky Joys exist in a more crude¬ 
sounding demimonde and rattle along wih a fast- 
paced, ‘82 UK punch. Drawing from the No Fu¬ 
ture bands and early Exploited for inspiration 
and certainly soul-mates with their countrymen 
the Discocks. Rumblings from the east. (Cargo, 

1525 W. Homer, Chicago, IL 60622) 

ATTHE DRIVE-IN-EI Gran Orgo (OffTime, EP) 

Careen... sting... lurch... those are the meth¬ 
ods utilized in different songs by At The Drive-In 
on this 6 song EP and it’s a sometimes exhila¬ 
rating, sometimes puzzling indy rock/emo/punk 
blend. A few of the song ideas seem half-devel¬ 
oped, then they’ll connect with a surging me¬ 
lodic line as on the final track, “Speechless." Has 
its moments. (PO Box 479176, Chicago, IL 
60647) 

AUTOMATICS-20 Golden Greats! (Mutant 
Pop, EP) 

Yeah, a 20 song EP or mini-album or| 
whatever...punk rock for short attention-spans 
as we have the digital packaging of a couple of 
Automatics’ 10 song 7”s. You following so-far? 

Simple and basic fast punk, delivered in three chords or 
less. And no one trick pony—there’s some songs that 
owe more thar*a slight debt to the Ramones or Queers 
but “Sit and Drink” gets out the garage jones. What’s it all 
about? ‘Twenty four years old in a punk rock band. I ain’t 
got no life I ain’t got no plan.” Living for playing the music 
they love and accomplishing it with hearty gusto. (5010 
NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 

AUTUMN (Crisis, EP) 

Autumn... not too fond of the season, with the onset of 
the cold weather and the shorter days. Autumn the band... 
not too fond of this EP, either. Musically solid, flowing from 
quiet passages to metal-emo bludgeon but getting over¬ 
wrought even in a four song serving. The biggest handi¬ 
cap, to be blunt, is George Chamberlin’s vocals—whether 
an over-dramatic timbre or the gutteral shrieking in which 
he indulges. The emo kids will love it... but to these ears, 
it’s somewhat excrucitating. (PO Box 5232, Huntington 
Beach, CA 92615-5232) 

AVAIL/YOUNG PIONEERS-The Fall Of Richmond 
(Lookout, EP) 

AVAIL-OverThe James (Lookout) 

Folk music is music for folks—that’s what Mike Watt 
told me many years ago and he stole it, I’m pretty sure. 
Avail continue to merge that folky undertow with driving, 
melodious rock. On the split EP with the Young Pioneers, 
they break out the acoustic along with the electric instru¬ 
ments for “Lombardy St.,” giving in to those folky impulses. 
“New #2,” meanwhile, scampers with high-fueled inten¬ 


sity and they cover Bill E. Joel’s “You May Be Right” with¬ 
out flinching. The Pioneers play on the civil war and ra¬ 
cial themes displayed on the artwork and do so with a 
sublimely catchy muse. Except for the lyrical content, 
“Death To The Coalition” might have fit in on a Foghat or 
early AC/DC record. OK, maybe not, but the Pioneers up 
the boogie quotient, here, following a spoken word piece 
in French by someone named Xavier. “Race Music,” 
meanwhile, is a jagged, slashing punk song while “Great 
White Hope” is bouncy and catchy. These guys keep you 
guessing. Hardly the sounds of a city in decline, at least 
musically. "Over The James, M meanwhile, isn't a major 
deviation from Avail's previous longplayers-balancing the 
explosive power with tuneful nuance. "Scuffle Town" is a 
full-throttle eruption with a killer chorus hook. Making their 
point from a personalized perspective and Tim vocalizes 
with both intense anger and sonorous skill. I’ve been dis¬ 
appointed, recently, with new albums by long-time favor¬ 
ite bands.There's no such disappointment, here. (PO Box 
11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 

BACKSEAT DRIVER-Son Of The City (Lucky X) 

Backseat Driver aren’t coy about their influences—mix 
the Dolls and early Kiss with some boogie-rock impusles. 
This band have the rockin’ chops and certainly fit in the 
with back-to-basics rock'n roll sound that has re-emerged 
in NYC but I still get some bad images of guys approach¬ 
ing 40 with beer guts, long greasy hair and leather jack¬ 
ets, especially when the cock-rock lead guitar parts pop 
up. Definitely a double-edged sword here. (198 Harding 
Ave., Clifton, NJ 07011) 

BAD RELIGION-Tested (Dragnet/Epic) 

AMERICAN LESION (Atlantic) 

Import-only live album, from Bad Religion and, to be 
honest, it’s not all that exciting. Not terrible, but it doesn’t 
inspire manic fits of adulation either. They add induce¬ 
ment for the die-hards with three unreleased songs. On 



a different tangent, I never noticed how much “10 In 2010” 
sounds like Focus’ “Hocus Pocus.” Closet classic-rock 
fans! A fan’s keepsake, a makeshift career retrospective, 
even digging back to the first album for “Fuck Armaged¬ 
don” and “Part III.” But it’s hardly essential. Greg Graffin’s 
solo project American Lesion doesn’t provide such a mid¬ 
dling response. It’s terrible. Acoustic guitar and piano- 
dominated singer-songwriter material and, while he has 
the voice to pull it off and the visual commentary of an 
America obsessed by material gain is certainly poignant, 
the arrangements don’t accomplish their dramatic aims. 
On the contrary, this disc turns out to be an aural sleep- 
aid. 

BAILTER SPACE-Capsul (Turnbuckle) 

Is the term “shoegazer” still applicable? For all I know, 
the Bailter Space guys might even keep their eyes off 
their footwear while playing but it was a handy term to 
categorize the moody, densely textured but melodic bands 
that sprouted up in the early 90s. And these New Zealand 
natives have been at it for ten years, now. Bailter Space’s 
new album alternates the dense wash of older efforts with 
languid, gentler touches, although volume and space-fill¬ 
ing guitar elements are still a central part of the sound. 
The fuzz is turned up for the likes of ‘Tag” and the pulver¬ 
izing “Velo,” while ‘The Sun" is a stripped-down, drum- 
heavy rocker that could’ve come out of the Jesus & Mary 
Chain songbook. A mostly-satisfying dose of pop and 
noise. (163 3rd Ave., #435, NY, NY 10003) 

BANTAM ROOSTER-Deal Me In (Crypt) 


Bluesier than any fat white guy playing at House Of 
Blues. A more-than-adequate knowledge of rock'n roll’s 
true roots. This feisty two-piece bash up a storm of in¬ 
fectious, hard-hitting back to the basics fodder. No bass 
(except on one song) to get in the way and not coming 
off as a tongue-in-cheek parody/tribute, either. Garage 
primitivism but still accessible—this is an enticing racket 
and T. Jackson Potter’s vocals exude the music’s pri¬ 
mal joyousness and dark nature. Damn good! (1250 
Long Beach Ave., Suite #101, Los Angeles, CA 90021) 

JUDI BARI-Who Bombed Judi Bari? (Alt.Tentacles) 

This 70+ minute album compiles speeches, news 
clips, and a few songs by Earth First-er Judi Bari, who 
died of breast cancer in early 1997. This selfless and 
inspirational woman dedicated herself to fighting the 
corrupt logging industry, who are quickly destroying the 
2000 year old Redwoods in Northern California. In 
1990, she was the victim of an assassination attempt 
when a bomb exploded in her car, nearly taking her 
life. The FBI, Oakland Police, and the Cointelpro, em¬ 
ploying the same methods that they used to squash 
the Black Panthers and AIM in the '60s, framed her 
and her organizing partner Darryl Cherney as terror¬ 
ists whose own bomb accidentally went off in their car. 
She details evidence of a shady conspiracy against 
her and Earth First! that seems to have transpired. The 
liner notes are packed with information and Judi’s rapid- 
fire delivery is at times funny, angry, thought-provok¬ 
ing, and in parts, brutally personal. In addition to ad¬ 
dressing the problems facing our environment, she of¬ 
fers solutions, and makes it clear that the loggers are 
exploited as well and that the real bad guys are the 
corporate fat cats on top. She truly engages the lis¬ 
tener with a combination of feminism, biocentrism, and 
labor consciousness and comes across as a very down- 
to-earth, likeable woman. This CD makes it apparent 
that the world has lost a truly amazing individual.There 
is also some neat folk music scattered 
throughout, with the guitar chords printed with 
the lyrics so you can crank up the distortion 
on your amp and play along. (PO Box 
419092, SF, CA 94141) (Anna) 

BARON AUTOMATIC-Wayfunner 
(Dummyup) 

Peppy, upbeat punk from the left coast. 
Thankfully, the annoying EpiFat drumbeat . 
isn’t in effect (thanks, Dan Y!) and Baron Au¬ 
tomatic do tear through their songs with glee¬ 
ful scrappiness. More along the lines of MTX 
or the Smugglers, although with a higher de- 
! gree of feistiness and largely absent of the 
self-conscious 60s bubblegum cheekiness. 
Hope Mattel doesn’t sue ‘em for showing 
Barbie driving with a flame-engulfed Ken. 
And maybe it was that car that slammed into 
“Bambi,” as one song mentions. The perki¬ 
ness catches up after awhile, although not 
to an overbearing point of annoyance. (PO 
Box 642634, SF, CA 94164) 

BARRICADE-Where Is The Truth (H.G. 
Fact) 

Finally, I can use this phrase 
legitimately...storm the barricade! That’s the effect ema¬ 
nating from this Japanese band’s ravenous hardcore 
attack. An absolutely sick guitar sound that singes the 
consciousness with volleys of glorious white noise. 
Barricade come on like the best Dis-bands of the early 
80s. Harshly-spat vocals and songs played at a fever¬ 
ish clip. Brutallizing and sense-lacerating. (401 Hongo- 
M, 2-36-2YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 

BEATNIK TERMITES-Live At The Orifice (Skull 
Duggery) 

Sweet but not too sweet. The Termites merge punk 
and pop and a little surf, but aren’t above throwing in a 
few mean and nasty hardcore piss-takes—notably the 
concluding "Shit, Fuck,” a deep-rooted exorcism, I’m 
sure. If termites had voices, you can imagine it would 
sound like the raspy-timbred singer in this band. Actu¬ 
ally, for all the above categorizing, he sounds kinda 
like John Felice of the Real Kids and these guys could 
be an updated version of that band. That’s a compli¬ 
ment. (77 Scituate Ave., Scituate, MA 02066) 

BETTERTHAN ATHOUSAND-Just One (Revelation) 
SHELTER-Beyond Planet Earth (Roadrunner/ 
Supesoul) 

Better Than A Thousand is a mid-to-late 80s sound¬ 
ing-hardcore band involving guys from Battery and 
Worlds Collide and fronted by Ray Cappo. He’s even 
broken out the hooded sweatshirt. Slightly more me¬ 
lodic than Youth of Today, but still mixing up the fast 
and slower tempos pretty well and a good blend of 




slashing/textured guitar lines. Ray’s vocals are grittier than 
in recent years, although not the Tony the Tiger roar of 
the old days. Have to admit enjoying this—complete youth 
crew revisitation but, heck, it sounds good and does ex¬ 
press a positive message. As for Shelter, it’s another far- 
reaching effort and it’s sometimes too much of a stretch. 
The spiritual element isn’t overt, with more of an overall 
theme of self-examination and improvement, although the 
title track tries to peg our place in the universe. This is a 
slick-sounding album. All multi-tracked guitars, harmo¬ 
nies and Ray is actually singing, here (not too badly, to 
be honest). The emphasis is on gooey power pop and 
dilettantish excursions into ska (“Alone On My Birthday"), 
industrial/hip-hop (“Helpless”), a second rate Rage 
Against The Machine cop (“Man Or Beast” and the un¬ 
credited industrial remix at the end is just ridiculous) and 
melodic semi-grunge (“Eleventh Day Of The Moon”). The 
handful of hardcore songs don’t pack much punch, ex¬ 
cept for “Time’s Ticking Away.” Good production and you 
can’t fault them for dabbling or experimenting, but some¬ 
thing feels hollow about it. It’s a long way from “We Just 
Might” to the chiming hard rock of “In Praise Of Others.” 
(Revelation : PO Box 5232, Huntington Beach, CA 92615/ 
Roadrunner : 536 Broadway, NY, NY 10012) 

BIGWIG (Our Records) 

Solid musicianship and a Boston rock pedigree com¬ 
bine to make an impressive debut. One caveat for the 
band: don’t be afraid to wander outside your genre—it 
works well. Songs like “Recipe,” a reggae-ish (Bad Brains- 
sounding) ode keep things interesting. Big Wig have plenty 
to say. Next time they play, go see them. (PO Box 706, 
Hingham, MA 02043) (Jane) 

BINGE (Mama Raunch/Fan Attic) 

Speakin’ of raunch, that’s quite a raunchy front cover, 
with a woman shoving loot into a g-string. Nope, not a 
porn rock band although certainly having its sexual mo¬ 
ments. Dark-hued hard rock straddling the grungy line, 
although with a higher energy level and edgier impetus. 
KT Gelwick’s vocals occasionally traverse the tolerable 
level (whine!, shriek!) and it may be a little too RAWK for 
you (if you’re going to cover Aerosmith, please make sure 
it’s something from their first 4 albums, please) but the 
band’s volume indulgence keeps me listening. (PO Box 
391494, Cambridge, MA 02139-0015) 

BLACK ARMY JACKET/HEMLOCK-Split (Go-Kart/ 
Sound Views) 

Ugly and assaultive sounds by both bands. Black Army 
Jacket go back and forth between blinding speed and 
heaviness. There’s a humorous transition between the 
happy-sounding and bludgeon parts of “Hot Date.” Hem¬ 
lock clearly hail from south of heaven (part of Brooklyn?), 
as the eeeevil piece, “Glorious Is The Beast” indicates. 
Soul-rending and twisting in a morass of gnarled larynx 
emanations and oozing riffage. (PO Box 20, Prince St. 
Station, NY, NY 10012) 

BLACK JACK (Estrus) 

Mean, hard and fast.This is one dirty-sounding record. 
Not 'cause of the sound quality—Black Jack don’t exactly 
have any sort of sanitized production but neither is it low- 
fidelity, either. Rather, they bash and pummel their way 
through the short songs with cranked-up bluntness and 
you barely have time to catch your breath in between. 
Some of Jack Black’s backing vocals take on death grunt 
qualities and, at other times, he takes over the mike from 
Warhead (cute) and croons in a voice that sounds like a 
hybrid of Jeffrey Lee Pierce and Glenn Danzig. Pure 
badass garage stomp—the Dwarves punching up a road¬ 
house might be one way to look at it. “Hate Generation,” 
“Free Hate Zone” and “Don’t Get In My Way” give you a 
pretty good indication of where these intimidators are 
coming from. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

BLANC ESTOC-Miststiick (DSS) 

German punk traditionalists—basic Clash and oi-in- 
spired fodder and, while the vocals almost border on the 
parodic, Blanc Estoc do have a handle on writing some 
catchy songs. “Ode To The Bier" is pretty self-explana¬ 
tory and the “so fucked up" call and response vocals are 
hilarious. No matter the language, the words are spat out 
with convincing vigor and they often kick up a good musi¬ 
cal ruckus. (PO Box 739, 4021 Linz, AUSTRIA) 

BLANKS 77-Tanked and Pogoed (Radical) 

They’ll come into your town...they’re gonna burn it 
down...they’re an American band. I’m making the Grand 
Funk connection because “Hit and Run” echoes that life 
on the road theme, although there’s no musical common 
ground. The common ground for the Blanks is lovin’The 
Punk Rock, as they affectionately refer to their chosen 
musical style. In addition to the Blanks’traditional (?) loud/ 
fast thrust, their second album has a definite Pistols fla¬ 
vor on several tracks, especially “I Don’t Wanna Be” and 


the aformentioned “Hit and Run.” Mike rants his way 
through the songs with don’t-give-a-fuck attitude and the 
Blanks keep it basic and catchy throughout. Timeless rock 
‘n roll, at the core. No matter the haircut or clothing style, 
that’s the key to the Blanks’ success. (77 Bleecker St., 
#C2-21, NY, NY 10012) 

BLIND PIGS-Sao Paulo Chaos (Grita!) 

Brazilian punks covering all the bases, from sped-up 
UK-styled thrash to west-coast/poppier fodder to a few 
blatant Clash cops. Pretty good at it, too. And I can truly 
relate to some of the lyrics, here, namely “Business 
School," being a (shudder!) graduate of a business pro¬ 
gram (shh! don’t tell anyone): 7 don’t give a fuck about 
numbers and statistics/I’d rather stay at home and listen 
to the Misfits They also update the Forgotten Rebels’ 
“No Pistols Reunion” to reflect recent developments in 
the Pistols’ saga. “Rotten Generation,” meanwhile, has 
nothing to do with Johnny and everything to do with sped- 
up mania. Well-produced but still possessing a raucous 
charisma. (PO Box 1216, NY, NY 10156) 

BLINK 182-Dude Ranch (MCA) 

One of those tough to read lyric sheets (got tired of 
turning it at 90 degree angles) and Blink 182 aren’t a big 
message-type band, anyway... Lots of tunes about fucked- 
up relationships. “Degenerate” deals not-too-delicately 
about a forced, uh, anal encounter with a farmer. “Voy¬ 
eur” is about peeping, basically. Yet, when I’m completely 
sick of pop/punk chirp, Blink 182 have an appealing ring 
in their sound to keep me listening. Big beefy guitar hooks 
and played at a mostly-fast tempo. There’s still some¬ 
thing smarmy and obnoxious about these guys but I guess 
I’m still something of a sucker for catchy songs like these. 
Oh well... 

BLOOD FOR BLOOD-Spit My Last Breath (Lost Dis¬ 
ciple) 

Music to beat people up by? Blood For Blood’s en¬ 
raged hardcore ballast creates visions of a circle-storm 
of sweat, tattoos and flailing bodies and the intent is stated 
with the first song, “Piss All OverYour Hopes and Dreams.” 
Someone’s pissed on songwriters Rob and Erick’s dreams 
because the message is one of unredeemable negativ¬ 
ity. A fatalist lyrical and musical viewpoint that draws in¬ 
fluence from Sheer Terror and comes across as even 
angrier. “Redemption Denied” is the nine-minute tour-de¬ 
force, crunching and catchy, going back and forth between 
the death-embracing chorus and Rob’s observations on 
life’s harsh nature, delivered with a quite pronounced 
Massachusetts accent. This is an interesting contrast with 
his brother Mark’s more positive perspective in the Ducky 
Boys. Life’s beaten him down and he says he’s lost hope. 
Not exactly uplifting but at least they have an outlet for 
those frustrations. (PO Box 340, Winthrop, MA 02152) 

BLOODY SODS-Up and Runnin’(Step-1) 

Pure hate and played at a healthy clip. Two ornery 
vocalists spit the venom (although I don’t think it was quite 
necessary to say “If I call you a nigger it don’t mean I 
hate/every member of your race” even if the song’s sub¬ 
ject, Louis Farrakhan is beneath contempt-make that 
well beneath. Well, that aside, this combination of fast 
ranty punk and a few oi-ish turns rip with buzzsaw aban¬ 
don and the mid-tempo “Bloody Attack” is an ass-kicking 
anthem. The Bloody Sods thrive in their outcast armor, 
sounding a ravenous punk rock call to arms. (Band: 3150 
East Highway 34, #246, Newran, GA 30263) 

BLUEBIRD (Revelation) 

Six long and endearing songs that remind me of a 
rambunctious version of Soulside or Phleg Camp. More 
and more, these days, Revelation is getting away from 
the macho testosterone hardcore and into much more 
emotive and expressive styles of music. While that may 
not sit well with some, you can no longer accuse this 
label of being stuck in a rut. Bluebird are talented, origi¬ 
nal, and, most importantly, honest in their music. A pleas¬ 
ant melodic surprise in a world chock full of heavy pos¬ 
turing. (PO Box 5232, Huntington Beach, CA, 92615- 
5232) (Jason Schreurs) 

BLUE MEANIES-FullThrottle (Thick) 

These guys do an interesting mix of ska and hardcore. 
Heavy, noisy and pretty annoying at times. While I can’t 
stand this stuff, I’m sure they would’ve been well received 
on the Warped tour and they could probably do well tour¬ 
ing with Korn, too. (916 N. Damen Ave., Chicago, IL 
60662) (Alex Dorfman) 

BLUR (Virgin) 

I love it. I love this band. This is the best band to come 
out of England in years. Put aside all the Blur vs. Oasis 
hyperbole and just concentrate on the music. These are 
the facts: five albums, each one a marked progression 
from the one before it. Combining quality lyrical content 


and shining musical skill that marries the best elements 
of British pop over the last 30 years (think Beatles/Kinks/ 
Jam/Madness) and adding today’s daily trials and tribu¬ 
lations in a poetically clever way. Blur have never missed 
the mark yet. Celebrating the mundane and making you 
realize, “hey, it’s not so bad”. And although this album is 
not as sophisticated and far more “rock” oriented (by be¬ 
ing just guitars, bass, drums and occasional keyboard) 
than the prior pop gems Blur has released, it’s the natu¬ 
ral progression. The band is older, tougher, wiser and 
able to strip down to the meat of their music. I don’t want 
to get into the whole low-fi influence thing and mention 
all the Pavement/Dinosaur Jr. bullshit. This is a great way 
to introduce yourself to Blur—then you can work your way 
backwards... (Rob Ross) 

B-MOVIE RATS-Killer Woman (Dead Beat) 

Something in my gut told me to put this on right away 
and I'm glad I followed my instincts ’cause IT FUCKING 
ROCKS!! One play through and I immediately hit the re¬ 
play button. Scorchin', smokin' garage/punk mania. The 
Rats play like there's no tomorrow-they've got to get in 
that last drink, last smoke, last fuck before the word ends 
and nothing’s going to stand in their way. The drumming 
threatens to fly off the musical rails and the rest of the 
gang keep up with slam-bang, raw 'n ready rockin’ fury. 
B-Movie = A-Level. (PO Box 283, LA, CA 90078) , 

BORIS THE SPRINKLER-Mega Anal (Bulge) 

Just what goes on in that SweetTart™, Gatorade™- 
addled mind of Reverend Norb? At least he gives the 
consumer options...you can listen to the album in its regu¬ 
lar running order or alphabetically, ‘cause it’s repeated 
that way on tracks 15-28. Twisted and side-splitting punk 
tunes, bursting with three chord smarts, about topics that 
few other humans would broach—playing Yahtzee, la¬ 
menting the lack of Pabst beer in Tijuana and a girl’s af¬ 
fection for Norb’s new-wave records. The opening rap on 
"Weird Lookin’ Woman” outdoes any loudmouthed an¬ 
nouncement about SUNDAY SUNDAY SUNDAY at the 
drag-strip. Know what I mean? And the Boris boys have 
the musical chops and snappy arranging skills to match 
Norb step for step. By the way, listen for the special 
acapella version of “Sheena’s Got A Microwave” on track 
#23. (PO Box 1173, Green Bay, Wl 54305) 

BOTCH-The Unifying Themes Of Sex, Death and Re¬ 
ligion (Excursion) 

Scorched-tonsil policy. David Verellen spits the words 
out yvith venomous vicissitude and is matched, step for 
step, by a frayed, heavy onslaught of riff butchery. They 
even delve into opera for “O Fortuna,” which has been an 
orchestral intro for many metal records over the years 
and is subjected to the metallic pummel here. Taken from 
two 7”s and a compilation track. (PO Box 2024, Seattle, 
WA 98102) 

BOUNCING SOULS (Epitaph) 

The Souls make their big(ger) label move and stick 
with what they know best, at least since they decided 
they didn’t want to be a funk-style band... that being catchy 
punk with big hooks ‘n burn. Not as pat as their west 
coast brethren and that’s fortunate. I could probably live 
without the occasional ska lick but the songs have an 
infectious ring and are often delivered at a fevered clip. 
“Single Successful Guy” rides a stinging guitar coda and 
ass-thrashing bass riff. Opening song “Cracked” unabash¬ 
edly nicks the Bad Brains’ “Big Takeover.” Cheeky and 
sometimes overly-sentimental but the energy (and fun) 
level is kept high. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

BOY SETS FIRE-The Day The Sun Went Out (Initial) 

A lot of times when I listen to a CD I get that “ho-hum, 
everything sounds the same” feeling by the time the first 
song is half over. Boy Sets Fire not only play many differ¬ 
ent song styles and tempos with inspiring recklessness, 
but they’ve kept me guessing after repeated listens. Some 
songs are more of a screamy metal-tinged hardcore va¬ 
riety, some are straight emo pop with a hint of distortion, 
and others still will slide between both styles within a song. 
Nathan either has a huge vocal range or gets tots of help 
from Chad and Darrell on background vocals. Lyrics are 
equally diverse: “Swingset” is a heartbreaking narrative 
about a sexually abused boy who takes his life in ex¬ 
change for some kind of freedom, while both “The Power 
Remains The Same” and ‘Toy Gun Anthem” give us bit¬ 
ing condemnation of sending the poor off to be slaugh¬ 
tered in war. If only more releases had this much varia¬ 
tion to offer. (PO Box 17131, Louisville, KY 40217) (Ja¬ 
son Schreurs) 

BRACKET-Novelty Forever (Fat) 

...never really got into this band and that’s still the case 
here. Bracket are an inoffensive, innocuous ‘lil pop band. 
Breathy, almost bubblegummy harmonies and bright 
melodies. “Drama Queen,” for instance, is a Weezer/Nir- 
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vana hybrid. Loping verses, big guitar chorus, you get 
the idea. ‘The Evil Bean" has a 60s pop bounce. A song 
that could conceivably have come from a cartoon show I 
watched when I was a young’un. There’s more of the 
Weezer thing for “Don’t Tell Miss Fenley.” Squeaky-clean 
pop fodder and maybe that’s the problem. I like my pop a 
little dirtier. (PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 

BRANCH MANAGER-Anything Tribal (Dischord) 

Branch Manager have a very tight sound with a funkish, 
dark emo element and cryptic lyrics. My favorite song 
was the title track with the slide guitar that occasionally 
dipped into the metal zone, but not enough to scare me. 
The first eight songs are very enjoyable to listen to; the 
last track is an instrumental. Oh yeah and my friend Tyler 
says that the lead singer, Ron Winters, is a really nice 
guy. (3819 Beecher St NW, Washington DC 20007) (Anna) 

BRAND NEW UNIT-Looking Back Again (BYO)/ 
Diddley-Squat (Creative Man) 

“Looking Back Again” is a “damage to date” deal for 
this Vancouver band and it’s definitely time to catch up. 
EP, single and demo tracks and BNU pack their songs 
with urgency and catchiness. A strong emotional element, 
both in the earnest vocals and the feverish, melodic ar¬ 
rangements. Brand New Unit have a stinging sound that 
comes across as a combination of Instigators and Dag 
Nasty. After being bored by so much pop/punk pablum, 
it’s nice to hear a band that has an accessible sound but 
also keeps the burn factor in effect. That burn is also 
readily-apparent for their new full-length album “Diddley 
Squat.” Charging out of the gates with the 1 -2 roar of 
“R.E.S.P.E.C.T.,” which is NOT an Aretha Franklin song 
and the equally velocity-driven “Deep Freeze." The hooks 
fly with pounding intent for the personalized firearms 
message of “Guns For Everyone."The songs have a depth 
and power and the sharp production brings those quali¬ 
ties out, instead of santitizing or neutralizing them. Both 
albums are keepers. (BYO : PO Box 67A64, LA, CA 90067/ 
Creative Man : 1875 Century Park East, #1165, LA, CA 
90067) 

BRATFACE-Attention Deficit Disorder (Fan Attic/Rep¬ 
robate) 

Bratty miscreants who stripmine various punk and 
heavy forms and don’t fit in with any of Boston’s various 
musical sub-genres. They probably like it that way, too. 
The tongue is probably in the cheek, especially with such 
poetic lyrics as “Gotta fight, gotta fight, gotta fight, right.’’ 
Getting out the nasties with treble-cracking guitar riffage 
and sore-throat enunciation and covering the Butthole 
Surfers and the Dead Boys on the bonus tracks means 
that they’re old enough to remember when pigeonholing 
into strict sub-genres wasn’t as prevalent. Volume and a 
rambunctious attitude were sufficient and still are. (PO 
Box 391494, Cambridge, MA 02139-0015) 

BREACH-lt’s Me God (Burning Heart) 

....it’s me, Al, and this is uneasy, unsettling and jar¬ 
ring. Breach pile on the angst with heavy, frayed riffing 
and emotion-rending vocals. Passages of quietude turn¬ 
ing over to tumultuous eruptions. Hard and heavy, but 
deadening under its all-encompassing weight. (Box 441, 
701 48 Orebro, SWEDEN) 

BROKE-Songs About Sucking 

Songs about different things in life sucking—from per¬ 
sonal tribulations to rampant consumerism—and with 
upbeat, melodic verve. Somewhere between emo and 
pop/punk and the vitriol really comes out for “10.26,” a 
scorching 42 second hardcore song about having your 
car broken into. This suburban Boston band need to have 
a higher profile—the aggressive/tuneful combination is 
promising. (153 Billings St., Sharon, MA 02067) 

BROOKLYN STEAMER-Rock ‘N Roil Part Three 
(Beaten King) 

Are the Brooklyn Steamer, who aren’t even from Brook¬ 
lyn but from Providence, going to save rock ‘n roll, as 
they allude to on the title track? That’s a tough call, but 
this band make at least show that rock (or punk rock) 
isn’t dead, anyway. A potent combination of punk, pop 
and oi, particularly on the aforementioned “Rock 'n Roll 
Part Three." Hard, fast songs like “Bleeding Pig,” “Watcher" 
and “Eternally Bored" make a strong case as well. (191 
Nashua St., Providence, Rl 02904) 

BROTHER INFERIOR-Anthems For Greater Salvation 
(Sensual Underground Ministries) 

Oklahoma—the home of some of the worst members 
of Congress in the country. A bastion of right-wing, ass- 
backwards politics and morality. But as with fellow Sooner 
Woody Guthrie, Brother Inferior are intent on bringing a 
form of protest music to the nation’s heartland. Only in¬ 
stead of folk music (although they do get folky for the 
untitled acoustic song that closes side one), these guys 


use the raging, full-on weaponry of hardcore. Brother In¬ 
ferior undertake this musical assault with a mainly fast- 
paced barrage, slowing it down on occasion and adding 
an older punk emphasis (“Land Of The Free,” “My Coun¬ 
try”). If guitars could kill, the fascists wouldn’t stand a 
chance. (PO Box 8545, Tulsa, OK 74101-5826) 

BROTHER’S KEEPER-Self-Fulfilling Prophecy 
(Trustkill, EP) 

Screech-metal... most of the screeching comes from 
Michael Lastkowski and the music is pure metal-core in 
an Earth Crisis/Snapcase vein. The guitars do coalesce 
into an ugly mesh, underpinned by adept drumming but 
the vocals grate in a short period of time and the metal 
hardcore thing really isn’t my thing. (23 Farm Edge Lane, 
Tinton Falls, NJ 07724) 

BRUISERS-Still Standing Up (Lost & Found, EP)/ 
Molotov (Cyclone, EP) 

Still standing after ten years. Only Al and Dan remain 
from the old lineup and Todd Seely returns on guitar for 
the “Still Standing” EP. The two originals, “Still Standing 
Up” and “Mainliner" continue in the tough, rootsy rock 
direction, the latter song a metaphorical tribute to former 
guitarist Rick Wimert, who died of a drug OD in ‘96. Three 
covers round out the EP—the taut, burning takes on the 
Upstarts’ “Police Oppression” and Billy Joel’s “You May 
Be Right” (or “Lunatic,” as they call it) more than make up 
for their pretty wretched rendition of Johnny Thunders’ 
“Can’t Put Your Arms Around A Memory.” “Molotov" 
shuffles the lineup yet again (Dan and Todd are out) and 
is an embrace of more aggressive punk forms. It could 
also be one of the best Bruisers’ releases ever. Al resur¬ 
rects two songs from his DVA days (1983!), with the blis¬ 
tering punk of “Six Of Them" and “Molotov,” a couple more 
hard-hitting new tracks and a full-bore remake of “Intimi¬ 
dation” from their 7.” ( Lost & Found : Biinteweg 1,30900 
Wedemark, GERMANY/ Cvclone : 24 Pleasant Run, 
Merrimack, NH 03054) 

BRUTALTRUTH-Sounds Of The Animal Kingdom (Re¬ 
lapse) 

RRRRROOOOOOOAAAAAAAARRRRRRR... 
CRUSHKILLDESTROY... ARRRRRRGGHHHHH... 
GURRRRRGLLLLLLE... all this and a Sun Ra interpre¬ 
tation. Extreme noise thrash pummel mongering. (PO Box 
251, Millersville, PA 17551) 

BUCKET OF MONKEY-Tastee Treats For The Elderly 
And Decrepid (SimpleThings) 

Happy and peppy and bursting with joy—and you tv 
hounds will recognize the reference from an old “Odd 
Couple” episode. That doesn’t mean Felix and Oscar are 
about to tackle anything on this album. Besides, Felix’s 
musical taste runs more towards opera. Mine runs to¬ 
wards punk rock, but I’ve about had my fill of this sped- 
up, poppy sound. Wise-assed and catchy, but utterly ge¬ 
neric and they lose me when resorting to ska for “Dirty 
Pants.” Nothing you haven’t heard before. (1508 Laughlin 
Ave., McLean, VA 22101) 

BUT ALIVE-Bis Jetzt Ging Alles Gut (G-7) 

Punk music from Germany, sung in the native tongue. 
They had some releases on OffTime Records in the US 
and this album comes from the Propagandhi crew’s new 
label. A credible mix of melody, power and a smattering 
of reggae and poppier material.The vocal delivery is pas¬ 
sionate and the mainly uptempo material mirrors that ef¬ 
fectively. Not album of the year material or anything but 
on the right track and the politically-charged lyrics have 
more of a personal flair, rather than reading like manifes¬ 
tos. (PO Box 3, 905 Corydon Ave., Winnipeg, MB R3R- 
3J6, CANADA) 

BY THE GRACE OF GOD-Perpective (Victory) 

Picking up where the EP left off with a stirring hardcore 
blitz. Rob pours his soul into his vocals and sounds quite 
a bit like Vic Bondi (Articles of Faith/Alloy) and, musically, 
a mix of power, crunch and melody. The vocal/musical 
tandem provide a dual vehicle for the passionate expres¬ 
sion. The disc concludes with a poem, “I Will Not Bow 
Down," written and performed by Ron Whitehead that 
castigates the american corporate/consumerist/political 
system pretty effectively. I ain’t much for poetry and it 
does read like a lefty handbook but, well, people have to 
keep hearing this shit. People also have to keep hearing 
By The Grace Of God to remember how good hardcore 
can sound. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 

CANDY MACHINE-Tune International (DeSoto/ 
Dischord) 

Candy Machine’s third album has one foot in the past 
and one trying to keep up with the present “Instamatic" 
plays psychedelically-ringing guitar off a percolating, in¬ 
novative drum/percussion tandem, while “9428H” rocks 
with the accustomed lightning-bolt authority. “John Law” 


has a mesmerizing guitar/bass interweave, as does the 
funky, Gof4-ish “Exits and Entrances." “Plastic Lens” 
comes from a PIL “Second Edition” motif. Candy Machine 
could never be accused of a lack of creativity—and even 
if this album eschews some of the jarring nature of their 
first two albums for a smoother, sometimes subdued ap¬ 
proach, there’s still an adequate amount of instrumental 
dynamism to keep 'em afloat. (PO Box 60335, Washing¬ 
ton, DC 20039) 

CANDY SNATCHERS-Pissed Off, Ripped Off, 
Screwed: The First Two Years (Go-Kart) 

The arrival of a Candy Snatchers CD on an otherwise- 
dreary day is a reason to keep on living. These high-pow¬ 
ered rock’n roll savages have created quite a butt-bootin’ 
legacy in a relatively short period of time. A collection of 
singles, comp tracks, etc... and featuring driving, garage/ 
punk/buzz topped off with quavering, edge-of-sanity vo¬ 
cals (is Larry May related to Clawhammer’s Jon Wahl?). 
Extra credit for doing the Saints' “Lost & Found” justice. If 
it’s the basic, bottle-smashing punk you crave, this does 
the job. Oh yeah... (PO Box 20, Prince St. Station, NY, 
NY 10012) 

CARDS IN SPOKES-React (Allied) 

Mod emo? Why not... maybe it’s those arrows on the 
cover and these Floridians sense of style displayed on 
the photo but there’s also a pronounced 60s emphasis in 
the harmonies and punchy compositions. The way they 
push the melody on “Catatonic” or the bouncy arrange¬ 
ment for “Hypocriteria." “American Beach Has Gone Bad" 
revs along an infectious bass-line. Shades Apart meets 
the Jam? That impression crosses the mind on some of 
the tunes here. The mod love for soul comes out most 
blatantly for the wry “Scratch The Dance Itch.” A full- 
fledged youth explosion! (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 

CASH MONEY-Halos Of Smoke and Fire (Touch & Go) 

Nepotism? Dilletantism? The first accusation could be 
due to the fact that drummer Scott Giampino is employed 
by Touch & Go as their publicist (so I’d better be nice, 
right?).The second usually comes from any group of white 
boys attempting to play the blues. Goes as far back as 
the history of rock ‘n roll itself. Well, Cash Money lay any 
suspicions to rest. This fired-up slop is steeped in the 
music’s traditional aspects but they won’t make you think 
of any honkys dressed up in pimp suits and making im¬ 
beciles of themselves in front of guilty yuppies at the 
House Of Blues. Cash Money understand that they’re 
thieves, in the same way Zeppelin were thieves but they 
take it on a different tangent and fuckin’ DO something 
with it. The organ drones effectively behind the duo on 
“El Toro” and “Midnight Shakes” lives up to its title with 
some blazing harmonica playing. Not just rehashing the 
past and the affection sounds genuine, instead of an in¬ 
joke lark. (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 

CAUSE FOR ALARM-BIrth After Birth (Victory, EP) 

Keeping the speedy throttle alive. Cause For Alarm 
continue their comeback with this high-energy EP. Keith 
Burkhardt is a spiritual person but doesn’t bash you over 
the head with religious dogma. He does encourage a 
spiritual outlook on “Rite Of Passage,” but it’s not the same 
as saying “believe this way or you’re going to hell” and he 
writes against such a mentality in the notes. The music 
hits the head hard, with old-school NYHC furor and a 
dash of hard-rockin’ might. CFA still have something to 
offer nearly 15 years after the first 7”. (PO Box 146546, 
Chicago, IL 60614) 

CEREBROS EXPRIMIDOS-Demencia (Grita!) 

This Spanish crossover hardcore band are a sound 
bite from my high school years in the late 80’s. Fast choppy 
riffs with at least three guitar solos per two minute tune. 
Not much variation between songs. Would fit in perfect 
on a comp tape with old DRI, Raw Power, and The Ac¬ 
cused. Not sure how much I can benefit from listening to 
this now, save for the aforementioned bit of nostalgia, but 
if you missed out on the late 80’s crossover scene or 
need a jolt of yesteryear, pick this up. Also, I really re¬ 
spect bands and labels who don’t feel the need to Ameri¬ 
canize their releases. Lyrics and booklet are in Spanish. 
(PO Box 1216, NY, NY 10156) (Jason Schreurs) 

CHAOS UK-The Morning After The Night Before 
(Cleopatra) 

The unrepentant cider-guzzlers continue to take the 
piss (in more ways than one), slamming out the high- 
powered thrash and mid-tempo, street punk forms with 
scurrilous abandon. “Dis-Gruntled" is more than ironically- 
titled, starting with the same documentary sample as on 
Discharge’s “Hear Nothing” album, while “Little Bastard” 
conveys its misanthropy with Pistois-ian crunch. Don’t 
know if we need the techno version of “Farmyard Boogie," 
though. Snappy songs and definitely not taking them¬ 
selves too seriously. At least they’re in on the joke and it’s 
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punk tribute and satire at the same time. (8726 S. 
Sepulveda Blvd., Suite D82, Los Angeles, CA 90045) 

CHARLES BRONSON-Youth Attack! (Lengua Armada) 

Savage, relentless pummelling. Charles Bronson's 
hammering hardcore blitz comes without warning, never 
letting up from the hyper-speed barrage. Ultra-fast, but 
not falling apart and the Necros/Husker covers are a nice 
touch. Nothing else nice about it, though. Sarcastic, ob¬ 
noxious, humorous and totally kicking ass. What more 
could you ask for? (2340 W. 24th St., Chicago, IL 60608) 

CHEATER SLICKS-ForgiveThee (InThe Red, dbl. CD) 

The Slicks haven’t been heard from in awhile and 
here’s two discs worth of their deconstructive slop. A hand¬ 
book on the history of rock ‘n roll—mega-primitivism that 
engulfs those older forms with a loose emphasis. The 
soul of the 60s era Stones beats through many of these 
compositions and they also scare up a heavy duty riff for 
“Arm Yourself” that conjures up Blue Cheer, while “Ev¬ 
erybody Knows One” is nearly eight minutes of expan¬ 
sive bash, followed by the swamp blues of “Hypnosis." 
Primitive but not thin-sounding—the three Slicks make a 
ferocious, room-fulling racket with their two guitars and 
drum-kit. (2627 East Strong Place, Anaheim, CA 92806) 

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE A.D.-Speed Freaks (Mother 
Box) 

Completely unfashionable... One of 'em seems to be 
balding and has gray hair. Most of 'em have long hair, 
period. And the music is unfashionable, as well—nothing 
scientific, just loud ‘n fast, to offer a twist on a long-ago 
Dictators’ song. It is all about speed and Christian Sci¬ 
ence A.D.’s punk stylings have plenty of that quality. Com¬ 
bine that with a piledriving hard rock tilt and all the bowl- 
over qualities are in place. A good album to have on while 
reading about the latest musical trends in one of those 
glossy magazines (I’ll admit it—I’m reading Spin while 
reviewing this disc) and realizing that blazing guitars and 
catchy songs are still more than enough. Progress for 
progress’ sake isn’t necessarily an asset. (60 Denton Ave., 
E. Rockaway, NY 11518) 

CHRISTIE FRONT DRIVE (Caulfield) 

Emo-type bands usually approach their music as an 
all-out power assualt or take the slowly-unfold, build to a 
crest with glimmering-beauty route. Or something like that. 
CFD utilize the second approach. The transitions from 
quiet to loud are subtle and occasionally build to a satis¬ 
fying conclusion. That attribute is best executed for “Seven 
Day Candle.” But, wliile some gorgeous melodies do 
emerge from the building textures, it’s definitely a more 
deliberate, as opposed to assaultive, method. I like the 
shake-up method better, to be honest. Their previous CD 
release had both a similar charm and weakness and this 
sound doesn’t draw me in as much as it did a few years 
ago. (PO Box 84323, Lincoln, NE 68501) 

CHUCK-Westward Ho! (Fearless) 

Fastpoppunk. West Coast ho! Chuck’s second album 
doesn’t deviate far from the blueprint. Impassioned vo¬ 
cals exulting personal sentiments over a largely quick¬ 
paced, hooky song assortment. “P.O.C." does turn it down 
a notch and has a hauntingly melodic quality. Kris Reilly’s 
vocals also display an appealingly gruff timbre, kind of 
like Tony from No Use For A Name with a sore throat. 
Hard to either fault or rave over. Seems to be the reaction 
to most albums of this type, lately. (13772 Goldenwest 
St., #545, Westminster, CA 92683) 

CLAIRMEL-Fair Weather Fan (No Idea) 

Ooooh.... my copy is half gray and half blue vinyl. And 
it captures that cloudy day feeling. Let’s sidestep using 
the big “e” word, although it wouldn’t be off the mark. 
Clairmel’s big chord buildups and ragged melodicism 
occasionally have a kinship with Superchunk. A line about 
“all that I’ve been through” and there’s an attempt to ex¬ 
press that in both vocal and musical terms. Swirling, dart¬ 
ing, surging guitar chords, haggard vocals and hooks 
beneath the fray. ‘West Of Willow” sizzles with punchy, 
hold-nothing-back power and they keep up that momen¬ 
tum a good amount of the time. (PO Box 14636, 
Gainesville, FL 32604-4636) 

CLETUS-Protein Packed (Johann’s Face) 

Bright, catchy punk once again with some wise-assed 
lyrics. Johnny Puke apparently doesn’t appreciate either 
Canada or Joe Queer’s new-found sobriety. He croons 
those sentiments with adenoid-enhanced sweetness, 
though. I don’t want to live on a steady diet of this sort of 
thing, anymore, but Cletus favor a snappy guitar sound 
(from Kevin Lewey who, sadly, committed suicide less 
than two months after this was recorded) and Horace 
Pinker’s Bryan Jones contributes a hard-hitting backbeat 
and both of those elements toughen things up. (PO Box 
479164, Chicago, IL 60647) 


COCK SPARRER-Best Of (Dr. Strange) 

Collection of (probably) 90s recordings of some of their 
"classic" material, live songs from Germany... and it's 
amusing to hear the German-accented crowd sing "En¬ 
gland Belongs To Me," plus a few new tunes. Cock 
Sparrer's origins pre-date punk and there's a good-timey 
rock 'n roll feeling in their melodious punk stylings. Colin 
McFaull has a distinctive set of pipes and these guys have 
definitely written their share of great songs over the years: 
"Runnin’ Riot," "Where Are They Now," and "Because 
You're Young." Have a pint on 'em. (PO Box 7000-117, 
Alta Loma, CA 91701) 

COLOSSAMITE (Skin Graft, EP) 

DAZZLING KILLMEN-Recuerda (Skin Graft) 

Thrown into the fray of anxiousness. Colossamite agi¬ 
tate and claw their way through these haphazard compo¬ 
sitions. Guitarist/vocalist Nick Sakes is a former member 
of noise-kings Dazzling Killmen and Colossamite have a 
similar hammer-damaged, provocative nature. A collision 
of jagged guitar tones, vocal yowls and clambering drum¬ 
ming and a pretty sound it ain’t. Unpredictable and cas¬ 
cading through violent peaks and valleys. “Is To Isn’t” is a 
crazed culmination. Nick’s former band is anthologized 
on “Recuerda.” Consisting of 7” tracks and a ten song 
live performance in Chicago and rolling through slash ‘n 
brood territory. The Killmen were an underrated band, an 
often-visceral cauldron of flail and menace. Roiling and 
violent in their best moments and never straying far from 
the savage path, although some later tracks did get some¬ 
what pensive. The final track is a braying mesh of howl¬ 
ing anguish, skittering guitar slash and wanton sax ato- 
nality. Cool! (PO Box 257546, Chicago, IL 60625) 

COMMANDER VENUS-The Uneventful Vacation 
(Thick) 

Any charm I can find in the indie-rock songs of Com¬ 
mander Venus is cancelled out by the whiny vocals of 
their seventeen year-old lead singer. I like the overall 
sound of this band. Honest, energetic, and emotive. Very 
similar to Superchunk or Archers Of Loaf. Get back to 
me when the singer hits puberty, because his voice has 
got to change for the better. It can’t get much worse. (916 
N.Damen, Chicago, IL 60622) (Jason Schreurs) 

CONNIE DUNGS (Mutant Pop) 

Idle thought...Brandon, the gravelly/eternally adoles¬ 
cent-sounding voice for the Connie Dungs sounds like 
Mark Lind of the Ducky Boys recorded at 33 and played 
at 45. Hey, I’ve got to find some way to pad out these 
reviews that don’t require much explanation. Tuneful, fast 
punk with loud guitars and poppy structures and accom¬ 
panied by a 20 page lyric book filled with cool drawings. 
Definitely “punk enough for you,” despite the lyrical plaint 
in the song of that name. ($10 ppd to 5010 NW Shasta, 
Corvallis, OR 97330) 

JULIAN COPE-Interpreter (KAK/Echo, UK) 

What can I say about a man whose music I’ve loved 
for the better part of 16 years? With or without The Tear¬ 
drop Explodes, Julian Cope has been one of the most 
influential musicians in my life, so it’s a tad difficult to be 
completely objective; whenever he releases a new LP. I 
have to have it immediately and “Interpreter” is no excep¬ 
tion. While it’s a bit more electronically oriented than his 
other solo efforts, it’s not bad, by any means. It’s not as 
“rock” as other efforts—this is more “danceable” (for lack 
of a better, more subtle reference), but there’s much more 
of unifying theme throughout this album; that of the de¬ 
cline of the earth and what the future may hold. “I Come 
From Another Planet, Baby" is one of the funnest and yet 
saddest little pop songs I’ve heard and one of the catchi¬ 
est. “Plantary Sit In” is a great get-down number, espe¬ 
cially the dance mix for 20 minutes and ‘The Battle For 
The Trees” is the album’s poignant centerpiece. Anything 
and everything that Julian Cope releases is just fine by 
and with me. This album is no exception. It should be 
duly noted that this album will not be released in the U.S. 
and the next album, “Citizen Caned” is due any minute 
now. God bless his prolific nature... (Rob Ross) 

CORRUPTED/NOOTHGRUSH (Reservoir) 

Neither of these bands have much use for humanity, 
especially Noothgrush. A painful musical exorcism, as 
both acts indulge in stretched-out metallic ooze. The pri¬ 
mordial sludge variety and it's pushed beyond the toler¬ 
ance threshold. Ellen came in the room and pondered, 
"is this what hell sounds like?" She could have a point, 
there. (PO Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 11379-0366) 

COSMIC PSYCHOS-Oh What A Lovely Pie (AmRep) 

Manly sounds from kangaroo land—and I do mean 
manly. The Psychos have probably never banged drums 
in the woods or engaged in one of those group hug ses¬ 
sions or whatever. Take one look at photo essay depict¬ 


ing a pie orgy the boys engage in with three rather un¬ 
dressed females and the “suck my penis” line on “Super 
Vixen” and you know sensitive ain’t in their vocabulary. 
The Psychos are ornery sons of bitches who’ve been 
bashing out earth-moving punk sounds for years with the 
subtlety of a bulldozer. Ross Knight’s yobbo yowl is ac¬ 
companied by the fuzziest four-string this side of Lemmy 
and complemented by Bill Walsh’s solid backbeat and 
Robbie Watts’ scorch-bender axework. Maybe not as 
shakingly inspirational as “Go The Hack” (still their, uh, 
artistic pinnacle) but the Psychos’ volume and woods- 
clearing assault is still an antidote to the wishy-washy or 
mamby-pamby. Pass me a Foster’s. (2645 1st Ave., S., 
Minneapolis, MN 55408) 

COUNTDOWNS-Right On Sound (Scooch Pooch) 

They ain’t even from Texas but the Countdowns got 
Tim Kerr to produce and they’ve got the down-home slop 
sound nailed. For all the precious roots rockers wannabes, 
fuck 'em all! Here’s yet another band that understands 
the truly devilicious properties of roots, raunch and rock. 
Some kick-ass drumming that fuels the boogie-train of 
“Crawlin’ Back To You” and the scorch flies for 
“Ghettoblaster” and “Check Yourself.” None other than Hot 
Lips Hannigan (sampled from a great Flintstones’ epi¬ 
sode) scoodly-ow-wow-wowsa\ the beginning of the soul¬ 
ful, Booker T-ized instrumental “Activate Her.” Now that’s 
an endorsement to admire. (323 Broadway E, #405, Se¬ 
attle, WA 98102) 

COUSIN OLIVER-(818) (Drive-Thru) 

Big powerchords open the record and I’m momentarily 
thinking, great, a dose of punk but then the horns come 
in, along with the skanky beat and the brief burst of plea¬ 
sure is mostly over. Cousin Oliver do have some humor¬ 
ous lyrics, especially “Shot My Boss” and that song, “Day¬ 
time TV Talk Shows” and “Rock Star” possess a ranty 
drive but that’s about it. The ska and reggae that com¬ 
prise the large balance of the songs come and go in for¬ 
gettable fashion. (PO Box 461115, Hollywood, CA 90046) 

CRAMPS-Big Beat From Badsville (Epitaph) 

The Cramps are one of the few punk-era bands to 
make it through to this day without having split up. Sure, 
there have been personnel shuffles along the way but 
Lux and Ivy have never given up the ship and continue to 
do their thing well. Escapist, double and triple entendre 
fun fusing deviant sexuality with the best the Sun catalog 
has to offer. They don’t change much from record to 
record, although the low-fi ‘n dirty days are long gone 
and Lux doesn’t sound quite as devil-haunted. But for all 
the second-rate rockabilly revivalists out there, the 
Cramps’ knowing trashiness and embrace of lowball cul¬ 
ture is smarter, funnier and devoid of pretense. Reverb 
mania! (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

CRANK-Two Smokes For Your Dog (Pop Culture) 

Sit back and relax and enjoy this. Prime melodic 
hardcore straight outta Canada. Nothing like the crud that 
comes out of California.This is actually good. The pound¬ 
ing of the drums is halucogenic, the vocals are like a thrust 
of fresh air on a cold winter’s day—breathtaking... I’m 
very proud to say punk is alive and it’s brewing in Crank. 
And, get this, they get a female friend to help do a Paula 
Abdul song from the 80’s on a hidden track! Fucking awe¬ 
some. Definitely the best damn record I have heard in 
the last six months. (7326 Rideau Valley Dr., Kars, ON 
K0A 2E0, CANADA) (Brian Disagree) 

CRAW-Map, Monitor, Surge (Cambodia) 

Steve Albini-produced riff rock in the Jesus Lizard 
ballpark. That’s the basic description that could get me 
into a lot of trouble with the vague police. Truth is, this is 
a lot more herky-jerky than your basic sludge band. Way 
more weirdness going on here—from the demented lyr¬ 
ics, spooky vocal delivery, and manic tempo changes, to 
the illegible purple on purple album jacket, and song titles 
like “Killer Microbes Devour Cleveland” (and that’s the 
normalest of the bunch). Craw is an appropriate name 
because this band embedded themselves into mine. My 
craw, that is. (16013 Waterloo Rd., Suite 405, Cleveland, 
OH 44110) (Jason Schreurs) 

CRIMINALS-Never Been Caught (Lookout) 

Anti-social and pissed-sounding punk rock that comes 
across as a throwback to the early 80s California style. A 
sense of danger and aggression, from the sting’ n slash 
guitar riffs to ex-Blatz yowler Jesse’s Darby-esque 
phlegm-snarl. Laments about the youth that are left be¬ 
hind, who despise school but wonder if there’s any sort 
of future beyond that. The Criminals’ music captures the 
desperation and agitation in their punchy, non-poppy 
songs. No sweetness—just bile, albeit in an accessible 
format. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 

CRISIS-The Hollowing (Metal Blade) 


Heavy and doomy and dark and unforgiving... Karyn 
Crisis exploits the schizophrenic nature of her voice, from 
whispering and gentle coos to toenail-ripping demonic 
wails as the band slog through a detuned but surpris¬ 
ingly rhythmically-versatile set of songs. Even a little of 
the metalloid boogie for ‘Take The Low Road," although 
we’re not talking boogie in the conventional sense—more 
like the boogie-woman unleashing her fury. The crush of 
the weight becomes cumbersome after awhile, though. 
(2828 W. Cochran St., #302, Simi Valley, CA 93065) 

CULT MANIAX-Live at Adam and Eves (Retch) 

Hey, their singer is named Big Al so that’s one thing in 
their favor, already. Actually, even if he was named 
Derwood, I’d probably have given this the thumb’s up. 
For a live recording, there’s not much crowd noise present 
nor interaction but these guys have a dark-hued sound- 
early Joy Division primitivism in a punkier, aggressive 
framework. Growly guitars and resonant vocals that have 
both a dramatic flutter and an everyyob quality mixed to¬ 
gether. A quiet intensity—the songs have a thorny en¬ 
ergy but not in a mercilessly, blazing way; there’s more of 
a deliberate attack at work. (49 Rose Crescent, Woodvale, 
Southport, Merseyside, ENGLAND PR8 3RZ) 

CURSIVE-such blinding stars for starving eyes 
(Crank) 

So I’m talking about the stuff I got to review with a 
friend and mention this, saying I thought it was a pretty 
good “emo” album. The friend ACCUSES me of liking it 
as if I’ve committed some great sin. You know what? I 
was wrong, because Cursive ain’t really emo and I love 
this. They do this great buildup over the first three songs, 
culminating with the with-itness of “Ceilings Crack.” What 
especially sets Cursive apart from an increasing satura¬ 
tion of soundalikes is Tim tosher's stream-of-conscious- 
ness lyrics and an overall sense of maturity that prevails 
in all the songs. It may be bandwagon jumping, but Cur¬ 
sive at least know what they’re doing. Another fine Mid¬ 
western (along with the Get-Up Kids and the Promise 
Ring) band in the genre. (1223 Wilshire Blvd. #173, Santa 
Monica, CA 90403) (Phil Lerman) 

JEFF DAHL-Heart Full Of Snot (Triple X) 

Ahh, yass, Mr. Jeff Dahl continues his mission to bring 
real, no-frills, no-bullshit RAWKANFUCKINROLL to the 
masses! Unapologetic in its trashy, trebly production, 
screechy, simple, dirty leads and boundless Tuck You!!!" 
snarl, not to mention a healthy dose of unpretentiousness, 
this CD absolutely merits the title. The foremost disciple 
of Thunders, Iggy, Lou Reed, et al out there strikes again 
and as reedy as his vocals are, his intent is pure and 
uncluttered and that’s what counts. Gotta love it... this 
will win out over any boring bad heavy metal, I mean, 
“vegan sXe” band out there in my universe because it’s 
so much FUN to listen to! And that is what rock n’ roll 
ought to be no matter what. (PO Box 862529, LA, CA 
90086) (Chris) 

DAMAD-Rise and Fall (Prank) 

An uneasy incursion of sonic violence. Damad fall 
somewhere between metal and hardcore with a doomy 
ambiance. Elements of Neurosis during their transitional 
period (before they got to be completely prog)—hard 
riffing, vocals from the pits ‘o despair and fusing bombast 
and drama. The lyric booklet features interesting artwork 
from vocalist Victoria Scalisi and it captures the darkness 
of the music’s intent. Ultimately, there aren’t that many 
memorable songs but it’s a jolting ride, anyway. (PO Box 
410892, SF, CA 94141) 

DARK FUNERAL-The Secrets Of The Black Arts 
(Death) 

Rev up the veg-o-matic of death metal. Dark Funeral 
layer dramatic, high-speed riffing over frantic drum pat¬ 
terns and, lurking in the shadows, are indecipherable, 
throat shred vocals bleating about satan or eternal dam¬ 
nation or whatever. Similar to early Bathory and just as 
silly—I wonder if these guys have burnt down any 
churches in their native Sweden. Oooh...scary... (2828 
Cochran St., #302, Simi Valley, CA 93065) 

DAS KLOWN-Live At Zed (Know) 

I don’t think Das Klown frontman AJ’s cantankerous 
personna is a put-on but that’s fine. It takes a mean guy 
with a bellicose, fuck the world attitude to go out in public 
and perform dressed in clown get-up. “Blow Your Self” 
sums up AJ’s worldview pretty succinctly. Classic Cali¬ 
fornia punk, recorded live (duh!) with all the face-punch¬ 
ing aggro and anger. Slashing it out with piss ‘n vigor, in 
the tradition of Dl, early TSOL, Adolescents, Agression, 
etc... No bozo jokes, please. He’d kick your ass and Das 
Klown do the same thing. (PO Box 90579, Long Beach, 
CA 90809) 

DAY IN THE LIFE... (BuildingfTVT) 


The sophomore release for Don Fury’s new label Build¬ 
ing is a jinx. At first I couldn’t make up my mind about the 
worth of these sounds. Fortunately, the glam metal style 
vocals made my choice a lot easier. Day In The Life play 
a style very reminiscent of older Life Of Agony mixed with 
ingredients found in the New York moshcore bands that 
Fury usually works with. If you dig that style, and don’t 
mind a thick MTV-flavored candy coating around the out¬ 
side, you may benefit from making the purchase. No guar¬ 
antees though. (23 E.4th St., NY, NY 10003) (Jason 
Schreurs) 

DAYSGONE-Hell No Compromise (Brave New World) 

5 new songs and their 1996 demo on one disc and, 
strangely, the demo tracks have superior sound quality— 
louder and punchier. A combination of heavy hardcore 
with thrash parts and imbued with a grim intensity. Some¬ 
times, that means that it gets overserious (hey, it’s a sunny 
day out!) but this suburban Mass, band hammer hard with 
the likes of “Solid,” “New World Bravery” and “Four Horse¬ 
men No More.” (PO Box 37, N. Chelmsford, MA 01863) 

DEAD END KIDS-Gonna Find Me Some New Drooges 
(Napalm Ape) 

Punk scrappers that will gnash their way into your 
hearts. Speedy and energetic and also possessing a 
rootsy quality—not the twang thing, really, but more of 
the high-octane shitkick. “All Revved Up” encompasses 
the latter quality quite effectively and their stab at the 
Stranglers’ “London Lady” is also well-taken. The band’s 
enthusiastic bash won me over. (PO Box 2510, Pt. Char¬ 
lotte, FL 33949) 

DEAD MOON-Hard Wired In Ljubljana (Empty) 

Fred Cole’s musical career dates back to the 60s, so 
there’s damn good reason that his music reflects those 
times. And while the Rolling Stones, whose “Play With 
Fire" Dead Moon cover here, play the mega-stadiums, 
these guys/gal are likely to be found in a smoky club some¬ 
where and I’m inclined to believe it’s the more heartfelt 
article. A liberal dose of Roky Erickson in Fred’s vocals 
and the gnashy garage/blues arrangements. This hour 
long performance wades through some downtime and 
the balladesque material doesn’t stir the rockin’jones but 
then they pour their souls into songs like “Going South," 
“Down The Road,” “Spectacle” or the ornery “Diamonds 
In The Rough" and there’s a passionate purpose. Mick 
and Keef could learn a trick or two from Dead Moon. (PO 
Box 12034, Seattle, WA 98102) 

DEADSTOOLPIGEON-Statue (Crucial Response) 

Some boneheaded band once sang “better to be dead 
than fucking red.” Deadstoolpigeon are red and proud of 
it. These guys cop a few licks from the Cro-Mags (“Statue”) 
and Sheer Terror (“Traitor") and mix up the hard/fast ap¬ 
proach with a couple of other twists, such as the omi¬ 
nous guitar tone for “Gimme Some." I don’t really buy into 
the International Socialist Organization’s agenda—on the 
other hand, a little socialism with our democracy might 
not be such a bad thing. Deadstoolpigeon extol the vir¬ 
tues of the revolution and report on the ravages of capi¬ 
talism with a formidable hardcore blaze. (Kaiserfeld 98, 
46047 Oberhausen, GERMANY) 

DECIBELS-Create Action (G.l.) 

Unabashed 60s-inspired power pop music-squeaky 
clean, with tight harmonies, jangly instrumentation and 
lots of hooks. The Decibels don’t really get wild but their 
economical sound doesn’t do anything to offend, either. 
In fact, they play their goddamn hearts out and win me 
over, in the end. (PO Box 6948, San Jose, CA 95150) 

DEMONSPEED-Swlng Is Hell (Black Pumpkin, EP) 

A combination of lounge-lizard swing, rockabilly, 
greaser rock and metal. Insufferable sub-Elvis (or sub- 
Danzig, for that matter) crooning vocals. Yep, as bad as it 
sounds... (PO Box 4377, River Edge, NJ 07661-4377) 

DETESTATION-The Agony Of Living (H.G. Fact) 

Not a “Dis-" band, but their name begins with a D and 
that’s close enough. Saira’s vocals do get somewhat pierc¬ 
ing after awhile (she sure does like to take it over the top) 
but it’s not too up-front in the mix. What is up-front is a 
bombardment of speed, powerchords and skin-peeling 
ravage. Railing against injustices, the pitfalls of working, 
prejudices and the age-old style over substance argu¬ 
ment. Coupled with the aforementioned heart-racing blitz. 
(401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 
164, JAPAN) 

DEVOID OF FAITH-Discography (Hater Of God) 

Whatta disc...25 songs, culled from 7” and comp ap¬ 
pearances, of flesh-combing, slash to the jugular pure 
hardcore. With one vocalist who sounds like SSD’s 
Springa with diarrhea and a piledriving onslaught, De¬ 
void Of Faith still maintain coherent song structures and 


play with tight, ruthless execution. If their sound is a throw¬ 
back, with a few modern, heavier touches, then it’s a damn 
good throwback, to a time where hardcore music was 
played with as much speed, force and anger as possible. 
(PO Box 1371, Troy, NY 12181) 

DIESEL BOY-Venus Envy (Honest Don’s) 

This made laugh-and with them, not at them. Diesel 
Boy follow the tried-n-true pop/punk formula and some of 
the leads give credence to their love for metal. You know 
they ain’t lying about loving the Criie or Maiden and there’s 
a synth line (I think) straight outta Styx. Anyway, the lyr¬ 
ics are the difference. Poking fun at slackerdom, generic 
punk and the* rock biz. There’s a certain amount of self- 
satisfied smarminess to it all, but they are funny at it. (PO 
Box 192027, SF, CA 94119-2027) 

DIMESTORE HALOES (VML) 

Rock ’n roll for the defiant losers among us, and that’s 
not meant as a dig. Sure, the Haloes’ practiced chip-on- 
shoulder attitude almost borders on self-caricature, but 
there’s nothing wrong with their reverent love of the 
Stones, Johnny Thunders, Gen X and the Clash and all 
those bands are touched on in the Haloes’ musical uni¬ 
verse. Chaz Matthews yowls in his best Billy Idol meets 
Mike Ness drawl and, while the music’s not overly 
wreckless, the hooky mess somehow works, especially 
for “Hate Your Generation.” But they should’ve left the Hank 
Williams song aione. (PO Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 
60131) 

DIRTYS-You Should Be Sinnin (Crypt) 

Straight from the low-fi trashcan and the Dirtys gener¬ 
ate a musical expression of the id, the libido out of con¬ 
trol. It’s a history of raw rock ‘n roll run through a primitizing 
transmorgifier and emerging in a spray-volley assault 
mode. Not mere garage retrogression, although that’s the 
main ingredient of influence. The Dirtys can echo an out 
of control Rolling Stones for “Drink, Fight...Fuck!" (where 
have I heard that before?) and play up the flame-thrower 
booooogie impulse for “Alive" and “Shanty.” Some things 
you don’t want to waste time explaining... I wish there 
was a way for the brain-bash of this disc to be audible 
through mere words. You’ll just have to hear it for yourself 
and YOU DAMN WELL BETTER OR YOU’RE A FUCKING 
LIGHTWEIGHT! (1250 Long Beach Ave., Suite #101, Los 
Angeles, CA 90021) 

DISCOCKS-Long Live Oil (Brainstorm/Knock Out) 

Japanese oi-sters... no shit! Don’t look for deep mes¬ 
sages in songs like “Long Live Oi” or “We Are Proud 
Punks” or “Pogo and Work.” The world of the Discocks is 
drinking, punk rock and the appropriate fashion accou¬ 
trements, delivered with a hearty “1-2-sree-4” and lots of 
“oi oi”s. And it’s all so fun ‘n catchy. Some look down their 
noses at this sort of fuck it all, let’s pogo mentality but do 
we have to be serious all the time? Ringing, catchy tunes. 
(Cargo, 1525 W. Homer, Chicago, IL 60622) 

DISCOUNT-Half Fiction (Kat) 

Good combination of punchy, melodic emo and strik¬ 
ing, soaring vocals from Alison. The J Church compari¬ 
son is inevitable—this Florida band could be the Church’s 
musical soulmates (heck, they even did a split 7" with 
them this year). The instrumentation is powerful and ver¬ 
satile, without being excessive or bombastic. A warm 
sunburst of sound combining hooks and muscle. (PO Box 
460692, Escondido, CA 92046) 

DISEMBODIED-Diablerie (Ferret) 

The newest members of the post-metal hardcore era 
have sprouted into the limelight. Beyond the rumors and 
far-fetched ramblings about the band, “Diablerie" is finally 
out on Ferret Records. This CD, musically, changes noth¬ 
ing from the debut 7" and in fact gets better in their ability 
to draw out strong guitar riffs and bass lines. (72 Windsor 
Dr., Eatontown, NJ 07724) (Zak) 

DISFEAR-Everyday Slaughter (Osmose) 

Blood stains the soil. Bombs explode and the world is 
in shambles. And Disfear are here to warn us about the 
possibility, with a doomsday musical barrage. The Dis¬ 
part of the band should be a dead giveaway where they're 
coming from and these guys cross the Discharge fray 
with ugly, economical speed metallized fury. Sure, the 
songs stick to a fast and faster tempo and follow stan¬ 
dard form but they're convincing, anyway. This kind of 
rage still draws me in for its ferocity and simplicity. (4470 
Sunset Blvd., Suite 6, LA, CA 90027) 

DISKONTO-Destroy! Rebuild! (Reiterate) 

Mighty, ravenous hardcore from this Swedish band. 
Almost all of it at 90 mph, but tight and ripping. Early 80s 
flashback time.Taking the inspiration from early Discharge 
and cranking it out with venomous authority, both musi¬ 
cally and in the pissed-off lyrics. “Work For Improvement” 



(translated from the Swedish title) takes a mid-tempo, 
harder-rocking turn and loses none of the intensity. The 
raw production quality is a plus. Hardcore to smash the 
national boundaries. There’s still great music being made 
outside the US (always has been), and I ain’t talking about 
the latest cute pop wannabes. (PO Box 287, Harwinton, 
CT 06791) 

DISMEMBERMENT PLAN-The Dismemberment Plan 
Is Terrified (DeSoto) 

Dismembering convention—this jittery band muck 
about with jagged guitar lines, driving rhythms and odd 
new-wavish tinges. There’s the punkish “Do The Stand¬ 
ing Still,” which is not a cover from UK obsctfros The Table 
but certainly comes from that direction. “One Too Many 
Blows To The Head,” meanwhile, adds atonal horn and 
organ for a James White no-wave funkiness and ‘That’s 
When The Party Started” has some Ubu-inspired weird¬ 
ness. ‘The Ice Of Boston” is an observational tale about 
spending New Year's Eve in Boston, of all things, so that 
scores ‘em points from this parochial native. For all this 
experimentation, the DP are still largely accessible. Only 
down point is the overly-long and too-subdued “Re¬ 
spect Is Due” that closes the album. Not the same 
predictable rock, although I think their first album 
was somewhat stronger. (PO Box 60335, Wash¬ 
ington, DC 20039) 

DIVIDE & CONQUER/LEE MAJORS/ETERNA 
INOCENCIA/JUGGLING JUGULARS-Split 
(Sanjam) 

Truly international in scope—33 songs from four 
different bands. The US entry, Divide & Conquer, 
make the strongest impression with fifteen songs 
filled with melody, burn and pointed sentiments. 
Beauty and rage mixed together. The fact that their 
name was also the title of a song by Husker Du 
hasn’t escaped my notice, as some of the material 
here definitely shares some musical similarities. 

The Juggling Jugulars, from Finland, contribute 
tracks from a ‘92 out of print EP and are equally 
passionate, riding the aggro/melody line well. Lee 
Majors, from France, aren’t quite as amazing with 
their thrashy pop blend, although not bad either 
and the lyrics about sexism and environmentalism 
are on the mark. The only real problem is with the 
excruciating second vocals for “Myth Of Beauty.” 

Oh well. Finally, Argentinians Eterna Inocencia also 
fare pretty well with a combination of roughness 
and tunefulness. Not too slick in execution and 
that’s to their favor. Worth your time. ($10 ppd to 
Yann Dubois, 9 rue des M6sanges, 35650 Le Rheu, 
FRANCE) 

DIVISIA-Wifebeater (Pessmiser/Theologian) 

Full-throttle thrashy hardcore and a horror/ 
gloomy motif—Divisia, with shriek-tonsilled vocal¬ 
ist Alisha spitting out the venom and ex-Total Chaos 
drummer Gearbox driving the beat, conjure up that 
early 80s convergence of hardcore and shock rock. 
Anyone remember “Black Cross” by 45 Grave? 

Divisia have the same idea and shift from songs 
about domestic abuse to blood-drinking, covering 
the Dayglo Abortions’ “Arrgh! Fuck! Kill!” along the way. 
All this is done with an affecting crudeness. Howling fu- 
. ries. (PO Box 1070, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) 

DM BOB &THE DEFICITS-Bush Hog’n Man (Crypt) 

Root, rock ‘n holler... or something like that. Germany 
resident/Louisiana native DM Bob hasn’t forgotten his 
southern-fired (fried?) roots and dishes up the heapin’ 
pile of country, blues and roadhouse rock ‘n roll in stripped- 
down, non-pretentious fashion. With all the crud that gets 
tagged as alternative country or blues and ends up sound¬ 
ing like fifth rate Burrito Brothers or makes the Blues Broth¬ 
ers sound as soulful as James Brown (and that’s really 
fucking pathetic), DM Bob and his cronies have a true 
understanding of this music and walk the line between 
tribute and nod-n-wink schtick. (1250 Long Beach Ave. 
Suite #101, Los Angeles, CA 90021) 

DODGEBALL-Hooray For Everything (Goldenrod) 

Dodgeball—a savage childhood game. When I went 
to camp out at Creighton Pond and we had “rainy day” 
activities in the big garage, there were some brutal con¬ 
tests of that sort. The band Dodgeball sound more than 
a little like Tilt. It’s not just the female vocals and hard- 
edged pop/punk sound. Monica’s powerful vocals have a 
similar grit and resonance as Cinder’s and the songs are 
both tough and catchy. The purposely shitty sound for 
“Losin’ It” is a cool effect, as well. (PO Box 81164, San 
Diego, CA 92138) 

DONNAS-American Teenage Rock ‘n Roll Machine 
(Lookout) 

The Donnas are the band I probably would have 


wished the Runaways had been when I heard that band 
in the mid 70s and never thought they rocked consis¬ 
tently hard enough. Then again, they have a lot in com¬ 
mon with the Runaways-mainly, trading on the gimmick 
that they're "tough chicks." Anyway, semi-enjoyable, down 
the middle rock ‘n roll. Three chords, snarly vocals and 
these are odes to brawlin’, partyin’ and other forms of 
delinquency. They steal shamelessly (you can also hear 
Chuck Berry, by way of Steve Jones, and Kiss) and, yeah, 
it's probably a bill of goods, a cynical marketing plan and, 
in all honesty, kind of dumb. I wouldn't have thought about 
such things when I was 16 and bought it hook, line and 
sinker. Now, I'm mildly bemused and mildly entertained 
but it's pretty obvious that there's some kind of huckster- 
ism at work here. By the way, none of 'em are really named 
Donna. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 

DOWN BY LAW-Last Of The Sharpshooters (Epitaph) 

Dave Smalley’s idea of punk rock might not be as ag¬ 
gressive, idealistic or angst-ridden as some of the spiky 
die-hards might like. He even points out that separation 
for ‘The Cool Crowd.” Chalk it up to being in your mid- 


30s, married with two kids and of course there’s going to 
be a sense of distance. While DBL peaked two records 
ago with “Punk Rock Academy Fight Song," this album 
isn’t a complete downturn. While getting somewhat more 
sentimental than my comfort zone will allow, Dave and 
his band-mates (Sam Williams, John DiMambro and ses¬ 
sion drummer Chris Lagerborg) do spin a tuneful, often 
driving blend of melodic punk. The lyrics express a prag¬ 
matic viewpoint—not angry or finger-pointing—but gen¬ 
tly pointing out how fucked-up a split Ireland is, for in¬ 
stance (“Get Out”). There’s definitely more substance and 
musical grit than your run of the mill pop/punk band, for 
sure. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

DOWN TO REALITY-Pervert Inhumanity (Lost & 
Found) 

Just when I don’t want to hear another NY-style 
hardcore band, Down To Reality continue to surprise me 
with their rabid assault. Uncontrolled bursts of speed, such 
as “Hypocrite” or ‘True To The Core” hit like a club on a 
baby seal’s skull (apologies to animal rights people—and 
I’m not in favor of that, either) and the hard/heavy parts 
are executed with fired-up precision and muscle-rippling 
vocals. The fact that the songs are lively and not bogged 
down with sloggish tempos work greatly in their favor. 
(Bunteweg 1,30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 

ARTHUR DOYLE QUARTET-Live @ The Cooler (Lo¬ 
tus Sound) 

Free jazz is a difficult, but liberating musical style—a 
broad term but at the core of the genre is energy... burn¬ 
ing with an against-the-grain forcefulness that alienates 
more conservative jazz afficionados with the same face¬ 


slapping effect that punk rock had on mainstream rock 
fans. As simple or clich6d as it sounds, there’s a link. 
Doyle’s sax lines are incendiary. Shrieking, piercing and 
cathartic and intermingled with Rudolph Grey’s guitar- 
whizzle firestorm and the busy percolation of Tom Surgal’s 
drums and Wilber Morris’ bass. “Flue Song” has Doyle 
switching to amplified flute and the first portion of the 
composition conveys a mournful effect and the other in¬ 
struments create a forboding, menacing sonic wall. “Noah 
Black Wall," the final composition, gets closer to its 60s 
roots (and Doyle’s career started in ‘67). A ferocious blow¬ 
ing session that is equally invigorating and confrontational. 
Contained within this caterwaul is a true expression of 
human soulfulness, something that can’t be fabricated. 
(PO Box 8805, Albuquerque, NM 87198) 

DRAGS-Stop Rock and Roll (Estrus) 

The Drags aren’t exactly stopping rock ‘n roll...if any¬ 
thing, they’re fighting to keep it raw and dangerous. A 
combo of rootsy retro, bathed in reverb and primitive in¬ 
strumentation. Shaking its collective painted body (see 
the back of the insert) in honor of the thrills of the 
(drag)strip and the garage. Seventeen-odd min¬ 
utes and it’s over. Crash course? You bet... (PO 
Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

DRAIN BRAMAGED-Happy Drunx (Know) 

These guys sure as fuck like to drink...many 
songs deal with their affection for liquid affection, 
whether it’s the faithful version of GBH’s “Alco¬ 
hol” or breaking into “99 Bottles of Beer On The 
Wall” during “Iggy” or such titles as “Hangover” 
and “Chronic Alcoholic.” Drain Bramaged dish out 
the wise-assed, hopped-up (sorry!) punk. Some¬ 
what melodic, but played with spit-in-the-eye vigor. 
Motto: “We don’t need the radio. We just need 
another beer.” Puerile, vulgar and fun. (PO Box 
90579, Long Beach, CA 90809) 

DREAD/ANTI-FLAG (Six Weeks/Old Man Ra¬ 
dio Hour) 

Limited picture disc with a provocative Betty 
Page-as-Satan motif and pairing two fine punk 
bands from opposite coasts. The Dread tear 
through their songs with feisty adrenalin, while 
also paying attention to tunecraft. Rough and 
catchy and the six songs are over way too quickly. 
Anti-Flag’s tracks are from a live recording with 
the original lineup (including Andy) and includes 
a guest vocal appearance by their pal Art the Old 
Man. A good cover of Mission Of Burma’s “Re¬ 
volver,” sounding better than when I saw them play 
it live last year and their blending of charging punk 
and melodic nuance is dead-on powerful here. 
Better move on this one! ( Six Weeks : 225 Lincoln 
Ave., Cotati, CA 94931) 

DROPKICK MURPHYS-Boys On The Docks 
(Cyclone, EP)/Do Or Die (Epitaph/Hellcat) 

Loud ‘n proud to be from Boston—well, so 
am I, to be honest and if that’s some sort of jingo¬ 
ism, tough shit... You can imagine ‘em singing 
some of these songs around the bar while hoist¬ 
ing a Guinness or two. So here are the first two CD re¬ 
leases from the Dropkick Murphys, a six track EP and 
their long-awaited full-length debut. “Boys On The Docks” 
sounds like a lost Swingin’ Utters song and the catchy 
punk blast of “In The Streets Of Boston, “Caps and Bottles” 
and the incendiary “Euro Trash” hit hard and fast. On "Do 
Or Die," the sound of bagpipes introduce the album and 
the Irish motif continues with a punked-up cover of 
"Finnegan's Wake." Crowd favorites like the fast, furious 
"3rd Man In," ringing "Get Up" and rousing "Skinhead on 
the MBTA" make a solid impression. The acoustic bal¬ 
ladry of "Far Away Coast" and acoustic singalong ver¬ 
sion of "Docks" do reach a little, but that's the only real 
misstep. Songs about the plight of the working man and 
refuge in one's friends and, for good and evil, demon al¬ 
cohol. Bottle-smashin’ street rock. ( Cyclone : 24 Pheas¬ 
ant Run, Merrimack, NH 03054 /Hellcat : 2798 Sunset 
Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

DROPOUTS-Come On! (Unclean) 

The retro thingy, again, as the Dropouts revive 60s 
garage and some 50s roots sounds, as well. Stripped to 
the basics, favoring a fierce, tautly-rockin’ emphasis for 
“Go-Go Gorgeous,” “Come On” and the bluesy “I’m A Dog,” 
“I Like It” and “I’m The One.” Guitars and vocals snarl 
with convincing authority and Dave Demel adds some 
searing harp work, as well—puts that fat guy in Blues 
Traveler to shame! Sticking to the simpler-is-better idea. 
(PO Box 34627, San Antonio, TX 78265) 

DUCKY BOYS-No Gettin’ Out (GMM) 

‘97 was a good year for local releases. The Ducky Boys 
come from Charlestown, one of Boston’s working class 




neighborhoods. They express a “can’t keep me down” 
mentality and do so with an upbeat, punchy punk/oi com¬ 
bination. Simple, catchy songs accompanied by gravelly 
vocals from both bassist Mark Lind and guitarist Mike 
Marsden. I also can’t help but like a band whose drum¬ 
mer includes Kelly’s Roast Beef on Revere Beach on the 
thank-you list. Exuding the fighting spirit of the surround¬ 
ings that spawned them. (PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 
30333) 

DWARVES-The Dwarves Are Young and Good Look¬ 
ing (Recess/Theologian) 

Reports are the Dwarves mellowed out for this album. 
Not exactly. Sure, there are a few poppier moments but 
the lyrical nasties remain and the cover with the nekkid 
woman holding a skateboard isn’t likely to get this stocked 
in any Wal-Mart store. The sentiment is right up front, out 
of the gate with “Unrepentant” and religious iconography 
takes a rather hard hit throughout. “You Gotta Burn” slows 
it down to a dark, sinister blues lope while “We Must Have 
Blood" dabbles with a harder rockin side. “I Will Deny” 
and ‘Throw That World Away” keep up the speed quo¬ 
tient. The Dwarves won’t be tamed, although it’s 
not “Fuck You Up and Get High,” either. ( Theolo¬ 
gian : PO Box 1070, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254/ 
Recess : PO Box 1112, Torrance, CA 90505) (now 1 
out on Epitaph) 

DYNAMITE BOY-Hell Is Other People (Offtime) 

Swear I’ve heard some of these songs before... 
Dynamite Boy certainly have a familiar sound, that 
being the loud crunchy pop/punk variety. Solid hooks 
and memorable tunes and as good as any of 'em. 
Gooshy (is that how you spell it) and gloppy in spots 
but no treacle. Along with the sweet-as-choirboy har-1 
monies come some bright/buzzing guitars and they 
fill the room nicely. (PO Box 479176, Chicago, IL 
60647) 

ELDOPA-1332 (East Bay Menace) 

West-coast band (not the Boston group of the same 
name) and some truly sick sounds. Braying vocals that 
approximate the aftermath of a drano cocktail—some¬ 
where between Blaine of the Accused and Danny of 
Die Kreuzen and these guys pummel away with a dark 
intensity that’s a throwback to the “crossover” days. A 
little metal with their hardcore and flooring the senses 
with bursts of savage adrenalin, especially for “Dormant” 
and “Repercussion.” This sort of sound was prevalent in 
the mid-80s and Eldopa’s brutish intent still does the trick. 
By the way, this band is now known as 1332. (PO Box 
3313, Oakland, CA 94609) 

ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN-Sick Songs (Nesak)/ 
Fractured (V & V Production, EP) 

“Sick Songs” is the first full-length to feature vocalist 
Scott Davenso (or Scotty Wilkins) but the band’s pen¬ 
chant for timeless, classic punk-rock ‘n roll remains un¬ 
changed and that’s just fine with me. EF aren’t shy about 
their reference points—early NYC punk pulses through 
their veins and you can hear traces of the Saints, as well 
(some of the bass-lines, especially). Every lick is selected 
for maximum impact, every melody line and lead is in 
exactly the right place and they rock like a motherfucker. 
Ringing out loud and true and Scotty’s bad-boy vocals fit 
in well. So efficient that it’s scary. So good that it’s scary, 
as well. “Fractured” widens the scope, slightly. The three- 
chord rock still rules the day but “Devil Dust” goes in a 
Black Flag-ish stop/start direction. Actually, that’s the only 
real deviation.They even slow down the Dead Kennedys’ 
‘Your Emotions” (from “Fresh Fruit”) to a Thunder-ized 
trot and pay tribute to those genuine icons The Dictators 
by covering “Borneo Jimmy.” Since these recordings, 
Scotty’s left the band ( Nesak : 21000 Boca Rio Rd., A- 
15, Boca Raton, FL 33433 /V & V : thru Cargo, 1525 W. 
Homer, Chicago, IL 60622) 

ELECTRIC SUMMER-Shock (Soda Jerk, EP) 

Bill Stevenson produced and it sounds like the De¬ 
scenders, right? WRONG!! This Japanese band, who 
now make Denver their home, lash out with some jagged- 
sounding punk. “Cheap Thrill” provides a big thrill, a hard- 
driving 77 era blast. Rough-hewn yet melodic and never 
losing its energetic impulse. What a pleasant surprise. 
(PO Box 4056, Boulder, CO 80306) 

ENDEAVOR-Constructive Semantics (Trustkill) 

Constructive semantics... destructive music. Endeavor 
lash out with a progressive agenda and an intensity that 
erupts with profound anger and viciousness. A strong 
balance of speed and heavy lurch. “Koko Puffs" attacks 
economic disparity and the stigmatization of the poor, ‘The 
Drug Song” deals with the hyposcrisy of the drug war 
while the CIA pushes drugs into the ghettos. “Sabbath” 
deals with media consolidation. Outraged cynicism and 
a pulverizing soundtrack. (23 Farm Edge Lane, Tinton 


Falls, NJ 07724) 

ENSIGN-Direction Of Things To Come (Indecision) 

Goddamn this is good... Ensign’s first full-length is a 
very well-produced dose of walloping hardcore. Tim 
screams his guts out and the songs are forceful, catchy 
and rampaging. There’s definitely a sense of deja-vu; 
when listening to "Hold,” I had the feeling it was a cover 
of an obscure ‘88 hardcore song but then I realize I’d 
heard it before on the Teamwork Records “Growing Stron¬ 
ger” compilation 7”. Just for the youth? Well, I’m in my 
30s and this stuff still hits home. The liner notes on the 
first Aerosmith record would be applicable here: “It’s for 
the young, and the young in the head, and anybody who 
can still take it raw.” (PO Box 5781, Huntington Beach, 
CA 92615) 

EVENTIDE-One Word Title (Smorgasbord) 

I'm really hit and miss when it comes to power emo 
rock. This time it’s a miss. Now I like Quicksand just as 
much as the next guy/gal but how 
many times 



can a band recycle the 
same riffs and licks? The guitar sound comes across 
as pretty cheesy (almost a new wave feel at times that 
had me thinking of Big Country—and not in the good way 
I normally think of those lads). Another toestubber is the 
vocals of Matt McIntosh, which I find to be very monoto¬ 
nous throughout these seven songs. It’s kind of a pisser 
because the lyrics are actually pretty good. I had more 
fun reading their words than listening to their music. Yes, 
it’s used CD bin graveyard time. (50 Woodstock Rd., 
Carmel, NY, 10512) (Jason Schruers) 

EVERFRESH (V&V) 

At least it isn’t Everclear... but Everfresh, from Swe¬ 
den, don’t offer much new on the fast/happy/poppy punk 
formula. Perky, hooky songs riding a standard combina¬ 
tion of influences, although the guitars do ring out nice ‘n 
loud. Occasionally reminscent of older Doughboys or 
Sinkhole, which is a step above the West Coast thing 
(and they echo that sound, too), but still not packing 
enough ravenous power. (Cargo, 1525 W. Homer, Chi¬ 
cago, IL 60622) 

FACE TO FACE-Live (Vagrant) 

Career-spanning live album for the California pop/punk 
band. Face To Face have always been above the norm 
for the sound, by virtue of Trever Keith’s engaging vocals 
and the solid harmonies behind him, as well as the band’s 
buzz-burn guitar-driven approach. Everything you’d 
want—long-time pleasers “AOK,” ‘You’ve Done Nothing" 
and the super-catchy “I Want,” as well as a satisfactory 
cover of Social D’s “Telling Them.” No experimentation, 


no major surprises, just a competent and professional¬ 
sounding live performance and Face To Face are still 
damn good at their craft. (2118 Wilshire Blvd., #361, Santa 
Monica, CA 90403) 

FASTBACKS-Win Lose Or Both (Popllama) 

Kurt Bloch’s probably in that same mid-to-late 30- 
something age range as this writer and I’d be willing to 
bet we share a similar musical perspective—growing up 
on 70s hard rock and metal, pop radio and then being 
bowled over by punk rock when it emerged in the latter 
part of the decade. Kurt, Lulu, Kim and whatever drum¬ 
mer they can get have kept this vision going since the 
end of the 70s and now it’s almost the end of the century! 
Well, anyway, four new songs that are janglier and poppier 
than usual (one of which is a cover of MTX’s “Book Of 
Revelation”), merging the pop-craft with Kurt’s classical 
overture-cum-metal guitar hero lead work. Nine live tracks 
round the disc out, including a nine minute “Always To¬ 
morrow” that features a rather excessive triple guitar duel 
to the death (two fill-ins take Lulu’s place here) and feisty 
takes on some of the band’s “back catalog." 

FAT DAY-Burrega (100% Breakfast) 

Fat Day are completely fucked... of course, if you’ve 
ever heard any of their previous recordings, you already 
knew that. Everything from spazzed-out punk to wanton 
noisemongering to a track that sounds like my stylus is 
messed up. I have a feeling my new neighbors are going 
to start seriously wondering about me if they hear this 
unholy racket blasting from the house. (PO Box 381804, 
Cambridge, MA 02238) 

FEARLESS FREEP-No Less Sordid (Mag Wheel) 

Hit and miss pop minimalism (some of it lo-fi) from 
this bass-less Canadian duo. A few of the lengthier 
tracks do drag but when the Freepsters are on, they 
nail it—the feedback-drenched joys of "Revolved," the 
unabashed Guided By Voice-isms of “A Lost Tune” and 
the gnashing ‘These Last 15,” that concludes with a 
jolting noise assault. Even a tough customer like 
Yosemite Sam, the world’s biggest fan of the original 
Fearless Freep, might find something to like here. 
(PO Box 115, Station R, Montreal, Quebec H2S 3K6, 
CANADA) 

FECES PIECES (Curve Of The Earth, EP) 

Unrepentent nastiness. Metal/hardcore sav¬ 
agery, he-man vocals and an obsession with bad 
thoughts, hatred, etc... The mantra is “I Will Sur¬ 
vive Just To Hate You” and the delicately-named 
band forge ahead with the willful intent to accom¬ 
plish that through a musical campaign of terror. 
Getting by on might and an endless supply of bile. 
These guys definitely need a hug. (1312 Boylston 
St., Boston, MA 02215) 

FEDS-Chicago Bureau (Dr. Strange) 

The Bollweevils are no more but Ken Weevil 
doesn’t rest for long, as he quickly re-emerges 
with this new three-piece. Hard-driving punk not 
far removed from what the Weevils were doing. 
Fast, catchy songs with an added dose of crunch 
to keep things from getting too soft. There’s a pretty bla¬ 
tant Descendents cop on “Ride It Out," though and "Wait¬ 
ing” delves into slighly more emo territory, with the har¬ 
monic guitar riffs. The emphasis, though, is on the straight¬ 
ahead burn and the Feds are on the right track. (PO Box 
7000-117, Alta Loma, CA 91701) 

FELLS (Estrus) 

Haven’t heard from this band in awhile. Following the 
KISS credo—keep it simple, stupid and that’s how the 
Fells play their brand of rock ‘n roll. 60s garage-influenced 
that’s not always as fuzzed-out or manic as, say, the 
Humpers but the Fells keep the songs vigorous and un¬ 
flagging. The songs chug along with head-down, straight¬ 
ahead slash. “You’re Making Me Sick” and “You Can’t 
Bring Me Down” have something of a pub rock flavor. 
Soulful and driving. The final track, “It’s Not Alright," is a 
feast of unbridled raunch/stomp. So what if there’s a back¬ 
lash from some quarters against those who just want to 
“rock out, man.” Let them pout to themselves and turn up 
the volume! (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

FERD MERT-AIIThis And Morons (206) 

Ferd Mert don’t worry so much about high fidelity. They 
get in a studio and bash out as many songs in as short a 
period of time as possible. What they concern themselves 
with is making triumphant, pugnacious punk rock. Loud, 
catchy anthems for the youth and with a strong dose of 
humor to go with the buzz attack. And if anyone has a 
right to sing songs called ‘The Winter Sucks” and its se¬ 
quel, “Did I Mention The Winter Sucks,” it’s this Minne¬ 
apolis trio. By the way, the bassist is a dead ringer for 
Elliot of Sinkhole...yep, they’re pretty geeky looking and 







these geeks have come up with a 37 song tour-de-force 
comprised of new material, adding on 7” and demo tracks. 
(8314 Greenwood Ave. North, Suite 102, Seattle, WA 
98103) 

59TIMESTHE PAIN-Twenty Percent Of My Hand (Rev¬ 
elation/Burning Heart) 

“Hardcore—we’re still around." Yep, it’s still around, 
alright. 59 Times The Pain mix up the fast youth-crew 
style with a hint of melody and lots of crunch and man¬ 
age to keep it moving throughout. The drum-pedal prob¬ 
lem does manifest itself, once again (I hate it when it’s 
mixed up front, as is the case here). There’s a certain 
assembly-line ambiance, here. All the right riffs, right t- 
shirts, gang vocals. But the momentum’s there, especially 
for a song like “Keeping The Dream Alive.” Still around 
and it will continue to be there as long as there are willing 
participants/consumers. (PO Box 5232, Huntington 
Beach, CA 92615) 

FIFI &THE MACH lll-Mach A Go! Go! (1+2) 

Ramones-derived punk by way of Japan. The flutter¬ 
ing female vocals tend to be a bit much after awhile (think 
pre-Vegas Wayne Newton) and the back-to-back 
pukarama of John Fogerty’s “Rock ‘n Roll Girls” and the 
girl-groupy “Can’t Stop Wantin’ Him” are a bit much to 
take. Credible three chord punch but I’d rather the hear 
the down ‘n dirty onslaught of their countrymen Guitar 
Wolf or Teengenerate. Better “Mach A Go! Go!” than 
“Macarena,” I guess. (Clean Nishi-shinjuku Bldg 1F, Nishi- 
shinjuku 7-5-6, Shinjuku-ku, Tokyo 160, JAPAN) 

FINAL CONFLICT-Rebirth (Tackle Box) 

Still alive and killing. The mohawks might be gone but 
the pure hardcore rage remains. Final Conflict forge ahead 
with a good ‘ol slam-bang longplayer and the last several 
songs are a single-minded speed blitz. Even when they 
get heavier, as with the mid-to-fast “Race To Eternity,” 
there’s still boogie in the loins. No thudding dullness to 
be found. Railing against the standard targets of govern¬ 
ment and religion and deflating the myth of the american 
dream (it’s the "American Scream," in their view). Achiev¬ 
ing a similar vibe as classic Poison Idea or Battalion of 
Saints—blazing their way with ruthless authority. Final 
Conflict remain a formidable band. (4901-906 Morena 
Blvd., San Diego, CA 92117) 

FIREWORKS-Lit Up (Last Beat) 

Shakin’ up the foundations with a minimalist fuzz at¬ 
tack. Fireworks have the dirty and primitive big-beat 
hoodoo and a rockin’ arsenal of twang, reverb, feedback 
and noise to go with Darin’s vocal emanations from the 
soul. But this isn’t some lame-o retro band. Sure, Fire¬ 
works go back to the prehistoric rock era and pay hom¬ 
age, but they twist into their own perverse vision. “My 
Love Is Petrified” is a manic call ‘n response ditty, with 
religious revival tambourine and equally righteous guitar 
fuel. Same for the punk rock bash of “I’m Goin’ Down.” 
“She Ranks Me,” meanwhile, emits some frighteningly 
steely sounds to go with the repetitive dirt-riff. Rock ‘n roll 
to the core and liberating the carnal aspects of the blues, 
as well. (2819 Commerce St., Dallas, TX 75226) 

FLOORPUNCH-Twin Killing (Equal Vision) 

Two of this Jersey band’s 7”s on one disc for maxi¬ 
mum kill effect. Floorpunch exist at the convergence of 
fast, youth-crew hardcore and tough-guy bravado. Mark 
Porter bellows with a similar agitation as Killing Time's 
Anthony and the songs are a combination of speedy 
riffage, crunch and black/white lyricism. Those words 
mainly deal with keepin’ the edge, the sense of betrayal 
and undisguised contempt for those who dare to stray 
from that path or talk shit about Mark and his pals and 
the repercussions that will inevitably follow. In other words, 
stop talkin’ shit or you’re gonna get stomped. Nope, noth¬ 
ing poetic about Floorpunch at all—you can bet they prob¬ 
ably parted company with Uniform Choice after “Scream¬ 
ing For Change.” Anyway, their sweeping aggro does get 
the job done. (PO Box 14, Hudson, NY 12534) 

FLOTSAM & JETSAM-High (Metal Blade) 

At first, I thought I was high when Al gave me the lat¬ 
est Flot & Jet CD. They've been around seemingly for¬ 
ever and, other than changing bassists a few times, the 
core of the band has stayed the same. And they're back 
on Metal Blade, with Bill Metoyer producing, just like a 
decade ago. So can they cut it today, you ask? Yes and 
no. They still play competent metal, but were never one 
of the vanguard bands of the thrash era. Eric's vocals are 
toned down from the early days and there's a nod to the 
current climate in the song structures and guitar playing. 
This could pass as nostalgia, a look back at when metal 
mattered and bands had long hair and wrote long songs. 
Not bad, but hardly a must-buy, either. (2828 W. Cochran 
St., #302, Simi Valley, CA 93065) (Andy T.) 


FLYING LUTTENBACHERS Revenge Of The Flying 
Luttenbachers (Skin Graft/UgExplode)/Destroy All 
Music (UgExplode/100% Breakfast)/Gods Of Chaos 
(Skin Graft/UgExplode) 

Revenge on the neighbors with abhorrent musical 
taste. The Luttenbachers make a potent weapon for such 
an encounter. A high-speed instrumental mixture of 
grindcore, free jazz and noise-flinging. Morphing through 
different lineups that began as a dual horn (sax, clari- 
net)/drums combination, the three current Flying 
Luttenbachers (on “Revenge”) utilize flailing drums, gui¬ 
tar and bass, along with the sporadic well-placed horn- 
from-hell and create a relentless, ugly racket. The open¬ 
ing cut on “Revenge,” “Storm Of Shit," more than lives up 
to its name with a barrage that makes the Stooges’ “LA 
Blues” sound like a lullaby. “Thoughts For Americans” 
favors a guitar signature drawn from Keith Levene’s PIL 
days but placed into a nightmarish, exorcistic arrange- 
‘ ment created by Bill Pisarri’s violin-mongering. Headache 
music...and damned proud of that fact! "Destroy” is a *95 
release that the folks from 100% Breakfast just sent and 
the emphasis is jazzier and just as unsettling—unsettling 
being a plus, here. Ornette and Zorn meet James Chance 
in a dark alley and all parties ingest huge amounts of 
metamphetamine. Whatever the muse the Luttenbachers 
follow, it’s an inspiringly crazy journey. 

“Gods Of Chaos” is a new opus, recorded without over¬ 
dubbing and apparently in one take. No indication as to 
whether it’s fully or partially improvised, but the Lutties 
plow through some provocative territory, both for good 
and bad. A conceptual piece about the end of the human 
race and their musical approximation of the final apoca¬ 
lypse certainly pushes the envelope, although there’s not 
as much consistency of effect as on the other two al¬ 
bums here. The penultimate speed-roar to the finish lives 
up to the billing, at least. ( Skin Graft : PO Box 257546, 
Chicago, IL 60625 /100% Breakfast : PO Box 381804, 
Cambridge, MA 02238) 

FLYING NUNS (Spinning, EP) 

First rumblings from this Boston trio in three years... 
the Flying Nuns have a familiar sound that takes you back 
to the early 80s. Haunted, edgy post-punk punctuated by 
somber bass, jarring but warm/buzzing guitar and emo¬ 
tional vocals. All of this coalsesces into hooky, propulsive 
songs. Includes a decent version of Joy Division's "Dis¬ 
order” and the Nuns' dark-hued approach uses that as a 
starting point. Guitar, bass and drums can still get it done, 
without any other machinery to mess it up. (PO Box 44- 
1291, W. Somerville, MA 02144) 

FOLLOW THROUGH-Taking It Back (Smorgasbord) 

Straight-edge hardcore with a loud/fast emphasis. 
Craig voices the word of the edge with raspy fervor and 
the powerchords sweep over the speedy tempos. No al¬ 
legorical tales, no deeply poetic musings—these five 
young men state their intent in a rather (sorry) straight¬ 
forward manner: “DRUG FREE for you and me/ 
STRAIGHT EDGE the way I choose to be".. "You booze 
YOU LOSE "Hey, it beats those vague emo-type lyrics, 
right? Sorry to rain on the parade or be a wise-ass. Fol¬ 
low Through have the youth crew sound down and rip 
through these ten short songs with a fiery intensity. (50 
Woodstock Rd., Carmel, NY 10512) 

THE FORCE-1 Don’t Like You Either (Spider Club) 

California punk with a slightly higher degree of agita¬ 
tion. Despite the tinniness of the snare (sorry, I notice 
these things), the songs move along with vim ‘n vigor 
and Wedge’s raspy snarl gives the proceedings an edge, 
as well. In fact, his vocals and the speedy assault place 
them somewhere between the Bay Area bands bringing 
back the fast/ugly sound and the hyperkinetic, more ac¬ 
cessible sound. Not a bad place to be. (PO Box 11124, 
Whittier, CA 90603-0124) 

4-Unusual Warmth (Cargo/Headhunter) 

Big riff rock. Deep, lower-tuned guitars and a poppy 
undertow. These guys have been around a few years but 
this is their first full-length and the involvement of drum¬ 
mer/guitarist Miles Gillett from fluf might have something 
to do with the fact that there are some musical similari¬ 
ties. 4 aren’t afraid of the sound of grunge but there’s 
enough nerve and harshness to keep it interesting. (4901 - 
906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 92117) (Jim Balaya) 

454 BIG BLOCK-Save Me From Myself (Big Wheel 
Recreation) 

Tales from the hard side? Well, this isn’t a pose. Nathan 
James has seen one of his friends die from the ravages 
of drug addiction and opening track, “Brand New Day,” 
addresses that individual’s downward spiral. “1245 Comm 
Ave” is about a high profile murder/suicide in the city that 
also involves someone he knew. A forging of metal and 
hardcore, with a nod to the roots by re-making Wrecking 
Crew’s “Why Must They” and speeding it up for “Undone” 


and “Brother Man.” A scream from the soul, with Nathan’s 
wrenching vocals matched by the pounding, dark musi¬ 
cal shadings. (325 Huntington Ave., #24, Boston, MA 
02115) 

FOUR LETTER WORD-A Nasty Piece Of Work (B YO) 

Shit... fuck... cunt... piss... hell... all four letter words. 
This band called Four Letter Word aren't as nasty as you'd 
think., although the pulp crime short story on the insert is 
rather gory. FLW are an engaging lot, with hooky, beefy 
songs punctuated by a wide-scope guitar sound and vo¬ 
cals that are both gutteral and on-key. These guys are 
able to adeptly shift gears from a heart-pouring, poppier 
gem such as "Chemical Sunrise" or "The Gunpowder Plot" 
to the fast-burning "Fundamentally Flawed," "Can You 
HearThe Words" or "Do You Feel Lucky Punk." This Welsh 
band, at times, could be the bastard offspring of Snuff 
and Leatherface. Lyrically, there's a search for meaning 
in life, trying to make sense of injustice, a consumer-driven 
society and what, if anything, is accomplished by this 
beast called the punk scene. More four letter words: 
Damn., good... punk... rock... (PO Box 67A64, LA, CA 
90067) 

FOUR ROSE SOCIETY-Blueprints To Destroy The 
Universe (Whitehouse) 

I’ve seen the original Four Roses Society record in 
just about every thrift shop I’ve gone vinyl hunting and 
this Louisville band even start their disc off with a snippet 
from that album before kicking out the emo jams. A pas¬ 
sionate, melodic hardcore display rooted in the mid-80s 
DC/Rites Of Spring-ish approach. Emphasizing both the 
personal and the political, an alienation in both interper¬ 
sonal dealings and being distressed at the world’s state 
of affairs. Four Rose Society make it easy to get caught 
up in their charged flow, especially with burners like “Ran¬ 
domly” and “Hotel Sarajevo.” Give this one a shot. (830 
Baylor Wissman Rd., Lanesville, IN 47136) 

4-SQUARES/TOUCAN SLAM-Doin’ Snuff With Roy 
Scherer (Quincy Shanks/Shazam) 

Good punk material by two Illinois bands. The 4- 
Squares have been impressive on their previous 7” re¬ 
leases and continue to be so, here. Ranty punk with drive, 
adrenalin and hooks. The cleverly-named Toucan Slam 
(remember the mascot for Fruit Loops?) are equally 
punchy and aggressive, with a bit more complexity in the 
arrangement and a sound blending melodic punk and 
older emo. Plenty of energy throughout. (PO Box 184, 
Wayne, IL 60184-184) 

FREEDOM FIGHTERS-My Scientist Friends (AmRep) 

Two guitars and a drummer and if the lack of bass is 
occasionally missed (I think they’d sound even more dev¬ 
astating), this trio does make a good loud racket. An in¬ 
tense, gnashing rock sound with hints of catchiness. 
Drums crash and wallop and the axes transmit volleys of 
glorious volume. A few of the songs, notably “Rhumba 
Cha Cha” and “Bob Dylan’s 119th Dream” favor the com¬ 
pressed punk style that the late and lamented Guzzard 
turned into a potent weapon. The short instrumental snip¬ 
pets that feature piano atonality or drill-press guitar act 
as a tribute to the Swell Maps and Wire (or Colin Newman 
solo material) but the Freedom Fighters’first objective is 
scaling that punk rock monster mountain and the cam¬ 
paign is successful. (2645 1st Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 
55408) 

FRENZAL RHOMB-Not SoTough Now (Rubber)/Once 
A Jolly Swagman, Always A Jolly Swagman (Libera¬ 
tion) 

Punk/pop band #1096...maybe. I’ve lost count. That’s 
the impression for “Not So Tough.”This time, the protago¬ 
nists come from Australia. So do AC/DC. I like AC/DC a 
lot better. Frenzal Rhomb keep it fairly bright and punchy, 
a hybrid of NOFX and the Descendents, though the vo¬ 
cals are (thankfully) neither chirpy nor skate-ranty. A nice 
shift from the fake acoustic intro that starts the album 
into the high-speed lane. Not always that terrible. But 
would I go out of my way for this album? Not likely... 
“Swagman” is a compilation of material from ‘93 to ‘95 
and is somewhat better. Frenzal Rhomb pursue a wider 
musical pallette. Still a poppy emphasis and the bass- 
thwack gets in the way, sometimes, but the songs don’t 
always follow the set formula. Some edgier licks sneak in 
and, here, there’s as much an affection for such UK pur¬ 
veyors as Snuff as the California prototypes... Infectious, 
youthful enthusiasm. ( Rubber : 633 Ocean Ave., Studio 
#21, Santa Monica, CA 90402 /Liberation : PO Box 17746, 
Anaheim, CA 92817) 

FRODUS-Conglomerate International (Tooth & Nail) 

Yes, I'm backing down by reviewing a secular release 
on a label mainly known for Christian artists. Deal with it. 
And deal with Frodus, because they've made a 
monsterous record that has both pounding ferocity and 
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dabblings with texture and ambiance. The rock pyrotech¬ 
nics are their forte, with the dramatic buildups and chordal 
pulverization and those moments lash out with severe 
weight. They're billing themselves as a corporate entity- 
shades of PIL-and there are a few moments on "Chrome 
Corridors" that echo "Second Edition" (by way of Fugazi) 
but the emphasis is on unsettling, volume-charged bal¬ 
last. The stop/start churn that propels "Invisible Time 
Lines" is simply skull-fucking. Submit to their plans for 
conquest. (PO Box 12698, Seattle, WA 98111-4698) 

FU MANCHU-The Action Is Go (Mammoth) 

Tee-hee...a so-called stoner band covering SS 
Decontrol’s “Nothing Done.” I couldn’t believe it when I 
saw it on the cover but these 70s resurrectionists do ex¬ 
actly that and stay true to the original’s intent. That’s about 
the only surprise on Fu Manchu’s latest. Sacraments to 
the gods of volume, another collection of loud rock an¬ 
thems to accompany the ritual lighting of the bong... or 
maybe just some incense or a candle if, like me, you don’t 
partake in herbal indulgence. One doesn’t have to be 
buzzed to love Fu Manchu’s thunder-fueled boogie. The 
likes of “Guardrail” get those fists pumping mightily. “Un¬ 
known World” rides a cowbell-inflected backbeat, rein¬ 
forced by ye wall o’fuzz. Yeah, they’re not exactly subtle 
about the influences but when you’re rockin’ this hard and 
with a smart-assed gleam in your eye, such conerns be¬ 
come rather minor, indeed. (101 B St., Carrboro, NC 
27510) 

FUN-Pax (Polywog) 

One-time Bowie sideman Carlos Alomar plays in this 
band and it’s a punk record. Seriously! Short, fired-up 
compositions that stick to a loud/fast mode with a few 
poppy and melodic forays. I was expecting some sort of 
fusion or jam shit and got volume. That’s a nice surprise. 
(109 St. Mark’s Place, #24, NY, NY 10009) 

FUN PEOPLE-Toda Nino Sensibiesabr£ De Que 
Estamos Hablando (Ugly) 

A strange concoction—not only 'cause the CD comes 
inside an LP cover but for the musical haphazardness. 
Full-on punk and hardcore songs, folky pop, piano, ac¬ 
cordion, romanticism... you name it.They keep you guess¬ 
ing and it’s sporadically brilliant. Also sporadicaly a drag... 
($10 ppd to CC #48, Sue. 49, CP (1449) Buenos Aires, 
ARGENTINA) 

FURIOUS GEORGE-Gets A Record! (Recess) 

George Tabb finally gets the chance to commit his 
tagline expression ‘Take My Life, Please” to tape (or CD 
or vinyl, for that matter) and rants with nasally conviction. 
Fun, buzzin’ punk rock for this trio—weaned on way too 
much TV, movies and junk food. Are they the 90s de¬ 
scenders of the Dictators? That, the Dickies (“I Am The 
King” has some very Chuck Wagon-esque keyboards) 
and the Ramones, of course, even enlisting Joey to lead 
the singalong throng for “Gilligan.” Shake yourself silly. 
(PO Box 1112, Torrance, CA 90505) 

FYP-My Man Grumpy (Recess) 

Sadness and joy, simultaneously. Sadness, because 
FYP bassist Joe C. recently took his own life. Joy be¬ 
cause, well, it's an FYP record and these guys could bring 
a smile to the most dour individual. In a way, their most 
"mature" effort, in terms of the more-diverse musical ar¬ 
ray. Heart-rending pop tunes like "Slitwrists" (that title and 
"I Don't Wanna Live To See Tomorrow" give me the creeps, 
for obvious reasons), the bubblegummy "Buried" and 
"Powerlines," the latter with affecting toy piano. They also 
dish out the feedback rock for "I Dunno What's Happen¬ 
ing To Me" and don’t skimp on the fast punk fodder, ei¬ 
ther. With Joe's death, the band’s future is up in the air. 
(PO Box 1112, Torrance, CA 90505) 

THE GAIN-HighwayTo Heck (Dead Beat, 10 H ) 

This record has me bouncing up and down in my chair. 
The Gain do that to you. A live release and their spring- 
tight, infectious and hard rockin' modster punk hits the 
spot. The complete live experience, with bum notes and 
tuning breaks and the Gain tear through it all with ener¬ 
getic vibrance. (PO Box 283, LA, CA 90078) 

GANG GREEN-Another Case Of Brewtality (Taang)/ 
Preschool (Taang, EP) 

New Gang Green... old Gang Green... hard to believe 
that it's been 16 years since the old songs were recorded 
and "Preschool" pulls together the songs from "Boston 
Not LA" and "Unsafe..." plus the "Sold Out" 7" tracks. 
Manic, furious hardcore by a three suburban teenagers 
and, while a product of its time, "Sold Out" is a 
rollercoaster ride of mock rock anthemry and thrash ma¬ 
nia. Now Doherty’s back, with drummer extraordinaire 
Walter Gustafson and a pair of new recruits for their best 
stuff since, perhaps, "Another Wasted Night." Eschewing 
the metal, for the most part, although Chris pulls out the 


AC/DC riffs for "Death Of The Party." Gang Green stay 
on the loud/fast route, dishing out laments about lousy 
jobs and bosses and living (of course) for beer and the 
longed-for weekend ("I'll Worry About It Monday"). This 
was better than I expected it to be. (706 Pismo Ct., San 
Diego, CA 92109) 

GARDY LOO FEATURING EL DUCE-Perverts On Pa¬ 
rade (Off The Records) 

Eldon’s last stand... in case you haven’t heard, the 
Mentors’ mainman met his end on a railroad track last 
summer so this is his final musical testament. Florida 
metal band Gardy Loo, featuring Nasty Savage guitarist 
Ben Meyer, provide sympathetic and rockin’ 
accopaniment for Duce’s lyrical fireworks. Easily the man’s 
best performance since the Mentors’ “Up The Dose” and 
“First Shit Of The Morning” ranks up there with his all 
time classics. Sure, he rhymes toilet paper and anal va¬ 
por two times on this album and that’s taken from the 
Mentors’ “Golden Showers," but this song takes scatol- 
ogy to a new level, up or down depending on your per¬ 
spective—the way he rolls “diarrrrrhea" off his tongue or 
the reference to “hershey squirts.” Bombs away! The “oink 
oink"s on “Squeal Like A Pig" are equally priceless. 
“Clitoctomy” and “Senior Citizen Sodomizeer" tread where 
few would dare, either. Look, I know how disgusting this 
all is, what a low-life scumbag El Duce was, etc... But he 
was a lot funnier than GG Allin. Every bit as disgusting 
and tasteless as you’d expect—and then some! (PO Box 
612213, N. Miami, FL 33261-2213) 

GBH-Punk Junkies (Triple X) 

SENSAYUMA-Every Day’s Your Last Day (Retch) 
THE WERNT-Wreckin Temples (Chocolate Roberts) 

These old UK bands never quit, do they? Well, I sup¬ 
pose it beats getting a real job. GBH have kept 3/4 of 
their original lineup together for over 15 years, at this point, 
and if the latest installment of the saga doesn’t have the 
wild ‘n wooly slam of their golden oldies, it’s not a dying 
wheeze, either. Mixing up the punk, hardcore and metal, 
with Colin’s cockney bray battling with Jock's guitar razzle- 
dazzle. About the only annoying factor are the occasional 
double-bass pedal drum kicks. No longer Great Big Hair¬ 
cuts nor likely to do grievous bodily harm to your mind, 
but GBH carry on in a still-energetic fashion. Sensa Yuma 
is a band with Ross and Jock from GBH and English Dogs/ 
Contempt vocalist Stu-Pid (oh how clever!) and this 
album’s more interesting than “Punk Junkies.” Spreading 
out into different forms of punk—some thrash, some older- 
style punk, some oi-tinged material and showing more 
signs of life than GBH have in awhile. “Lucy Loo’s” a good 
Dolls/Pistols hybrid, for instance. There’s a rougher, 
charged energy at work, although the vocals are mainly 
buried in the mix. The old punks still got a few tricks... 
Ross and Jock show up again in the Wernt, with a couple 
more English Dogs, vocalist Wakey and drummer Pinch. 
It’s another romp through punk territory with a dash of 
metal and a few songs advocating boneheaded vigilan- 
tism—"Punishment Beating” lauds “well, it would stop ju¬ 
venile crime wouldn’t it?" The music comes from 
unreleased early 80s material by both the Dogs and GBH 
and given a re-working here and, although some of the 
lyrics are kind of reactionary, this album is on a par with 
GBH’s latest. ( Triple X: PO Box 862529, LA, CA 90086/ 
Batch: $15 ppd to 49 Rose Crescent, Southport, 
Merseyside, England PR8 3RZ /Chocolate Roberts : PO 
Box 465, Peterborough, ENGLAND PH38HJ) 

GENUINE-The Pessimist Project (Temperance, EP) 

Aaron Edge is straight for life and Krishna and he wants 
to tell the world. Whatever makes you happy, I suppose, 
although I certainly have reservations about the latter in 
particular. Not as many reservations about the music, 
done completely by Aaron and sticking to a high-pow¬ 
ered hardcore vein. (PO Box 685, Northfield, NJ 08225) 

GERTY FARISH-Bulks Up (Load) 

Heavily distorted guitar and keyboards that sound like 
a video game are the weapons for this two-piece and 
they apply those instruments to a rather unique brand of 
hardcore and pop (sorta)... the bird noises for “Finale” 
and the hooky “Make Way For Matt” fall into the latter 
category. I haven’t heard any other albums quite like this 
lately and Gerty Farish’s warped universe is intriguing. 
(PO Box 35, Providence, Rl 02901) 

GET UP KIDS (Doghouse, EP) 

Guess you’d call this emo rock and that’s not an epi¬ 
thet, in this case. The Get Up Kids favor wide-scope, pow¬ 
erful arrangements. The vocals come from the gut and 
there’s a whomping beat to go with the singe-chord riffs. 
‘Woodson" hits with a quick-tempo charge. Only on “Off 
The Wagon” do they get off track, delving into a less- 
enticing, subdued mode. And I’ve got to like a band who 
has a song called “A Newfound Interest In Massachu¬ 
setts.” (PO Box 8946, Toledo, OH 43623) 


GOB/ANOTHER JOE-Ass Seen On TV (Mighty Idy) 

Two poppy, but non-wimpy Canadian punk bands. Both 
of 'em keep it short and concise, with Another Joe sound¬ 
ing like a straight-ahead NOFX (no musical quirks or 
horns). Buzzing guitars, quick tempos and a bundle of 
hooks from both parties involved. That’s followed by over 
a half hour of rather vicious phone pranking on the bonus 
track—a call to a Starbucks complaining about a dead 
mouse in a cup of coffee, etc... A bright, sunny musical 
spitball. (PO Box 7756, Clearwater, FL 34618) 

GODHEADSILO-Share The Fantasy (Sub Pop) 

This is a funny album. It may not seem so on the sur¬ 
face but these two jesters make their humorous intent 
pretty obvious while raising a formidable ruckus. The death 
metal graphics and artwork and the photo collage on the 
inside are homage to the mighty metal and many of the 
song structures here will make you bang your head, even 
without the guitars. Their cover of “In The Air Tonight” is 
on the level of any of the Melvins’ song deconstructions 
and godheadSilo approach their music with a similar rev¬ 
erence/bemusement. Unleash the beast! (PO Box 20645, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 

GODS REFLEX-A Brief Lesson In Affection (Johann’s 
Face) 

If more of the songs on this disc had been in a similar 
muse as “Seven Months” and “Doctor’s Office,” I might’ve 
liked it more. Those tracks successfully bridge hooky (but 
often slight) modern emo-pop with a solid Jawbreaker/ 
Hiisker axis, especially the latter song. Unfortunately, 
quietude is a dominant trait the rest of the time. In layman’s 
terms, it just doesn’t really rock and/or roll, at least on a 
consistent basis. When the piano comes in, I start hav¬ 
ing Stipe-like visions and that’s not a good thing. Melody 
and angst can certainly co-exist but it needs to be on a 
harder-edged meeting-ground to be satisfying, at least 
to me. (PO Box 479164, Chicago, IL 60647) 

GOODBYE HARRY-1 Can Smoke (Cruz) 

Scott Reynolds, ex-singer for All, now handles the vo¬ 
cals for this band. These guys definitely have that All 
sound. Rockin’punk, with most of the tracks being fast or 
mid tempo. Nice melodies and catchy hooks, songs about 
ladies, and songs that just don’t make sense. If you like 
All, you’ll like this band. (PO Box 7756, Long Beach, CA 
90807) (Alex Dorfman) 

GOODFELLAS (Filter) 

Goodfellas are here to amuse you...and you don’t even 
have to worry about one of 'em shooting you in the foot 
(although anyone who indulges in unauthorized duplica¬ 
tion will be fitted for concrete socks). Had to work in a 
reference to the movie somehow. Just shows how utterly 
lame record reviews can become when you do too many 
of 'em but let’s press onward. Nothing lame about this 
album, though. Furious hardcore with melody and enough 
grit to avoid the sticky-sweet trap. The guitars are loud, 
the tempos fast and the playing tight. Goodfellas sure as 
hell seem to approach all this with a youthful 
rambunctiousness...heck, they even skate, so I suppose 
that gives 'em some sort credibility in certain quarters. 
Yeah, I’m being flippant...like I said, trying to review an¬ 
other punk w/melody album gets trickier but this is, in¬ 
deed, a good one. (PO Box 4948, Berkeley, CA 94704) 

GOOD RIDDANCE-Ballads FromThe Revolution (Fat) 

There's something of a paradox here-Good Riddance 
sing about cruelty-free lifestyles and seem to present the 
idea of rebellion and revolution, at least on a personal 
level. Plus, they're donating proceeds from the album to 
PETA and an AIDS prevention project. Yet, on the thank- 
you list, they offer a tip of the hat to guitar, amplifier, cloth¬ 
ing and eyewear companies. Maybe I'm reading into it 
too much and being cynical (or reading The Baffler too 
much) but, to me, such companies as Counter Culture 
Clothing or Arnette Eyewear seem to be about the 
commodification of rebellion. Something sticks in the craw 
about that. Getting to the album at hand, a blending of 
west coast melodicism and hardcore burn, though defi¬ 
nitely on the sweeter-side of the equation. Anger at the 
world, heartbreak at relationships gone wrong and trying 
to find one's way through it all. Decent, although with the 
clean, high-budget production and hyperactive, overbusy 
drumming, the threat isn't quite there. A palatable revolu¬ 
tion? (PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 

THE GREAT BRAIN-Algorithim (Throwrug) 

Algorithim—that’s a mathematical rule. Maybe it’s a 
cute way for the Great Brain to claim allegiance with “math 
rock.” I’ve never been able to quite figure out what people 
mean by that term. Rock made by brainy kids with 
calculators in their pockets? Well, there are both cere¬ 
bral and more physical qualities to the Great Brain’s mu¬ 
sic and some explosive permutations (another math term!) 




result. “Crack Blues” favors some feisty slash, slide ‘n burn, 
as does “Reduviid Complex” and the angular “Strawberry 
Flan.” They can be equally languid and drawn out and 
that’s where restlessness sets in. The edginess and abil¬ 
ity to throw in explosive jolts manages to shake things 
up, anyway. (PO Box 579100, Chicago, IL 60657-9100) 


THE GREAT UNRAVELING (Kill Rock Stars) 

Tonie from Moss Icon and Universal Order Of Arma¬ 
geddon is at it again...here’s the latest project he’s in¬ 
volved in, along with ex-UOA bassist Scott and a drum¬ 
mer named Randy. Thundering, lengthy compositions that 
lay down a heavy rhythmic bass with snaky/slashing gui¬ 
tar signatures on top. A merging of the heavier side of 
Unwound with a bit of early PIL, at least in the guitar 
tones—“Wellless” is clearly Levene-inspired and a “metal 
box” is mentioned in the lyrics for “Possessed,” but maybe 
that’s a stretch! “Head For The Hills" packs a concise dose 
of hard-rocking fury. A collection of violent and lurching 
sonic excursions. (120 NE State St., #418, Olympia, WA 
98501) 


GREEN DAY-NImrod (Reprise) 

Not providing the full-on rush of “Insomniac," which is 
the best of their major label output, yet with 
its share of solid tuneage. That’s not the 
case for the lame acoustic/strings ballad 
“Good Riddance,” the kitschy “King For A 
Day" (about being a drag queen) or ill-ad¬ 
vised soundtrack music instrumental “Last 
Ride In.” "Nice Guys Finish Last” and the 
thrashed-up “Platypus (I Hate You)" do pro¬ 
vide a good kick in the ass, though, and 
there are some decent Beatlesque 
touches, notably for “Worry Rock” and 
“Walking Alone.” The first single, “Hitchin’ 

A Ride,” is a derivative hybrid of “Stray 
Cat Strut” and “Longview” yet somehow 
works. Playing up the pop card but the 
punk roots haven’t completely disap¬ 
peared and the lyrical bitterness is pep¬ 
pered with a good amount of fuck-you 
venom. 


GREY SPIKES-Year Zero (1+2) 

Grizzled punk that reaches into the 
past for its influence but not the obvious 
touchpoints. The moody “Chemical” 
comes across like a Blue Oyster Cult/ 

Radio Birdman hybrid. Haunting but 
powerful. They stick to a more rockin’ 
approach for the likes of “Stupid Fuckin’ 

People" or “Flat Earth Society” (with 
some raw sax squalls) and dish up 
garagier sounds for “Bouncing Betty.” 

“Chance Pome” delves into a bit of 
jazzy skronk. Unpredictable and atten¬ 
tion-commanding. (Clean Nishi-shinjuku Bldg IF, Nishi- 
shinjuku 7-5-6, Shinjuku-ku, Tokyo 160, JAPAN) 


GROOVIE GHOULIES-Re-animation Festival (Look¬ 
out) 

What may appear to simply be a pop-punk band do¬ 
ing the Misfits/fright-core thing (It’s almost October as I 
write this and the stores have been filled with Halloween 
stuff since the kids finished loading up on their Trapper 
Keepers) is much better than that. “School is Out” is a 
quite capable SLF rip and Kepi, Roach and new drum¬ 
mer Danny Panic (Screeching Weasel/Riverdales) harken 
all the way back to the ‘50s on songs like “Graceland." 
Also has covers by the likes of Daniel Johnston. (PO Box 
11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) (Phil Lerman) 


GUIDED BY VOICES-Mag Earwhig! (Matador) 

The big news is Bob Pollard is the sole-remaining origi¬ 
nal member of Guided By Voices, although some of his 
former compatriots join him on various tracks here. His 
new bandmates are the members of Cobra Verde, who 
themselves emerged from the ashes of Death Of 
Samantha. Guided by Death? Cobra Voices? 
Sorry...couldn’t resist the temptation. Speaking of 
irresistable, that’s what Guided By Voices remain. The 
days of low-fi seem to be more or less gone and, in its 
place, the new incarnation operates in a harder-rocking 
hemisphere. But the pop-craft remains and when Pollard 
wraps his tonsils around a catchy riff or hook, the results 
are mesmerizing. “I Am A Tree" crosses the unheard-of 
four minute mark and connects with a chiming resonance. 
Same for “Bulldog Skin.” “Portable Men’s Society” is an¬ 
other lengthy (by their standards) epic and is punctuated 
by inviting synth howls and a tensile melodicism. Some 
of the best pop music out there today and, in the hands 
of this revamped lineup, there’s new life. (625 Broadway, 
New York, NY 10012) 


GUITAR WOLF-Planet Of The Wolves (Matador) 


The cleanest-sounding recordings by the Wolf and it 
still sounds primitive. That’s the way these Japanese de¬ 
linquents want it and who am I to complain? Fired-up 
rock ‘n roll making up in spit ‘n venom what they lack in 
technical skills and, in all honesty, it’s always been about 
guts and soul than dexterity. Who wants to hear some 
guitarist wank off for half an hour when Guitar Wolf dish 
out 14 burners in the same period of time. Committing 
their messed-up rendition of “Satisfaction" to tape and I’ll 
take their version over the Stones’ current live version. 
When Seiji howls during the breakdown of the Bo Diddley- 
fied “Motor City Leather Boy,” it’s a call to arms. Guitar 
Wolf understand rock ‘n roll—the menace and the down 
‘n dirty sense of liberation and they take great pleasure 
in stomping over everything in sight to preach the gos¬ 
pel. (625 Broadway, New York, NY 10012) 

GUTTERMOUTH-Musical Monkey (Nitro) 

Keep waiting for that classic followup to "Asshole,” but 
it hasn’t happened yet. In spite of that, Guttermouth con¬ 
tinue to slam out the irreverent punk tuneage. Spunky 
and melodic, with wise-assed vocals and obnoxious lyr¬ 
ics. The targets and humor are obvious—rollerbladers, 
straight-edgers, PC punk types, fanzine writers (HEY!!)— 
and some people might take offense at any or 


rupt tobacco industry, the rock star myth, etc. There is a 
rendition of “Property” that PALES in comparison to the 
7" version. For anyone not familiar with Half Empty, I would 
suggest checking out either the ‘Welcome Home’ 7" or 
their split 7" with the Pist before progressing to this CD. 
My only complaint is it’s only a little less than 17 minutes 
long, but then again at $6, how can you lose? (445 14th 
St., San Francisco CA 94103) (Anna) 


HALF LIFE-Down Right (H.G. Fact) 

Usually when hardcore bands embrace some sort of 
hard rock/metal motif, the results are often constipated- 
sounding. While Half Life do tend to bite off a bit more 
than they should for the ten-minutes plus of “In Order,” 
their passionate delivery and full-bodied roar does occa¬ 
sionally make a potent musical statement. The speedier 
emphasis of “Move Along” and their cover of Verbal 
Assault’s “Trial” fare best. Half there. (401 Hongo-M, 2- 
36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


HALLRAKER-The Methods Of... (Sike) 

Where’d this band come from? Sorry for my ignorance, 
but my previous knowledge of Hallraker was limited to a 
few mentions I’d seen in a couple of zines and it hardly 
prepared me for the pure rush of this album. Charged, 
hard-hitting hardcore/emo that harkens back to the Revo¬ 
lution Summer DC (Rites Of Spring, 
etc...) heyday. Busy, versatile instru¬ 
mentation and a sweeping, stinging 
sound. Nothing formulaic about it, not 
the same old generic shit. These guys 
play it straight from the gut and the 
sparks fly. (553 Cooley St., Springfield, 
MA 01128) 

HAND TO MOUTH-Your Ticket To The 
New Jerusalem (Dwgsht) 

This is an LP by the band Hand 
to Mouth that comes with a 72 page zine. 
A joint effort from the band and Dwgsht 
zine and it’s food for the eyes and ears. 
The zine features well-written and re¬ 
searched articles about “low-impact” 
lifestyles (veganism/environmentally-con- 
scious/cruelty-free), an inmate’s journal, 
historical looks at the 1919 Boston Po¬ 
lice strike, the “troubles” in Ireland, the 
whitewashing of history and a turn-of-the- 
century anarchist community. Hand To- 
Mouth accompany their lyrics with essays 
about each song—where the political be¬ 
comes the personal. Musically, a heady 
rush of thorny emo, with both heavier and 
melodic tendencies and throat-scraping vo¬ 
cals. Influenced by mid-80s DC, as well as 
Jawbreaker and Fuel on the more surging 
tracks. The passion clearly drives the mu¬ 
sic... an outlet for their concerns. For these 
parties, punk and politics are forever inter¬ 
twined. ($8 ppd for zine and LP to PO Box 28, Durham, 
NC 27702) 


HARD SKIN-Hard Nuts And Hard Cunts (Broken) 

Really, this had to happen eventually. Let's face facts- 
-Oi's been ripe for parody for a long time and leave it to 
Sean from Wat Tyler (shhh... it's a secret, sorta) to do the 
job. Finally given a US release and these three gen-u-ine 
oi oi oi boys will have you getting pissed or pissing on 
yourself laughing. Spot the riffs stolen from various Cock¬ 
ney Rejects and Sham 69 songs and sing along to such 
anthems as "Oi Not Jobs," "My One Skin" (to the tune of 
"My Bonnie Lies Over The Ocean") and "All Coppers Are 
Cunts." Above all, Hard Skin beat the street bands at their 
own game by playing these songs with perfect form. Bril¬ 
liant. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146-0402) 


HATEBREED-Satlsfaction IsThe Death Of Desire (Vic¬ 
tory) 

Hard as fuck... forging together the chunka-chunka 
riffing, raging giant vocals and speed metal/hardcore into 
a fairly destructive force. Hatebreed paint a gloomy pic¬ 
ture of betrayal, dehumanization, violence and suffering 
through life. Matched by the unrelenting nature of the 
music. Defiance sang about there being “no future...no 
hope” and Hatebreed would probably concur. On the other 
hand, “Before Dishonor” indicates an unwillingness to give 
up whatever it is they cherish in life. As tiring as the blud¬ 
geon-core sound has become (and most of it is),there’s 
an intensity in Hatebreed’s songs that draw you to the 
fiery center. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 


HEADCLEANER-Pigment of Imagination (Big Deal) 

U.K. band that’s been around for a while. They kinda 
run the gamut of aggressive indie-rock: Spencer, Tar, Liz¬ 
ard, faux hip hop, dub, some Helmet, hardcore the way 
the Beastie Boys did it on the last two albums, along with 


all of the above. But when Mark goes 
into his Fred Schneider imitation for ‘What If," it’s pretty 
humorous. Offensiveness is a longtime punk tradition and 
Guttermouth’s humor is more sophomoric than malicious. 
Call it a guilty pleasure. (7071 Warner Ave., F-736, Hun¬ 
tington Beach, CA 92647) 


GYMICRAE-Execution Of Karma (Insurance Scam, 
EP) 

Yearny emo-pop that has heart but is sometimes lack¬ 
ing in energetic fervor. I’ve played it through a few times 
and there’s an intangible element missing, that extra 
somethingorother to push it over. “I Won’t Bend” clears 
that hurdle, at least. Still, the songs are occasionally dis¬ 
jointed and aren’t all that memorable. I didn’t like the 
Smiths’ cover too much, either. (PO Box 145, Northville, 
Ml 48167) 


HAGFISH (Honest Don’s) 

Exiled from major label land, after one album, but 
Hagfish remain the same. Songs that are crunchy, poppy, 
bright, snappy and all that... but there's a hint of leering 
perversion, along with the love, loss 'n longing-a naked 
female boxer on the cover, a request for nude pictures 
and even one ditty pondering what it would be like to be 
gay ("Fruit"). All wrapped up in a crackling, infectious 
package. (PO Box 192027, SF, CA 94119) 


HALF EMPTY-People Are Basically Good (New Dis¬ 
order) 

It’s too bad that Half Empty broke up, because they 
were one of the few bands who were exciting and origi¬ 
nal. There is a slight ska tinge (don’t let that scare you if 
you don’t like ska!) and sometimes a sax is thrown into 
the mix which makes for a dinkier X-Ray Spex sound. 
The dueling female/male vocals sing lyrics that rail against 
television, apathy, the media, school, punk rockers who 
think they’re so smash-the-state yet they support the cor¬ 



a few moments reminiscent of older stuff like the Fall. 
Some of this sounds dated in an early 90s way, for the 
most part Headcleaner keeps my attention with their bal¬ 
ance of groove-oriented stuff and the more full-on aggro 
songs. Great playing usually makes up for a lack of origi¬ 
nality or cohesiveness and that’s definitely the case here, 
especially on the drumming. Includes a short anti-Shell 
Oil essay. (PO Box 2072, Peter Stuyvesant Station, New 
York NY 10009-9998) (Phil Lerman) 

THEE HEADCOATS-The Messerschmitt Pilot’s Sev¬ 
ered Hand (Damaged Goods) 

You pretty much know what you’re getting with a 
Headcoats/Billy Childish project. This rather bizarrely-titled 
album offers rough, stripped down R&B/garage rock ‘n 
roll in with typical primitivism. There’s an accompanying 
short story about the title track that showcases an off¬ 
beat, somewhat macabre style of storytelling from Child¬ 
ish. The motif continues with “Where Are The Children 
That Hitler Kissed?” For some truly antisocial bile, try “We 
Hate The Fucking NME” or “I’ve Been Fucking Your 
Daughters And Pissing On Your Lawn.” Taken to a core 
essence and potent in its unadorned purity. (PO Box 671, 
London El7 6NF, ENGLAND) 

HECKLE-The Complicated Futility Of Ignorance 
(Hopeless) 

These guys play with an aggressive urgency that 
catches you up in its rigorous sweep. Heckle’s hardcore 
forges ahead with tuneful verve and pumping adrenalin. 
No tough-guy mosh-metal here. Inspiration is drawn from 
late 80s posi-core, a sound a lot of bands seem to be 
going back to. Well, what’s wrong with that? You can hear 
the obvious Gorilla Biscuits/Dag echoes in Heckle’s rep¬ 
ertoire, from the melodic burn of the guitars to the pas¬ 
sionate lead and backup vocals. There are still poppy 
touches, as with the band’s first album, but the main em¬ 
phasis is an embrace of those hardcore impulses. Both 
of their albums are well-worth checking out. Heart-racing 
stuff. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 

HEIDIES-ExitTen (Insurance Scam) 

Not-bad punk with a melodic emphasis. The Heidies 
have a sort of exploding surf drumbeat under their buzz- 
level guitars and predominant harmonies. While it won’t 
change the world or anything, there’s a consistent en¬ 
ergy level maintained throughout. Chalk it up to youthful 
enthusiasm. (PO Box 145, Northville, Ml 48167) 

HELLBENDER-Con Limon (Reservoir) 

Are these guys English majors? I get that feeling when 
reading such titles as “You Gutted Me With A Switchblade 
Shaped Like A Telephone” or “The Inevitable Social Awk¬ 
wardness Of The Junior High Prom.” Sensitive, loping rock 
that has both poppy and emotional properties, without 
going over the proverbial cliff. Still, out of their three al¬ 
bums, this one is the least energetic. Hellbender are go¬ 
ing for the warm glow and giving up a little of the propul¬ 
sive drive in the process. (PO Box 790366, Middle Vil¬ 
lage, NY 11379-0366) 

HELLSTOMPER/BEFORE I HANG-Our National Con¬ 
federate Anthem (Baloney Shrapnel) 

Take your Garth Brooks and shove it little buddy and 
tell Brooks and Dunn to come back from wherever they 
came from, too. Hellstomper play a mix of punk and coun¬ 
try with genuine affection and twelve-gauge accuracy.The 
backporch stomp of “Old Rattler will bring out the rebel 
yell. Before I Hang have a dirtier rock ‘n roll emphasis 
(think Antiseen), but aren’t any less defiant in their atti¬ 
tudes. Both of the gravel-voiced frontmen in these bands 
could be Jeff Clayton from Antiseen’s kinfolk. Two grizzled- 
sounding redneck bands that are unapologetic about 
being from the land of Jefferson Davis and if their unre¬ 
constructed worldview is kinda discomforting, they sure 
do have the musical spirit. (PO Box 6504, Phoenix, AZ 
85005) 

HISSANOL-The Making Of Him (Alt. Tentacles) 

Way fuckin’ eclectic... maybe too eclectic, as some of 
these sound experiments by ex-NoMeansNo guitarist 
Andy Kerr and his partner Scott Henderson just make 
me scratch my head. They get it right, once in awhile— 
the nervy “Rewired,” the “Lust For Life" drumbeat that 
pushes “Electric Razor,” but when they devle into Resi- 
dents-like oddities, aimless jazzboisms or baby music, it 
ain’t happening. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 

HI-STANDARD-Angry Fist (Fat) 

Hi-Standard don’t come across as that angry. Even 
when the chorus of the leadoff track extolls ‘lighting fists, 
angry soul,” it’s accompanied by a bright, perky punk/ 
pop melody and vocal and that’s the case throughout Hi- 
Standard’s second album. They don’t even sound that 
pissed off when the dog shits on their beds. The obliga¬ 
tory covers, this time, are the Who’s "Kids Are Alright” 


and CCR’s “Have You Ever Seen The Rain” and they 
handle them in spunky, punked-up fashion. Maybe a bit 
happier-sounding that I want to hear these days... (PO 
Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 

HIVES-Barely Legal (Burning Heart) 

Crash, bang, wallop—buckle up for a crazy hellride 
from these rock-savvy Swedes. Garage, thrash, punk and 
even a little surf colliding into a high-powered concoc¬ 
tion. Wise-assed and smart lyrics ala the New Bomb Turks 
and the Hives’ devil-may-care onslaught and potent drum 
scamper resemble that band’s, as well.Totally fuckin’ rock¬ 
ing, (Box 441,701 48 Orebro, SWEDEN) 

HOMEMADE-As We Fall (Theologian) 

West coast band doing the west coast thing—fast and 
frenetic punk w/melody and, on some of the songs here, 
they imbue it with an overpoweringly energetic thrust. 
Opening song “But Now,” after a fake melodic intro, surges 
forcefully into high gear. They sometimes tend come on 
like the Offspring, especially “Mayflowers,” but that's not 
hard to take, either Good stuff, although the hidden ska/ 
punk track almost ruined it for me. (PO Box 1070, 
Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) 

HONKEYBALL-Onetime (Wonderdrug) 

For those that haven’t yet realized it, there are two 
different styles of music in Boston that are both classified 
as hardcore. There are bands like Ten Yard Fight, Get 
High and In My Eyes, whose roots stem from earlier 
hardcore bands like Minor Threat, Gorilla Biscuits and 
Uniform Choice. On the completely opposite side of the 
spectrum are bands like Tree and Scissorfight, whose 
roots lie somewhere in between Metallica, Pantera, and 
Biohazard. Honkeyball fits right in with the latter group¬ 
ing. They have a feel similar to other “commercial 
hardcore” bands like Biohazard or Downset. I find this 
CD to be completely unenjoyable, from the power bal¬ 
lads and the Faith No More rip-offs to the politics. I refer 
to their politics as being the same as many of the other 
bands I have classified them with. Honkeyball does not 
care about “the scene”; in fact Honkeyball is not even 
involved in “the scene." They are in it to win it for them¬ 
selves. Most of their lyrics are pointless and seem to ex¬ 
press no opinions or views, just emotions, yet I-don’t get 
the slightest sense of honesty or feeling within these lyr¬ 
ics. Mostly I am saddened that there are people who out 
there who will listen to this and think this is hardcore and 
never realize there is so much more. The only redeeming 
quality this album holds is that the illustrations are done 
by a local artist named Sticky who I find quite enjoyable. 
(PO Box 995, Boston, MA 02123) (Alex Dorfman) 

H20-ThickerThan Water (Epitaph) 

Tattooed tough guys and looks can be deceiving. In¬ 
stead of metal mosh-core, H20’s musical pallette is way 
more melodic. In love with an older DC sound, covering 
Marginal Man’s “Friend” and recreating the fast buzz of 
Dag Nasty or Gorilla Biscuits, who also owed a lot to the 
Dag-sters. H20 dish out the bile for the likes of “Talk Too 
Much” but there’s a decided catchiness for “A+” and “Re¬ 
sponsible.” A bit of Toby’s bellow goes a long way but the 
focus is on the fast ‘n tuneful guitar-driven compositions. 
Gratifying hardcore. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

HUMANS BEING-My Demons Disagree (Pressure 
Point) 

Definitely one of the most evil, hardcore/metal cds out 
right now. “My Demons Disagree” is a ferocious blend of 
evilcore, metal, and death and why wouldn’t it be...it was 
only produced by Glen Robinson (GWAR, Cycle Sluts 
from Hell, Annihilator, and 5 Seconds Expired).This cd is 
sure to keep you buzzing and your adrenaline pumped 
for more. (PO Box 907, Colchester, VT 05446) (Zak) 

HYPOCRISY-The Final Chapter (Nuclear Blast 
America) 

When Hypocrisy are possessed by the thrashin’ 
nasties, they’re a pretty formidable death metal band. 
Gurgle-blood vocals and molten volleys of riffage and 
drum scamper. It’s when Hypocrisy attempt to get more 
"gothic" or melodic that they start to falter. Killing is their 
business and the speedy tracks are bathed in the es¬ 
sence of Bathory (Quorthon—the man!). The end of the 
line for these merchants of pillage. (PO Box 43618, Phila¬ 
delphia, PA 19106) 

IDOLS-Divided We Fall (EP) 

The Idols have an early 80s sound, touching on power 
pop and melodic goth (sorta) in their repertoire. “The 
Party” certainly pulls its inspiration from Joy Division and 
“Heavy Sound” has a dark, but buoyant edgy pop flow. 
Listenable, although a bit on the light side. (PO Box 1216, 
Ft. Langley, BC VIM 2S5, CANADA) 

I FARM-So My Kids Won t Have To (Crap/Creep) 


Odd name—ass-kicking band. Hyper, ranting punk 
rock that isn’t too sweet-sounding. As with Heckle and 
Swindle, who have put out two of the better albums of 
‘97, I Farm mix up the aggro and adrenalin of east coast 
hardcore with the poppier impulses/velocity of the west. 
The words are often spat out faster than the music—a 
rush of irony and sarcasm as they personalize their con¬ 
tempt for what’s going on in the world. Living in over¬ 
drive. ( Crap : PO Box 305, Eastchester, NY 10709) 

ILL REPUTE-Bleed (The Edge) 

Yep, they’re still around, with a revamped lineup and 
Tony Cortez now the sole lead vocalist. I pulled out the 
“Nardcore” compilation to hear what they sounded like in 
1984 and, while they weren’t the most-accomplished band 
at that point, there was an honest, youthful energy level. 
In the liner notes for “Bleed,” Tony claims they were get¬ 
ting back to their hardcore roots and it’s about half-ac¬ 
complished. “Book,” with its slow/fast transitions and 
melodic scrap, definitely harkens back to older-style Cali¬ 
fornia hardcore and “President” dishes out the adrenalin, 
although I hope they’re kidding about wanting Howard 
Stern in the White House. The concessions to the present 
are the omnipresent harmonic guitar lines and annoying 
hyper-pedal drumming and, at times, it makes them sound 
the same as all the other bands doing the fast/melodic 
west coast thing. (PO Box 7111, Oxnard, CA 93031) 

IMPOSSIBLE FIVE-Eleven Hours In Antwerp (Gern 
Blandsten) 

Despite the occasional funk/soul step or surfy impulse, 
there’s more of a new wavish sensibility to this 
innacurately-monikered band (they’re a four-piece). The 
Impossible Five have a lot of early Cure in their sound, 
especially on the instrumental piece “The Laurentian 
Abyssal” and lead track “Zero Zero.” The aggression quo¬ 
tient is increased for “It’s Only Fire" and “Deception.” 
Docked a notch for the suits. (PO Box 356, River Edge, 
NJ 07661) 

INFECTIONS-Kill... (Rip Off) 

There’s still nothing better than a good ‘ol butt-bootin’ 
rock ‘n roll album and that’s what you get with the Infec¬ 
tions. The new vehicle for Greg and Shane of the Rip 
Offs, two other pals and these guys come on like fuckin’ 
gangbusters. Revved-up ramalama that flings doses of 
Thunders, the Stooges and the Real Kids (yeah!) together 
into a balls-out/bowl-over fireball that transcends the in¬ 
fluences, that makes you believe in the power of the slash- 
chord. “Good As It Gets” is one title and that’s the fact, 
jack. (581 Maple Ave., San Bruno, CA 94066) 

IN FLAMES-Whoracle (Nuclear Blast America) 

Old-fashioned metal... of the mid-80s, Euro variety, 
crossing heavy riffage and gutteral vocals with classical- 
flecked acoustic and melodic flourishes. Thought of a 
cross between Helloween and Coroner, although not as 
good as either of those bands in their prime. Includes a 
metal version of Depeche Mode’s “Everything Counts” 
that’s kind of cool and this is eminently more listenable 
than death-metal crud. Still, In Flames don t really hold a 
candle (sorry) to the best 80s power metal purveyors. 
(PO Box 43618, Philadelphia, PA 19106) 

INHUMAN-Evolver (Eyeball) 

Well, well, some really good east-coast style hardcore. 
Inhuman merge the fast and heavy quite well. Murder- 
intent vocals from Mike Scondotto, whose timbre bears 
more than a passing resemblence to Slapshot’s Jack Kelly 
or Killing Time’s Anthony Comunale. Ditto for the musical 
barrage. Rough and hard-hitting. I’ve lost track of whether 
it’s old school, new school, grade school. It’s just hardcore 
and played with power and drive. That’s all that fucking 
matters... (PO Box 1653, Stuyvesant Station, NY, NY 
10009) 

INK AND DAGGER (Initial) 

Self-proclaimed vampires and you see the stake im¬ 
agery on the cover and dark lyrics and think, oh no, a 
fucking goth band. WRONG! Ink and Dagger claim that 
being a vampire is a euphemism for that punk/hardcore 
ideal of self-empowerment and they use the sharpened 
stake of hardcore to ram that point home (haw haw). Ex¬ 
plosive, cascading riffs with melodic underpinnings and 
frayed vocals. Laying it raw, especially for the riveting 
“Shadowtalker.” (PO Box 17131, Louisville, KY 40217) 

INSULT-1 Wanna Be A Burn Victim (Know) 

This is hardcore. This is good fucking hardcore. Insult 
live up to their name by not pulling any punches either 
musically or lyrically. With production co-master-minded 
by Seth Putnam of AC, Insult hit hard with a frenzied, 
fast-paced barrage fueled by pure rage. Rough, fast and 
tight songs straight from the heart of ‘82. And while not 
up to AC’s knack for amazing song-titles, there are some 
real winners here: “Useless Piece Of Shit,” ‘Throw Your- 


self Down The Stairs,” “Several Well-Placed Kicks To The 
Face" etc... and the music has the same violent intent as 
the music. Unfettered aggression that hits the target. (PO 
Box 90579, Long Beach, CA 90809) 

IRONY OF LIGHTFOOT-IBEX (Wreck-Age) 

Doing the attack. Not the name of a new dance, al¬ 
though Irony Of Lightfoot’s lurching, assaultive sounds 
might bring out that type of a reaction. Inspired by the 
dark menace of Black Flag and compatible with such 
modern purveyors as Deadguy or Kiss It Goodbye. Cas¬ 
cading riffs that plumb an intense muse with delirious, 
aggressive panache. (PO Box 263, NY, NY 10012) 

JACK KILLED JILL-ln Stereo (New Red Archives) 

No fashion, no bullshit, just tough and catchy punk 
music from the west coast. Take-no-shit vocals from Revik, 
who infuses a good amount of venom into her delivery 
and the songs have a both a hard-rocking emphasis and 
melodic underpinnings. Can’t think of anything more en¬ 
lightening than that... good, aggressive punk music with 
musical and lyrical smarts. (PO Box 210501, SF, CA 
94121) 

JIHAD-Old Testament (Makoto) 

An awesome release on Makoto recordings. A compi¬ 
lation of older songs, newer songs and a bonus live track 
from the 1995 Cleveland Hardcore Fest. A treat for the 
true underground hardcore fan. This recording really cap¬ 
tures the essence of Jihad— from a musical and politial/ 
lyrical perspective. (PO Box 50403, Kalamazoo, Ml 
49005) (Zak) 

JOAN OF ARC-A Portable Model Of (Jade Tree) 

Wow! What a pleasant little morsel of candy we have 
here. Off the deep end sound effects (often as though 
plucked straight from 50s science fiction movies) provide 
the base to a sometimes plodding, sometimes peppy bout 
of emo-lite. I can’t help but think of the latest Archers Of 
Loaf or Barry Black albums at certain instances. Tim’s 
words are few and far between but still appropriately 
placed. Out of 13 songs, only six have lyrics while at least 
four more are made up entirely of Joan Of Arc’s loopy 
sound effects. A bit of a test for fans of pure basic emo- 
rock. A definite effort is needed to attach yourself to A 
Portable Model Of. I can’t remember the last time I heard 
anything so refreshing. “And no, you are not mistaken, 
this is indeed a concept album." (2310 Kennwynn Rd., 
Wilmington, DE 19810) (Jason Schreurs) 

JOHNNIES-12 Steps To Nowhere (Lo-Mag) 

Boston has a long tradtion of meat ‘n potatoes, punky 
rock’ n roll bands. That’s exactly what the Johnnies are. 
They cover the Dogmatics and sound like that band, 
sometimes, as well as the Bags. Of course, there’s also 
reverence for the no-bullshit 70s Noo Yawk stuff, too 
(Thunders, Ramones, etc...). Cocky and attitudinal and 
“Dead” is possibly the best anti-work tune from the city 
since the Blackjacks’ “Dreaming Of Saturday.” In fact, it’s 
better... (PO Box 689, Hingham, MA 02043-0689) 


LA, CA 90067) 

JUNE OF 44-Four Great Points (Touch & Go) 

June of 44 move beyond the obvious “Louisvilleisms” 
of their past releases. An expanded sonic and instrumen¬ 
tal vocabulary. It doesn’t always work—the violin on open¬ 
ing track “Of Information and Belief” is a detracting factor 
and the quieter compositions tend to drag. Still, “Cut Your 
Face” is an explosive, propulsive rocker boosted by Bob 
Weston’s volume-enriched recording and “Doomsday” 
also exhibits a rhythmic inventiveness. “Lifted Bells" delves 
into PIL-inspired dub with some success. Not always im¬ 
mediately-gripping and perhaps that’s the reason for my 
mixed response but there are certainly some creative 
moments here. (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


KARP-Self Titled LP (K) 

A big sound, a sound that tears your cranium wide 
open and pulls the brains out and sucks them down its 



insatiable gullet. Bass and guitar thunder traipsing the 
borderline between murky slab-rock and whizzling psy¬ 
chosis, with yowling, agitated vocals struggling to be heard 
under the morass of pounding guitars and drums. For all 
the heft, it swoops and jabs and just pummels without 
let-up. “Fucking with your head," indeed. Sounds like a 
recipe for grimness, but Karp are anything but grim. The 
tongues show clearly through the cheek and, somehow, 
I think printing lyrics as ludicrous as “skin the chicken, 
prepare the mourning feast/finger licking, we gotta bleed 
the meat” is just showing how ludicrous lyricism is in 
monster riff rock. Some of the time, anyway. Music to 
bleed for. (PO Box 7154, Olympia, WA 98507) 


JOHNNY BOYS-Broken Radio (Knock Out) 

Rough ‘n fast punk with a rock ‘n roll heart. In fact, 
“Drive By Punk Attack" and “Crazies” cross the three chord 
blitz with rootsy moves in the same way Teengenerate 
did. Tough songs that kick up a tuneful storm. Breaking 
no new ground, offering nothing complex or challenging 
and, in this case, you won’t hear any complaints ‘cause 
these guys have their chosen sound nailed. (Cargo, 1525 
W. Homer, Chicago, IL 60622) 

JON COUGAR CONCENTRATION CAMP-Hot Shit 
(Mullethead, 10”)/Til Niagara Falls (BYO) 

Hot shit is right...steaming hot shit from the Camp. Hell¬ 
bent punk rock played with feisty exuberance and drive 
and catchy snippets emerging from the fray. Just about 
everything this band has done to date has been top-notch 
and this EP is no exception. The sensitively-titled “You 
Stink” absolutely burns with tuneful abandon. And I can 
never resist a hearty version of Twisted Sister’s restless 
youth anthem “We’re Not Gonna Take It,” as much as they 
fuck around with it. A few months after the EP comes 
their second full-length album. Guitarist Clint Graham is 
apparently out of the band and they recorded the album 
as a three-piece. Taking a decided rock 'n rollish turn on 
some tracks and doing it with style—evident from the 
opening chords of “C’mon, Baby C’mon” and continuing 
in a similar vein for the car-rock (pun intended) of “79 
Lemon” and punchy boogie of "Ain’t Been Drinkin’."They 
cover their mentor Mr. Mellencamp, yet again, with “Small 
Town," but did a better job a few records ago with “Hurts 
So Good." The touching on rock roots doesn’t diminish 
the punk rush—scrappy and fervent playing and Chris 
Field’s hoarse emotionalism wears well. JCCC are a band 
you should definitely be paying attention to. ( Mullethead : 
PO Box 20515, El Cajon, CA 92021 /BYO: (PO Box 67A64, 


KEROSENE 454-At Zero (Slowdime/Dischord) 

Hodgepodge of rock aggro, dubbier pieces and som¬ 
ber quietude. "Automatic" is an explosive rocker in a Rye/ 
Lizard vein. "Heroes" also exudes a kinetic spirit. Too 
quirky and angst-free to be called emo. Kerosene 454 
choose to experiment with the post-punk rock form and, 
while it gets ponderous on occasion, the band's chops 
are impressive throughout. Kerosene 454 are all over the 
place, here, and hit the mark on occasion. (PO Box 414, 
Arlington, VA 22210) 

KID WITH MAN HEAD-Flapjack Hairpiece (Onefoot) 

Like the sight gag on the cover—an old guy wearing 
pancakes on his head. These guys have gotten some¬ 
what more forceful-sounding compared to 7” releases I’ve 
heard from ‘em. Surging pop/punk with strong harmo¬ 
nies and busy, often propulsive instrumentation. Nothing 
that hasn’t been done many times before—worshipping 
at the altar of Milo and co., although there’s a hinting of 
late 70s power pop, as well. Easy on the ears, although 
not extraodinarily gripping—hitting a middle ground. (PO 
Box 3834, Cherry Hill, NJ 08034-0592) 

KILLING TIME-The Method (Blackout) 

Too long a hiatus between full-lengths, with only a pair 
of EP’s since 1989’s “Brightside.” Anyway, this five-piece 
brawling unit proudly boast the hallmarks of classic New 
York hardcore. Punishing riffs that crunch with deliberate 
precision and age hasn’t mellowed Anthony’s gutteral tim¬ 
bre one bit. Clever nods to their past, as with the opening 
chords of “Can’t Get Around It,” quoting from “Cheap 
Thrills."“Outgroup” is almost catchy, while smashing down 
the powerchords. Killing Time were the cream of the “new 
school” or whatever it was called in the late 80s and now 


they’re wizened veterans, still commanding attention. (PO 
Box 1575, NY, NY 10009) 

KILL YOUR IDOLS-12 Inch E.P. (None Of The Above) 

Don’t kill off the idols of punk or hardcore... this Long 
Island punch out some feisty songs and do it with an ear 
towards the raw, rough sounds they grew up with. “Cousin 
Fred” brings Poison Idea to mind and precious few bands 
are worthy of such a comparison. Nothing complicated 
and that’s what makes this record so refreshing in an era 
of processed, sanitized music passing itself off as the 
real deal. Kill Your Idols just rip it up with scorch, fury and 
anger. (PO Box 654, Farmingville, NY 11738) 

KING DIAMOND-Voodoo (Metal Blade) 

Not a hell of a lot has changed in Diamond-land... only 
the revolving band members. Another horror concept al¬ 
bum, set in 1932 Louisiana and another evil hell-spawn 
to be born, another naive couple the unwitting victims. 
Do you sense deja-vu all over again? Musically, very well 
thought-out compositions, excellent guitar work from 
mainstay Andy LaRocque and newer axeman Herb 
Simonsen and, of course, the King's unique vocals. If you 
like a combination of horror stories and well-played metal, 
the King will still rock your world. (2828 W. Cochran St., 
#302, Simi Valley, CA 93065) (Andy T.) 

KING SOUR-lnstrumentally Retarded (Morphius) 

It’s usually a bad sign when the press accompanying 
an instrumental album announces that the band started 
out with a vocalist and that is definitelythe case here. All 
nine songs here seem to be missing something. What 
ishere is competently played, though (PO Box 13474, 
Baltimore, MD 21203-3474) (Phil Lerman) 

KISS IT GOODB YE-She Loves Me, She Loves Me Not 
(Revelation) 

Feeling down in the dumps? Depressed? Agitated? 
This album won’t make you feel better but could act as a 
cathartic channel for those frustrations. Sledgehammer 
heavy but also working in nuance and subtle shading. 
Tim brays like a madman pushed over the edge but his 
lyrics make complete sense in a world of senselessness- 
police abuse, losing friends to drugs, feeling like a cog in 
the consumer culture wheel. Summed up succinctly with 
“sometimes it hurts just to be alive”The lurching, dark 
and ominous music captures the essence of those feel¬ 
ings. Scary, yet enticing sonic explorations. (PO Box 5232, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 

KITTENS-Bazooka And The Hustler (Sonic Unyon) 

Real kittens are cute and docile. The band Kittens are 
anything but docile. Monster-riff rock with chunky, heavy 
and crushing properties. The lyrics are oblique and don’t 
make a lot of sense and if this is a concept album, damned 
if I can explain it. No explanation necessary for the mainly 
short and aggressive convulsive compositions. Kittens 
pile on the chords, culminating in the stretched-out epic 
‘The Waterskiiers” that grinds out a slow, dusty ride into 
the sunset until there’s nothing left but feedback. The hit 
‘n run assault of “Kodiac," “Snow Beluga” and ‘The Koala 
Fireball" smash with a more-succinct effect. More like a 
tiger than a kitten. (PO Box 57347, Jackson Station, 
Hamilton, ON CANADA L 8 P 4X2) 

KNUCKLE HEAD (H.G. Fact, EP) 

Powerviolence? T 17 ULTRAviolence...Knuckle Head 
tear through their brief compositions with skull-ripping 
noise terror. Volcanic bass rumblings, savage drumming 
and a ripsaw guitar attack. The aural equivalent of toss¬ 
ing a match on a gasoline-doused dynamite truck. (401 
Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, 
JAPAN) 

KNUCKLEHEADS-Ain’tThat America (Ransom Note) 

What is the American dream, exactly? The 
Knuckleheads are trying to find their way in the world, 
resigning themselves to a life of responsible employment 
and questioning whether that’s such a positive thing (of 
course it isn’t!). Musically, a ragged punk/pop concoc¬ 
tion, with a few ska moves and hitting an slightly above- 
average score on the impress-o-meter. Suffering from 
bad-sounding snare syndrome, although the band’s as¬ 
sault at least avoids the processed-sound trap and they 
do give off a can’t-keep-me-down characteristic.That does 
keep me listening. (PO Box 40164, Bellevue, WA 98015) 

LAGWAGON-Double Plaidinum (Fat) 

Lagwagon don’t go as far as playing any Bay City 
Rollers’ songs (homage to the Rollers is paid on the inlay 
photo) but this album does aim for a more accessible 
sound. They’ve enlisted the production and musical as¬ 
sistance of the Posies’ Ken Stringfellow—the start of 
"Smile" even has something of a Posies-ish tinge. ‘To¬ 
day” dabbles in the au-courant ska style. Lagwagon are 
versatile musicians, to be sure, but the poppy emphasis 


is sometimes played up at the expense of the band’s punk 
charge. Some hyper, energetic moments yet something 
doesn’t always click. The burn ain’t what it used to be. 
(PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 

LARD-Pure Chewing Satisfaction (Alt. Tentacles) 

Granted, some of the targets Jello Biafra punctures 
are pretty obvious but, heck, someone’s got to do it. Some¬ 
one has to point out how dangerous republicans, militia- 
types and the cops are. How self-centered and discon¬ 
nected the public becomes. How badly they’re getting 
screwed. A musical tabloid for a tabloid culture. The lat¬ 
est collaboration of Biafra with Al Jourgensen, Bill Rieflin 
and Paul Barker dishes out the metal/punk/industrial 
sounds with a minimum of excess. Streamlined and hard- 
edged, although “Sidewinder” is closer to the mutant 
dance music of RevCo. As with any Biafra project, the 
package has equal importance and the booklet is a John 
Yates-created collage of newsclips and photos that state 
the obvious message “Hey, we sure live in a fucked-up 
world, don’t we?” We still need to hear this shit. I might 
like to hear these sentiments in more of a punk rock set¬ 
ting but Biafra’s musical conspirators do create a fairly 
potent, ominous musical backdrop. (PO Box 419092, SF, 
CA 94141) 

LATCH KEY KIDS-Anytime, Anyplace (1492) 

Slightly tougher than many of the bands mining west 
coast pop/punk. Houston’s Latch Key Kids certainly have 
an affinity for that sound, also adding some older 
emo/hardcore touches and the energy level is 
consistent throughout. It’s tough to elaborate 
more than that ‘cause, in all candor, the Kids are 
going over well-worn ground but their tightness 
and harder-edged emphasis do hit the spot 
(11523 Overbrook Ln., Houston, TX 77077) 

LAZY COWGIRLS-A Little Sex and Death 
(Crypt) 

Turning 40 doesn’t have to suck... not if you’re 
Pat Todd and fronting as good a band as the Lazy 
Cowgirls. At last, some real rock ‘n roll to save the 
day. The opening guitar chords tumble out of the 
speakers and I’m immediately hooked with a com¬ 
forting burn of sound and Pat’s gruffly experienced 
life-wisened vocals. Inspirational in its head-down, 
straight-ahead simplicity and the acoustic guitar/harp 
tandem of “Name Droppin’ Son Of A Bitch” is equally 
potent, even without the electricity. As often as those 
Chuck Berry via Keith Richards via Johnny Thunders 
chords get recycled, the Cowgirls manage to pump a 
lot of life, power and grit into those riffs, emitting a de- 
fiant spirit that can’t be denied. Long may they rock. 
(1250 Long Beach Ave., Suite #101, Los Angeles, CA 
90021) 

LEAVING TRAINS-Smoke Follows Beauty (SST) 

The Leaving Trains have always been a good, but not 
great band. Assimilating garage, punk and pop and some 
of the songs here offer a manic thrill—the whoop-ass lead- 
off “Legalize Me,” “A Long Road, A Long Time,” insolent 
“Smoke A Fatty” and relentless “Bash In Your Face.” The 
Trains now boast a solid lineup of ex-Muffs guitarist 
Melanie Vannen, former Lazy Cowgirls basher Allen Clark, 
bassist Jimi Green joining mainstay/troublemaker/vocal¬ 
ist and guitarist Falling James. There’s more than a mo¬ 
dicum of Stooges in their assault and that’s not a bad 
way to go. It just doesn’t always reach that level of single- 
minded devotion. (PO Box 1, Lawndale, CA 90260) 

LICK 57’S-And The Band Played On (Onefoot) 

Punk scrappers from the Florida panhandle and com¬ 
ing up with a melodic/punchy combination. There seems 
to be as much of the fightin’ redneck in them as the punk 
rocker and the songs deal with life in the trailer park or 
down at the pinball arcade, as well as the universal la¬ 
ments about bad jobs (at a supermarket, no less!) and 
girlfriends. The band is an escape from this reality, their 
salvation and the Lick 57’s express the frustrations of their 
existence and do so with a tuneful kick. (PO Box 3834 
Cherry Hill, NJ 08034-0592) 

LIFETIME-Jersey’s Best Dancers (Jade Tree) 

Someone once said to me they wish that Lifetime would 
make up their minds if they want to be a hard band or a 
soft band. To which I say why not have both? And to call 
them a soft band is to slight them, anyway. Good tunes 
and crunch can definitely coexist. Another brief, but 
breathtaking collection of songs with ringing riffs and 
emotion-pouring vocals from Ari. “Bringing It Backwards” 
seems to be about paranoid hardcore types (at least that’s 
my impression) and does the thrash ‘n mosh thing as 
well as the best of 'em. Most of the material here is played 
at a hard and fast clip—none of the so-called softness 
that this person mentioned. The band’s swan-song and 
their best work—and I say that even after Ari dissed me 


big-time in Commodity. (2310 Kennwynn Rd., Wilmington, 
DE 19810) 

LIFE OF AGONY-Soul Searching Sun (Roadrunner) 

A few years ago, I saw Life of Agony in NYC—I re¬ 
member the show because of the energy I could feel 
between the band and the audience. There was some¬ 
thing “different” about them, something unique. “Soul 
Searching Sun” has managed to capture this ambience 
with some truly outstanding song craft. You will find your¬ 
self singing along with the opening track “Hope” - a great 
whirlwind of guitar and vocals with a very catchy lyrics 
and you will be humming along with “Tangerine” and 
“Weeds” by the second listen. Just so you know, I am a 
sucker for well-made hard edged rock (Helmet, Alice in 
Chains, Dino Jr., etc.) and if you are, this is a must buy 
for you. I have to wonder why more “alternative” radio 
stations have not jumped on this yet. Life of Agony, flog 
your label weasel pals and make them earn their per¬ 
centages. This is one of the better rock releases this year. 
(536 Broadway, NY, NY 10012) (Jane) 

LILLINGTONS-Shit Out Of Luck (Skull Duggery/ 
Clearview) 

There’s punk rock in Wyoming and it’s dressed in a 
leather jacket, Converse sneakers and sounds a lot like 
the Ramones and Queers. The Lillingtons 
sing songs about be- 



_ ing in 

_ love, out of love, itchy geni¬ 
tals and alien abductions. Buzzing guitar chords, 
simple arrangements and poppy as fuck. Better than the 
last Queers’ record, anyway. (77 Scituate Ave., Scituate, 
MA 02066) 

LITMUS GREEN-lt Must Suck To Be You (Tacklebox/ 
Cargo) 

Real punk rock for a change—angry, pissed-off, rant¬ 
ing, raving, loud, fast. What more could I want? Same 
idea as Total Chaos and if the anti-religion, anti-govern¬ 
ment, anti-authoritarian lyrics are obvious, their hearts 
are in the right place. Someone’s got to stand up and call 
Operation Rescue for what they are. The disc concludes 
with a ten minute soundbite collage of right-wing dogma 
purveyors. Short and ripping. (4901-906 Morena Blvd 
San Diego, CA 92117) 

LOGICAL NONSENSE-Expand The Hive (Alt. Ten¬ 
tacles) 

GRIMPLE/LOGICAL NONSENSE (East Bay Menace) 

If these two releases don’t shake up your senses, 
check the pulse! Logical Nonsense’s latest full-length! 
“Expand The Hive,"- operates in a crazed attack mode 
throughout. The sound of anger and pain unleashed, 
played at a mainly flail-pace. Offbeat samples and ef¬ 
fects spice things up but, instead of any sort of progres¬ 
sive ponderousness, Logical Nonsense prefer to stick to 
an obliterative path on both of these releases, in both a 
musical and topical sense. “Red Knuckles” is about as 
succinct in its anti-nazi sentiment at you can get and they 
don’t have a particularly high opinion on cops or religion, 
either. On the split Grimple also utilize bashing empha¬ 


sis. Throat-shred vocals and a ravenous assault strad¬ 
dling the punk/thrash line. Covering a Celtic Frost clas¬ 
sic, “Dethroned Emporer,” scores ‘em bonus points. Kept 
thinking of the Accused, especially with Pat’s larynx-tor¬ 
ture style. ( Alt. Tentacles : PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141/ 
East Bav Menace : PO Box 3313, Oakland, CA 94609) 

LOLI &THE CHONES-P.S. We Hate You (Rip Off) 

Oh yeah they hate you. Hate you but love to rock up a 
storm. The opening line to this album is 'You make me 
wannt punch you in the face” and they also express a 
desire to kick you in the head and spit on you in your eye. 
The music contained here will do just that. 14 songs in a 
shade under 17 minutes and it’s all attitude-laden, fired- 
up three chord bile. All negativity, hatred and scorch and 
Loli (she’s the drummer and occasional vocalist) and her 
Chones sound as though they’re having a hell of a good 
time while pounding it all out. And if your mind ‘n soul 
crave high-energy garage rock, you’ll also have such an 
experience. (581 Maple Ave., San Bruno, CA 94066) 

LOLLIPOP-Sucked In, Blown Out (AmRep) 

A hard rockin’ blow-out, once again. Lollipop’s hard 
rock in a garbage can has lots of boogie ‘n smash. Those 
drums are attacked with pounding resonance, the riffs 
dart with spitfire brazenness and the vocals express a 
decadent soulfulness. Many bands have mined that late 
60s/early 70s pummel rock sound and Lollipop have a 
sense of familiarity in their attack but they add a looser, 
crazed emphasis. Music to fuck you up and Lollipop have 
the volume ‘n tools to do just that. (2645 1st Ave., S„ 
Minneapolis, MN 55408) 

LOOSE CHANGE-D Is For Delinquent (Noise Patch) 

Seems like I’ve been here before... my old boss at 
Rockit Records used to say that and it’s from some Joy 
Division song that I’m too lazy to look up right now. Any- 
i way, seems like I’ve heard this before and I ain’t quot¬ 
ing Black Flag, either. Fast, melodic, peppy, poppy punk. 
The opening chords are almost note for note the same 
as Face To Face’s “I Want.” Chiming guitars, raspy vo¬ 
cals, harmony back-ups and a galloping clip. No sur¬ 
prises, in other words. I probably wouldn’t change the 
station if one of these songs popped up on the radio. 
What I’m trying to say is Loose Change are OK, but 
don’t inspire devotional adulation. (PO Box 1646, 
Redondo Beach, CA 90278-0746) 

LOVE AS LAUGHTER-#1 USA (K) 

Love As Laughter’s lineup consists of two 
guitarists and one drummer but thisis not Sleater- 
Kinney-style minimalism. Sam Jayne (ex-Lync) and 
Jessica Espeleta turn their amps up way loud and, 
along with drummer Dave Schneider, they create 
an incredibly dense sound that is sometimes ac¬ 
centuated by piano, organ, or other keyboards. For 
the most part, the songs are a combination of du¬ 
eling guitars, blues licks,cryptic lyrics, and a singer 
whose vocal style runs the gamut from a more- 
expressive Lou Reed (sort of) to excited yelps a 
la an early Ian Svenonius (kind of). Track two 
(I’m not sure about the song titles, since the cover 
only lists eight songs, while in actuality there are thir¬ 
teen) is almost a traditionally-structured sixties-style (?!) 
upbeat rocker but then, at the end, it steals a two-note riff 
thing from a Wire song. Other tunes on the album devi¬ 
ate from the the core of the songs and are more loosely- 
structured. Track eleven’s deadpan vocals seem to be 
backed by tape loops, and the closing song is merely a 
succession of repetitive samples. In many ways, the mu¬ 
sic of Love As Laughter is very familiar sounding; in oth¬ 
ers it is difficult to peg. (PO Box 7154, Olympia WA 98507) 
(Anna) 

LOWERCASE-Kill The Lights (AmRep) 

Walk softly, carry a big stick. A Teddy Roosevelt quote 
in a record review? Fits for lowercase. Now fleshed out to 
a three piece and there’s a quiet power at work within 
their minimalist, lengthy compositions. Not strictly over¬ 
powering or overtly loud (“Stairways” is a succinct, in¬ 
strumental explosion), utilizing a tension dynamic for its 
effect. Keith Levene-ish guitar shards percolating through 
somber rhythmic patterns and detached vocals. Call it a 
cumulative effect—forboding sound tapestries rooted in 
so-called post-punkish sounds. (2645 1st Ave., S., Min¬ 
neapolis, MN 55408) 

LOWER CLASS BRATS-Rather Be HatedThan Ignored 
(GMM) 

In love with "Clockwork Orange" and the basic punk 
crunch. Add a few oi oi oi's and it’s a recipe for success. 
Catchy, stomping songs with a stripped-down, rockin' 
drive. Bones barks out the words with raspy authority, 
giving the finger to those who keep him down and pro¬ 
claiming punk music and "drinkin 1 at the pub" as his drugs 
of choice. Piano on a few songs add a different dimen- 
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sion. as well. "Orphans Don't Run" is crunching and 
anthemic. I don't think a lot of Texas, with its asshole poli¬ 
ticians, bible thumpers and assembly-line executions but 
these guys are a rare asset to that state and to the state 
of punk. (PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 30333) 

LYNNFIELD PIONEERS-Emerge (Matador) 

I knew there had to be some connection to Lynnfield, 
MA and I was right—two of the guys in this trio hail from 
that ultra-suburban town, although the Pioneers are based 
in Brooklyn and vocalist/guitarist/organist Dan Cook and 
guitarist Mike Janson probably view their Lynnfield up¬ 
bringing with more than a touch of bemused irony. Shocks 
of guitar, new wave organ (thanks, Yo La Tengo) and a 
skewed, catchy way of arranging. Echoing the best at¬ 
tributes of early Pavement and Brainiac while creating 
their own version of joyous chaos. “Superceded” is a for¬ 
midable statement de rock and they also hit paydirt with 
the lethargically-engaging “Cynthia.” As the world of in¬ 
dependent rock continues to get boring and stale, the 
Pioneers seem bent on breathing life into the form and 
succeed. (625 Broadway, New York, NY 10012) 

MACHINE HEAD-The More Things Change (Roadru- 
nner) 

On their second disc, Machine Head continue to seek 
and destroy in true heavy metal fashion. Good in their 
own way, but not total godhead, either.They ape Pantera's 
sound, although Robb Flynn isn't a total Anselmo clone 
and he also seems to have a brain. They also like Rage 
Against The Machine, a lot, as Flynn and Logan Mader 
do some second-rate Morello imitations. Lyrically, light 
years ahead of Pantera (who isn't?), with a bit of a politi¬ 
cal bent. If Machine Head can define their own sound 
more uniquely, the future looks bright for them. (536 
Broadway, NY, NY 10012) (AndyT) 

MAD MOISEL (Blossom) 

Silly, obnoxious and willfully-so. This Japanese trio rant 
their way through one short of a dozen ditties. Almost a 
childlike innocence to the whole thing, as the vocals are 
akin to a six year old having a temper tantrum (if, per¬ 
haps, the six year old had been demonically possessed). 
Musically, it’s a light-touch punky, folky, country singalong 
type of deal. I can’t quite make up my mind if this is awful 
or brilliant... it certainly held my attention. There’s cer¬ 
tainly a perverted sort of charm to these songs. (369-B 
Third St., #320, San Rafael, CA 94901) 

MAINSTRIKE-Quest For The Answers (Crucial Re¬ 
sponse) 

That chain of strength remains in the hearts of the 
eternal hardcore youth. Man, what a bad play on words. 
For that I apologize, but the COS quip is appropriate for 
Mainstrike, as the opening track on this disc echoes “Just 
How Much.” Fast, frenzied youth crew core played with 
wide-scope abandon, dramatic chord progressions, 
chunky buildups and a fervent execution.The band’s pas¬ 
sion and force have the potential to ignite circlestorms 
wherever they roam. Oops, another pretentious bit of rock 
crit glibness. While it sounds as though I’m taking the 
piss, here, Mainstrike do keep the spirit of hardcore alive 
and vital-sounding. (Kaiserfeld 98, 46047 Oberhausen, 
GERMANY) 

MAJOR ACCIDENT-The Ultimate High (GMM) 

UK punk droogs return for their first album in over a 
decade and it's an enjoyable tune-fest.The tour-de-force 
is the 10 minute "Snap," tracking the sanity loss of a Mr. 
Average who loses his job, his wife and, one day, takes 
drastic measures and the music flows from a reggae lope 
to a frantic punk pace. "Your Worst Enemy" is equally 
frantic and angry. But these guys are definitely listener- 
friendly, and I mean that in a good way. A stirring combi¬ 
nation of dulcet guitar peals and rhythm chug and the 
harmonies are solid throughout. These guys aren’t merely 
treading on past glories. (PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 
30333) 

MANDINGO-Rock Like A Phoenician (Dirty, EP) 

Some of Mandingo’s studio recordings have sounded 
somewhat neutered. That’s not the case on this live re¬ 
cording, done at a house show. Frenetic but also melodic 
as Mandingo tear through nine songs with feverish aban¬ 
don. Velocity pop presented with an unadorned reckless¬ 
ness. (PO Box 6869, Glendale, AZ 85312-6869) 

MAN OR ASTRO-MAN-1000X (Touch & Go, EP)/Made 
From Technetium (Touch & Go) 

On both of these recent releases, Man Or Astro-Man 
try their hand at more of a quirky rock sound and prove 
themselves to have more than one trick up their sleeves. 
On “1000X,” there’s an MX-80 feel to “The Miracle Of 
Genuine Pyrex” and ‘With Automatic Shut Off,” while “Like 
A Giant Microwave” adds some odd spacy effects to a 
new wavish arrangement. “Universe City” has a potent 


punk rock thrust. More vocals this time out, as well.There’s 
a similar wavish flavor to go with the surfy sounds on the 
‘Technetium” full-length. “Lo Batt” comes across like a 
hybrid of very early Joy Division and Devo. Weird trans¬ 
missions and a synthesis of organic guitar sounds with 
electronic manipulations and samples. A successful 
change of pace and expansion of their (uh...) universe. 
(POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 

MAN WILL SURRENDER (Revolution) 

After being subjected to the slick, over-polished, big- 
budget emo rock made by this quartet (one of whom was 
in Chain of Strength!), the only conclusion one can reach 
is that Man Will Surrender should surrender because they 
truly blow. Maybe Rock-with-a-capital-R/sdead... 

MARILYN’S VITAMINS-ln These Shoes (Raw Energy) 

Sure, there’s room for another punk record. Marilyn’s 
Vitamins have a hearty three-chord punch and smarter- 
than-usual lyrics, as well. ‘Too Much Hate” plucks the 
opening chords of “Beat On The Brat” and punctuates its 
choruses with well-placed “oi”s while taking the piss on 
racist boneheads. “Pills and Vomit” is one of the first punk 
tunes to talk about the death of Marilyn Monroe that I can 
recall since Glenn Danzig’s Who Killed Marilyn.” “Falling 
Through The Cracks,” meanwhile, deals with more con¬ 
temporary economic concerns. Having a good time, mak¬ 
ing a potent noise while making valid points—you can 
have it all. (65 Front Street West, Suite #0116-42, Toronto, 
ON M5J 1E6, CANADA) 

MARSHES-Pox On The Tracts (Dr. Strange) 

Released from the evil clutches of faux-indie label land 
and the Marshes continue to be a solid band in the re¬ 
corded realm. That’s a fancy way of saying this is another 
good release. Certainly touching on Colin Sears’ punk 
w/melody past in Dag Nasty and his unflagging drum¬ 
ming complements Emil’s punchy bass and command¬ 
ing vocals and Steven’s guitar playing merges crunch and 
harmonic sting. Hooky and energetic without falling into 
the generic pop/punk trap. (PO Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, 
CA 91701) 

MAXIMUM PENALTY-Superlife (Gypsy/Velvel) 

A mediocre effort from a band that should know bet¬ 
ter. Although heartfelt (whatever that means) you get the 
impression that they want to be Life of Agony [in all fair¬ 
ness, MaxPenalty are the same vintage as Life Of 
Agony—AL]. The difference is that Life Of Agony know 
how to put pop into HC and make it work, while Maxi¬ 
mum Penalty don’t. Next time, remember your roots but 
go in a direction that is more comfortable, ok? (740 Broad¬ 
way, NY, NY 10003) (Jane Simpkin) 

MCRACKINS-Oddities & Eggcentricities Vol. 1 (Stiff 
Pole) 

BILL MCRACKIN-I Am The Eggman (Shredder) 

Another McRackins orgy, with a compilation of single, 
demo and compilation tracks and Bit’s first solo album. I 
defy anyone to tell the two apart, since Bil doesn’t depart 
far from the formula of poppy/punky tunes. With this much 
output, there’s certainly a sense of sameness after awhile 
but the “Oddities” disc does have some inspiring cover 
versions, namely the Dictators’ stately anthem “I Stand 
Tall,” Cheap Trick’s “Surrender” and “Egghead,” which is 
a knockoff of the Ramones’ “Pinhead.” At least they’re 
owning up to the roots. A brand name, at this point—you 
know what you’re getting and, well, it’s not all that bad. 
( Stiff Pole : PO Box 20721, St. Pete, FL 33742 / Shredder : 
75 Plum Tree Lane, #3, San Rafael, CA 94901) 

MEATMEN-Evil In A League With Satan (Go-Kart, CD- 
Rom + EP) 

It’s Tesco Fucking Vee, back with an 8 song rock-fest, 
plus a choice interactive bill ‘o fare. Live Meat footage, 
highlights from his short-lived TV show “Way USA,” band 
profiles, discographies and the Tesco Vs. Jesus game. 
The songs are from “Toilet Slave," a 7”, “War of The 
Superbikes II” and a couple of unreleased “duets" with 
Bianca from Butt Trumpet. “Shut Up and Suck” is uniquely 
priceless. Tesco is still the undisputed bad-ass king of 
scatology. All this and the smiling visage of Sgt. Carter 
on the tray card. (PO Box 20, Prince Street Station, NY, 
NY 10012) 

ME FIRST-Awful Friendly (Broken) 

You know how most pop-punk bands would kill to write 
songs like the Muffs? Well, Me First had better get their 
guns and knives out and start killing. The press release 
compares them to the Muffs, and they have the chops, 
musical prowess and a singer whose vocalizations are 
strikingly similar to those of Kim Shattuck, but the songs 
lack the hooks found in Muffs tunes. The music and lyrics 
are totally non-confrontational/thought-provoking and 
completely safe and entertaining; your basic pop-punk. 
Not that there’s anything wrong with that. The vocal har¬ 


monies recall early Go-Gos and the steel guitar on the 
closing track, “El Rio Song,” was an interesting touch. 
Get this when you’re waiting for a new Muffs record to be 
released. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146) (Anna) 

MELVINS-Singles 1-12 (AmRep, dbl. CD) 

Those wacky Melvins—they squirted out one limited 
edition single (800 copies) a month in '96 and now they’ve 
put ‘em all together for maximum convenience. But keep 
your CD remote handy, ‘cause you’ve got to dig for the 
pearls amongst the shit. There are, indeed, some inspir¬ 
ing moments: The heavy sludge-o attack of “Leech," ass- 
kickin’ covers of the Germs’ “Lexicon Devil,” the MC5’s 
“Poison” and Flipper’s “Way Of The World,” a punk-as- 
fuck early track called “Forgotten Principles” and some 
crowd-baiting live material, when they opened for L7 and 
Nine Inch Nails (that audience’s reaction must have been 
something). Makes me wonder if this was the ultimate 
joke on collectors—put a brand name on the product and 
people will buy it if it’s “limited”—even if a lot of the mate¬ 
rial is unlistenable garbage or pure filler. Artistic license 
or piss-take. Probably both... and they’re clever bastards. 
(2645 1st Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 

MILHOUSE-Obscenity In The Milk (WreckAge) 

Two of the movie samples, back to back, are from ‘The 
Shining” and Michael Moore’s "Roger and Me.” Fictional 
horror and real-life horror... Milhouse also trade in horror. 
The horror of existence and it’s expressed with a lurch¬ 
ing, savage intensity. Blood-shriek vocals from Artie 
Phillie, accompanied by twisted riffage and explosive 
drumming. The songs often break into short blasts of 
speed-careen; other times it’s a hammering, medium- 
paced bludgeon effect. Milhouse don’t follow predictable 
structures but their forcefulness never wanes. Strength 
through devastation. (PO Box 263, NY, NY 10012) 

MIL MULLIGANOS-Caught InTheirTeeth (Corn Chop- 
per) 

If Fluf barely equal the mighty Olivelawn, then Mil 
Mulliganos sound like shit. Weird analogy, I know, so let 
me explain. Well, Mil Mulliganos (who are the artists for¬ 
merly known as The Mulligans) represent the potential 
Fluf have to completely suck. Except instead of Fluf meet¬ 
ing that sucking potential, they allow Mil Mulliganos to 
pick up the tab on a healthy portion of suck. Meanwhile, 
Fluf are able to sneak through an invisible suck barrier 
and turn out okay while the poor Mulligans are trapped 
back in the suck zone. All the little things I don’t like about 
Fluf are magnified into extreme hatred by Mil Mulliganos— 
whiney yet macho vocals, repetitive blues riffing, and a 
sick and unexplained love for the dreaded power ballad. 
Three simple words: BAR ROCK SUCKS! (PO Box 7032, 
Syracuse, NY 13210) (Jason Schreurs) 

MISFITS-American Psycho (Geffen) 

No, it’s not “Earth A.D.," nor is it “Walk Among Us,” 
although it certainly sounds a lot like it at times. Nor does 
Michale Graves dominate over the wall o’ sound like 
Danzig and there’s not quite the blustery command, ei¬ 
ther. Still, I’d call it a credible comeback. They didn’t go 
industrial or hip-hop nor have they retooled their sound 
for the 90s. Nope, the Misfits pick up where they left off 
with a tandem of high-powered riffage, plenty of “whooah- 
ohh” harmonizing and hooky tunes, as well as the requi¬ 
site horror imagery. Bringing back the iconography of the 
past with “Walk Among Us" and “Crimson Ghost.” And, 
no, there’s not a lot of originality in titles like “Speak Of 
The Devil,” ‘This Island Earth” or “Day Of The Dead,” al¬ 
though there is something to be said for a song called 
“Dig Up Her Bones.” Sure, it’s a cartoon, larger than life, 
exaggerated into “let’s put on a show” mode. But that’s 
what the Misfits were always about and they still do their 
job well. 

MORBID ANGEL-Formulas Fatal To The Flesh (Ear¬ 
ache) 

Fifth album for these Florida death metal legends, with 
Steve Tucker replacing original bassist/vocalist David 
Vincent. This is now Trey's band and little has changed. 
By the way, Trey is a truly unique dude, with his love/ 
worship of Sumarian religion and his desire to be the voice 
of his dark beliefs). I'm not familiar enough with those 
beliefs to comment on them or the lyrics. You'll need a 
lyric sheet to figure out what's going on, since Mr.Tucker's, 
er, "vocals" are rather incomprehensible. You want fast, 
faster and fastest, then you'll eat this up. I'd like Morbid 
Angel to perhaps work on song structures so they don't 
all go by in a blur. Neither awful nor awesome, but what 
you'd expect. (Andy T.) 

MOST SECRET METHOD/DUSTERS-Split (SuperBad/ 
Dischord, 10 M ) 

Good stuff out of DC with two bands comprised of 
scene "vets." Most Secret Method's Marc Nelson was in 
Fine Day, who put out a great 7" several years ago. This 





band favors a propulsive, angular sound that doesn't es¬ 
chew melody, but maintains a fired-up character, espe¬ 
cially for "Words And Cop Calls." "Pat Graham" delves 
into a jazzier muse. Alec from the Dusters played in the 
underrated Severin and these guys aren’t far removed 
from that band, although the emphasis is poppier. Still, 
there’s a solid, hard-hitting, minimalist undertow. Two up 
'n comers. (PO Box 21313, Washington, DC 20009) 

MR.T EXPERIENCE-Revenge Is Sweet, And So Are 
You (Lookout) 

If you do something well, why tamper with the formula? 
MTX don’t write songs about class warfare or evil politi¬ 
cians. They write love songs—falling in, falling out and 
dealing with the joys/consequences. The bouncy, perky, 
uptempo pop remains pretty much the same, although a 
pedal steel solo pops up for “Hell Of Dumb” and the acous¬ 
tic/recorder tandem of “I Don’t Need You Now” take me 
back to my camp days. “And I Will Be With You” and “Love 
Is Dead” are inescapably buoyant and catchy. As sugary 
as they get (“With My Looks And Your Brains” does cross 
the lightweight acceptability threshold), as much as I want 
to dismiss this as pop fluff, the band’s energy and tight¬ 
ness rescue it from completely being sugarcoated swill. 
But this still doesn’t quite win me over like it used to. (PO 
Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 

MONO MEN-Have A Nice Day, Motherfucker (Estrus) 

If past Mono Men releases sounded somewhat delib¬ 
erate, even in their hard-rockin’ garage glory, the bridle is 
off for this recording. The most unrestrained-sounding 
batch of tunes from Estrus honcho Dave Crider and his 
two remaining mates. “Off My Back” storms out of the 
gate with uncharacteristic speed and adrenalin and they 
do the Stones-ish thing for “Hate Your Way” and the cover 
of Radio Birdman’s “Murder City Nights” (that works well). 
Even on songs that mine the earlier vein, there’s more 
edge in the voice or a new wrinkle, such as the tremolo 
guitar tone for “Sin #1.” Straight ahead rock power, touch¬ 
ing on the past but with an equally contemporary empha¬ 
sis and upping the ornery quotient. (PO Box 2125, 
Bellingham, WA 98227) 

MONORCHID-LetThem Eat (Lovitt) 

Chris Thomson has one of those love it or hate it voices, 
a cutting weapon that conjures up thoughts of a mutant 
Mark E. Smith and the music of the Monorchid is even 
thornier than his former band, Circus Lupus. Unsettling, 
slashing, sometimes atonal but there are also some tri¬ 
umphant moments-de-rock to be found here. Big-ass riffs 
are hauled for the closing “Curse Of The Potty Trained 
Children," which is preceded by the urgent, almost-catchy 
“Distortion.” Xylophone adds a warming touch to the driv¬ 
ing “Controversial Trousers." Confrontation with a beat! 
(5800 W. Friendly Ave., Box 17358, Greensboro, NC 
27410) 

MOPED LADS-Rock ‘N Roll Girl (V&V, EP) 

These guys look mighty ridiculous, with one of ’em 
looking like Bozo and another trying to pass himself off 
as a poor man’s Marilyn Manson. But they fuckin’ rock. 
Not enough punk bands have good harmonica solos any¬ 
more but you’ll find one on “Kleiner Mann.” And whereas 
all the lame ska bands have hi-jacked horns, the trumpet 
blast on “Runaways” is the most glorious since those sour 
charts on the last Gaunt record. Throw in a cool GG Allin 
cover and an overall loud/catchy emphasis and the Lads 
are onto something here. (Cargo, 1525 W. Homer, Chi¬ 
cago, IL 60622) 

MORNING SHAKES-Lotta Trash! Lotta Action!! 
(Cacophone)/Switchblades and Sideburns (Stiff Pole) 

Garage and rootsy rock with a decent amount of ‘tude 
and energy. It’s not the manic ride of some of the more 
raw progenitors of the form but the action advertised does 
appear. Kind of like if the New Bomb Turks stuck to more 
of a pure garage thing (although I slightly prefer the Turks’ 
mix’n match blaze). Ravin’ Shakes lives up to his brazen 
moniker with a raspy, soulful and cocky vocal performance 
and they nail the hip-shaking beat and guitar slash with 
swagger and bravado. “She-Devil,” “Under The Hood” and 
“Black Coffee," from "Trash," all radiate a true rock ‘n roll 
affection. The boys continue in a similar vein for the newer 
longplayer, "Switchblades and Sideburns." "Liquored Up" 
would do Billy Childish proud, "Who's The Loser" is a 
solid stab of Yardbirds/Pretty Things R&B rave and "Love 
U Better (Dead)" simmers with drawn-out sinistry. 
( Cacophone : PO Box 6058, Albany, NY 12206 /Stiff Pole : 
PO Box 20721, St. Petersburg, FL 33742) 

MOSS-Good God It’s... Moss (Moss) 

Moss is a garage punk band from San Francisco. They 
don’t stop there, however—add in some rock n’ roll and a 
tinge of ska and you’ve got some musical dessert. I re¬ 
ally like the ska tinge to it, cuz it gets me dancin’... And, 
that’s what music is about. Some really good rock n’ roll 


vocals, reminding me somewhat of how good Elvis’s vo¬ 
cals were. Personally, I think I’d call this more punk ‘n roll 
then garage punk. On a few songs, they get the keyboards 
and a trumpe* goin’... I’m totally digging that. Unfortu¬ 
nately, after listening to this for a while... I have a hard 
time getting into it, at the start, I was lovin’ it... Now, I 
can’t, I don’t know why... It just ends up being plain. (161 
Margaret Avenue, SF, CA 94112) (Brian Disagree) 

MOTARDS-$aturday Night Special Ed. (Empty) 

Let’s get one thing straight—the Motards don’t like you, 
they have a chip on their collective shoulders and they’re 
going to bash out their rock ‘n roll sounds whether you 
like it or not. Punchin’ it up with three chord bravado, raspy 
vocals, rattlecan drumming, snarly guitars... the works. 
They do a song called “Kick Out The Jams” and it’s not a 
cover—it’s a 1-2-fuck-you pounder of their own. “Brown¬ 
out/Blackout" is some gee-rage nastiness Texas style. 
Austin be shakin’ and the rattlesnakes (if you can find 
’em inside the city limits) are running for the hills. (PO 
Box 12034, Seattle, WA 98102) 

MUDHOUNDS-Swing And A Miss (Affinity) 

Some Guttermouth-like obnoxious punk rock from this 
decidedly nasty crew. You can tell that without even crack¬ 
ing open the CD—the tribute to Spinal Tap’s “Smell The 
Glove” on the cover is a giveaway—only the woman on a 
leash is sniffing a baseball glove. Odes to silicon girls, 
booze, child abusers and decidedly proud to be white 
trash. As Spinal Tap themselves once said, there’s a fine 
line between stupid and clever. I think this ends up mostly 
on the first side of the equation, although somewhat en¬ 
joyable in a moronic way. You can’t take this shit seri¬ 
ously... I hope not, anyway. (PO Box 161162, San Diego, 
CA 92176) 

MURDER CITY DEVILS (Die Young Stay Pretty) 

I have no idea where Murder City is (Lynn?) but these 
guys probably got the idea from a Radio Birdman song 
from long ago. It’s all punk rock, heck it’s all just rock ‘n 
roll when you get down to it and the Devils mix and match 
inspirations from all over the map—the anarchic sounds 
of the Dead Boys and the seminal Detroit bands (by the 
way, I came to that conclusion without reading the press 
sheet, which mentions those things, so don’t accuse me 
of plagarism!), as well as garage rock wallop and trashy 
psychedelia, complete with cheesy organ. Spencer 
Moody inflects his vocals with drunken, yowly bravado, 
an against-the-grain match for the musical might. “Mur¬ 
der City Riot” is their call to arms and a righteous call it is, 
blasting ahead with unbridled rock authority. The same 
goes for the slam-bang “Get Off The Floor” and defiant 
“Make It On My Own.” Spencer sounds downright scary 
for ‘Tell You Brother," where he laments 7 don’t advocate 
sitting alone drinking but sometimes it’s all I can do to 
keep myself from thinking and my heart spits” Quite a 
fuckin’ debut. (1932 First Ave., #1103, Seattle, WA 98101) 

MURDER CITY WRECKS-Get Wrecked (GMM) 

Here's another band from Murder City—in this case, 
it's Detroit and the Wrecks provide a heady punk buzz. 
Older-style influences, dating back to Thunders and the 
Pistols, favoring loud guitars, catchy arrangements and a 
lot of three chord attitude. "What Can I Do," meanwhile, 
speeds it up to a thrashier pace. Getting it done with a 
lack of frills and raising an inviting racket. (PO Box 15234, 
Atlanta, GA 30333) 

MY LIFE IN RAIN-This Band Is Killing Me (Allied) 

This DC area band sounds a bit like a Dischord 
Records reject. While that may sound cruel, it should be 
noted that Dischord has pretty high standards for choos¬ 
ing bands and My Life Is Rain is actually from Rockville, 
MD so that would probably disqualify them right off the 
bat. Natter, natter, natter. Anyway, ‘This Band Is Killing 
Me" is a strong eight song collection from a Jawbox-type 
four piece that are sadly no longer together. Yates must 
have a fuck of a time selling his releases. His bands that 
don’t wallow in mediocrity always proceed to break-up. 
(PO Box 460683, San Francisco, CA, 94146-0683) (Ja¬ 
son Schreurs) 

MY PALTRIGGER-There’s No Hope InTomorrow (Sec¬ 
ond Guess) 

It’s tempting to just slap a tag on something and leave 
it at that. I could probably make all the requisite 
comparitive touchpoints for My Pal Trigger. You’ve got 
uptempo poppy/buzzing surges, aching slower tracks but 
the thing that you notice is the happy/sad dichotomy. 
Pouring out the heart and some of the lyrics do explore 
the mundanity of a dead-end existence but the songs 
exude a passion, a fighting spirit and that holds my atten¬ 
tion. (PO Box 9382, Reno, NV 89507) 

NASHVILLE PUSSY-Let Them Eat Pussy (Amphet¬ 
amine Reptile) 


Holy shit, the hype and hyperbole is on the mark for a 
change. But forget the AC/DC descriptions that have been 
bandied about, although you can hear hintings of it in 
Ruyter Suys’ leads. Nashville Pussy are faster and 
rougher—a southern baked rock ‘n roll hellride. More 
along the lines of the devil-may-care rock of bands like 
Zeke. Guitarist/mouth Blaine Cartwright manned the axe 
in the underrated Nine Pound Hammer and the Pussy 
has that band’s rockin’ fortitude, but with less of the 
hayseed aspect and, in its place, the all-cylinders kick- 
ass, balls-out (even with two women in the band) rrrrrock, 
uh, aesthetic. Slammin’ out the power-chords with strych¬ 
nine lethality and bad-ass attitude. (2645 1st Ave., S., 
Minneapolis, MN 55408) 

NECKBONES-Souls On Fire (Fat Possum/Epitaph) 

Rock ‘n roll slop taking on a rootsy/bluesy/garagey 
ambiance without being specifically slavish to any of those 
camps. The Neckbones have the revivalist aspect, in that 
they’re in love with the sound of spirited, minimalist ba¬ 
sics, but it also has a modern, kitsch-free feeling. “Don’t 
Ya Leave Me” pleads its point with fired-up guitars blaz¬ 
ing away in front of a spunky beat. “Crack Whore Blues” 
and “Hit Me” also pound with a gleeful vivaciousness. 
Getting to like this more and more—it has a refreshing 
lack of pretensiousness. (PO Box 1923, Oxford, MS 
38655-1923) 

NERVES (Thrill Jockey) 

Rob Datum enunciates as though he’s consumed by 
a case of the nerves. The man has soul—a quavering, 
yipping, yowling style of vocalizing. Stripped-down, eco¬ 
nomical garage rock with a jittery, jabbing method of at¬ 
tack. Roots-reverential rock mania but the aura of psy¬ 
chosis helps it avoid the trap of slavish revivalism. A heady 
ruckus. (PO Box 476794, Chicago, IL 60647) 

NEVER ONLY ONCE-Saving Grace (Pressure Point, 
EP) 

It is to my disbelief that a band with good sound and 
talent can come out of Vermont. Never Only Once are a 
tight hardcore band hailing from that state. They play 
melodic hardcore with heavy guitars and a sound similar 
to Cast Iron Hike. This CD has a crisp sound that, no 
matter how good the production is, you still need a tal¬ 
ented band to produce. All in all this band is something 
worth checking out. (PO Box 907, Colchester, VT 05446) 
(Alex Dorfman) 

NEW BOMBTURKS-At Rope's End (Epitaph) 

Not the Turks' best album, but it's growing on me and 
these guys still blow away most of the bands out there. 
Eric Davidson drawls and croons with soulful gusto and 
his lyrics and song titles are clearly above the norm: "Mini¬ 
mum Wages Of Sin," "[The Cure For] The Common Cold 
Shoulder," etc... and the band's rockin' chops are sharp 
as ever, starting with the stingray drive of “Scapegoat 
Soup," favoring some rinky-dink piano tinkling, "Snap 
Decision" and the garage-tough "Ally Smile." "Defiled" 
introduces free-sounding saxes into the mix, while "Aspi¬ 
rin Aspirations" takes a lo-fi blues turn. Nods 'n winks to 
the past, whether it's the "Pushing Too Hard" quotation 
on "So Long Silver Lining" or the Who/Stones tandem for 
"Raw Law," which, along with the countryish ballad 
"Bolan's Crash," are two of the weaker tracks. Still, the 
adventurousness mostly works and the Turks' assimila¬ 
tion of all that is rock 'n roll into their own vision continues 
with a fired-up vigor. (2798 Sunset Blvd., Hollywood, CA 
90026) 

NEW SWEET BREATH-A Shotgun Down An Ava¬ 
lanche (Big Top) 

Few bands have a penchant for the uniquely restless 
pop sounds of New Sweet Breath and they continue in 
that vein, while branching out somewhat. Mixing it up for 
the electronic minimalism of “When Sunny Sets Blue," 
the stripped-down pop song “Intro Vigilante,” new wavish 
“Under My Skin” and quiet/pummelling transitions for “Sil¬ 
ver Screen Themes,” with an eerie keyboard interlude. 
It’s business as usual, though, for “Avalanche,” “Hand Me 
Downs” and “Arianna." An overwhelming guitar wash and 
passion-filled vocals. At first, I thought this was wildly 
uneven...going back to it, after a couple of months, the 
tinkering with past convention starts to make sense and 
becomes part of its charm. (955 Mass. Ave., Suite 115, 
Boston, MA 02115) 

97A-Abandoned Future EP (Teamwork/Coalition) 

Prepare to be blindsided! Double-speed, full-on 
hardcore that rages without letup. 97A dip back to the ‘82 
well for their inspiration and their songs are short, fre¬ 
netic and relentless. Also incredibly tight, navigating the 
speed with lethal precision. This disc features 8 new 
songs, the tracks from the “Better Off Dead" 7” and, tucked 
onto track 97 (ha ha), a rough, live (?) version of Nega¬ 
tive Approach’s “Friend Or Foe." All this talk about “keepin’ 






it real”— this is real! (PO Box 4473, Wayne, NJ 07474) 

NIMRODS-Once Again SavingThe World Takes A Back 
Seat To A Good Beer (Dr. Dream) 

Cool album title and a good collection of upbeat, poppy- 
punk. The Nimrods favor a good loud guitar sound and a 
solid beat (none of that pedal speed disease). Yeah, this 
is well-worn ground and the world probably doesn’t need 
another happy, perky pop album but there’s still a smart- 
alecky, non-smarmy doggedness and toughness to keep 
you listening. (817 W. Collins, Orange, CA 92867) 

NINOS CON BOMBAS-DeTiempo En El Momento De 
La Expolsidn (Grita!) 

Multicultural rock unit with a Chilean, a Brazilian and a 
German in its ranks and sounding like a Latin Bad Brains. 
Punk, funk, reggae and latin rhythms and intriguingly 
genre bending. There might be more of a novelty appeal 
than anything long-lasting but it proves that not all Latin- 
flavored music has to sound like the brassy shit that people 
blast out of their cars while driving down Lynn Shore Drive. 
“Limbo Lingo” starts with a fast punk blast and settles 
into a heady, hard-rockin’groove. (PO Box 1216, NY, NY 
10156) 

NOBODYS-The Smell Of Victory (Hopeless) 

Love the cover, with the Nobodys pictured in cartoon 
sperm form, swimming towards...well, you get the idea. 
Love the album too, or at least like it quite a bit. Fast 
goofy and sophomoric punk rock. A mentality straight from 
the Queers and without as much of the pop. This is hell¬ 
raising burn that barely leaves you time to take a breath 
between songs. Inspiring song titles, as usual: “Joy Got 
A Tit Job,” “Fuck You Too,” “I’m Ugly,” etc. Completely de¬ 
void of socially redeeming value and sometimes you need 
something like that, I guess. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, 
CA 91409-7495) 

NO EMPATHY-The Same Mistakes Endlessly Re¬ 
peated (Johann's Face) 

It’s about goddamn time... Shit, three years between 
albums with only the occasional single or compilation 
appearance isn’t much of a No Empathy fix but they fol¬ 
low up the superb “You’re So Smart" album with another 
killer. Beefy, catchy punk songs packing the hooks that 
won’t let go. “Consolation Prize” has a knockout coda, for 
instance. “Darkness At Noon” and “Pablo Escobar,” mean¬ 
while, both reach back to Naked Raygun for inspiration. 
Heck, No Empathy were contemporaries of the great 
Raygun and have only gotten better with age. Cynical 
lyrics dealing with life’s emptiness and societal transgres¬ 
sions (“The New World” presents the argument that it’s 
time for the WWII-era leaders to stop controlling people’s 
lives with their bullshit morals and law & order mentality), 
but concluding there are no easy answers (“No One Re¬ 
ally Knows”). Not exactly profound, but succinct and prag¬ 
matic. Rammed home with some burning musical moves. 
(PO Box 479164, Chicago, IL 60647) 

NO FRAUD-Babewatch Plus The Six Pack To Go Re¬ 
leases (Napalm Ape) 

Tracks from a 7” and compilation from a few years back 
and it’s a blistering, feisty dose of punk and hardcore from 
these Florida vets. Defiant as ever and the speedy blend 
of DRI, Poison Idea and earlier punk forms still get it done. 
As Dan Destructo puts it, on “Venice,” “Been called a fuck 
up and a failure, what the fuck else am I supposed to 
do?" Indeed... just keep blazing. (PO Box 2510, Port 
Charlotte, FL 33949) 

NOFX-So Long And Thanks For All The Shoes (Epi¬ 
taph) 

Howard Stern doesn’t think NOFX are rockin’ and, 
despite the brickbats this band get for various reasons, 
the fact that the alleged king of all media dislikes them 
makes me want to take a contrary position because Stern 
is such an overrated, talentless dildo. Still, NOFX don’t 
quite do it to me like they used to. Chalk it up to a growing 
aversion to well-produced pop/punk, as well as the ska 
modes they occasionally immerse themselves in. Not a 
failure, though... still able to turn a nifty phrase and play 
with liberating velocity. “It’s‘ My Job To Keep Punk Rock 
Elite,” "I’m Telling Tim” (also on their last 7") and the 
Kathleen Hanna-slamming “Kill Rock Stars” (an incident 
Mike discussed in the last £V) are appealingly energetic. 
(2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

NO MOTIV-Cynical (Edge) 

Cleaned-up sound for No Motiv, who had a rougher 
emphasis on their previous pair of 7”s. What we have 
here is basic fast Cali punk and, while not a fatal flaw, the 
urgency isn’t quite as prevalent. “Two Years" and “Re¬ 
quiem” come straight from the Lagwagon/NUFAN/etc... 
school, for instance. Touches of ska and pop that harken 
back to the Descendents or Big Drill Car, especially for 
“924.” In other words, not exactly earthshakingly-origi- 


nal, but a pleasant listen nonetheless. (PO Box 7111, 
Oxnard, CA 93031) 

NON COMPOS MENTIS-Smile When You Hate 
(Wonderdrug) 

Another brutal display of aggression straight from the 
rugged hills of Vermont. NCM offers up, without a doubt, 
some of the most sinister sounds ever to be unleashed 
from the Green Mountain state. NCM’s debut CD deliv¬ 
ers sounds of pure-bred hostility, combining deathly-ex¬ 
pelled guitar riffs and ferocious vocals. Definitely a force 
to be reckoned with. (PO Box 995, Boston, MA 02123) 
(Zak) 

NOMEANSNO-Would We Be Alive? (Alt.Tentacles, EP) 

Even a band as great as Nomeansno show signs of 
mortality, once in awhile. This EP is their least-involving 
material in quite some time, though I’d still rather play it 
than just about anything on the radio. The title track is a 
Residents’ cover and a wound-up mantra. “You Are Not 
One” and “Rise” stick to a slower, funkier tempo without 
making a strong impression, while a re-done “Big Dick” is 
just the two drummers, occasional organ and the vocals 
going for the tribal effect. Hope the next record’s better. 
(PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 

NO-TALENTS (Broken) 

Lili Z., who also plays in the Splash Four, lends her 
six-string talents to this band fronted by the agitated- 
sounding Cecilia. Bad-attitude garage punk with the req¬ 
uisite low-fidelity and sharp scorch attack. A musical kin¬ 
ship with Teengenerate and the New Bomb Turks, albeit 



in a purer garage setting and glorious in its stripped-down 
fierceness. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146) 

NO USE FOR A NAME-Making Friends (Fat) 

...or losing them or trying to hang onto them. NUFAN’s 
latest takes a bit more of a personal lyrical turn. There 
are still world-wide concerns, but they’re also presented 
in a first-person outlook (“Sidewalk,” “Sitting Duck”). The 
sound remains the same—fast, accessible, Bad Religion- 
weaned punk (the lead on "Best Regards” or “Growing 
Down” are dead giveaways). There’s no knockout track 
like “Exit” or “Feeding The Fire” but they’re consistent, 
anyway. “Fields Of Athenry” goes for an Irish motif, with 
pipes, and they sneak in a cover of Kiss’ “Beth,” still ex¬ 
ecrable even in a rocked-up format. Not NUFAN’s best 
album...not bad, either. (PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 

OASIS-Be Here Now (Creation/Epic) 

Once again, I am forced to state the obvious as I first 
did in 1994 with “Definitely Maybe,” which I reviewed with 
enthusiasm (albeit with reservations towards all the hype 
of the band being the “next Stone Roses”). Or with 
“(What’s The Story) Morning Glory?”—the perfect album 
to drink Newcastle Brown Ale, chain smoke a pack of 
cigarettes and watch soccer on ESPN2 to. That Oasis 
would become as huge as they have in the US does sur¬ 
prise me, but I’m happy to say that I don’t intend to join in 
on the backlash. Once again Noel Gallagher comes up 
with another winning batch of songs. Of course, the two 
previous LP’s took some time to grow on me, as I’m sure 
this one will, but that’s a sign that the album will inevitably 


live with me longer than something that I’d just go wild for 
at the outset—d’ya know what I mean? Speaking of which, 
“D’You Know What I Mean" kicks off the album in a mean 
fashion; leading into what could be both Gallagher boys’ 
theme song, “My Big Mouth". Noel’s lead vocals on “Magic 
Pie” lend a sympathetic feel to an otherwise “Don’t Look 
Back In Anger Revisited” track. Unfortunately, “Don’t Go 
Away” and “Stand By Me” are very typical Oasis in that 
they sound like "Morning Glory” outtakes but that doesn’t 
mean that they’re bad tracks, just that we’ve heard them 
before. Noel should stop and listen to what he’s done 
and try new variations on a theme. I’d like to hear Oasis 
do something beyond these Beatles/glam rockfests. 
Meanwhile, Liam’s voice has improved dramatically and 
make the songs convincing and compelling. With a few 
beers, a few smokes and some football, I guarantee I’ll 
be walking around humming “Fade In-Out” in no time and 
so will you—d’ya know what I mean? (Rob Ross) 

ONE WAY SYSTEM-Leave Me Alone (Cleopatra, EP) 

Add One Way System to the list of early 80s UK punk 
bands deciding to give it another go-round, aljpeit with a 
new singer and bassist. Four studio cuts showing a blend 
of thrash and a little Motorhead-ish speed metal. “Pres¬ 
sure On” and “Leave Me Alone” harken back to the Ruts, 
to a degree. There are also two moldy-oldies, “Give Us A 
Future” and “Corrupted World,” done live ‘n loud, as they 
say. No embarrassment and new vocalist Lee Havoc has 
the gruff pipes to pull it off. (8726 S. Sepulveda Blvd., 
Suite D82, Los Angeles, CA 90045) 

ONWARD-These Words Still Pray (Crucial Response, 
EP) 

Side X and XX. A cover shot with the vocalist sur¬ 
rounded by fingers pointing skyward. Block letters. You 
know what you’re getting with this Norwegian band—sXe 
hardcore, done the old-fashioned way. Fast ‘n crunchy 
riffs, “committed for life” lyrics and Onward do, indeed, 
hammer it out with convincing passion and power. Time 
stands still. (Kaiserfeld 98, 46047 Oberhausen, GER¬ 
MANY) 

OPIUM TAYLOR-Fade Machine Fade Magazine 
(Caulfield) 

Pixies-like tomfoolery is always more than welcome 
from any band willing to stick their necks out. Opium 
Taylor are a wacky bunch. Like a crazy blend of emo- 
stylings and indie pop melody. A lyric sheet would have 
been nice if only to answer pressing questions like, “Did 
he really just say that?” Honestly unlike anything else I’ve 
heard this year, with strong studio work by the band and 
Don Zientara. All hail the individuals! (PO Box 84323, 
Lincoln, NE 68501) (Jason Schreurs) 

OUT COLD-Warped Sense Of Right and Wrong (Kan- 
garoo)/Out Cold (Acme) 

Out Cold hail from Dracut, a ‘burb near the Mass./NH 
border and they’ve kept a somewhat low local profile over 
the years, while continuing to put out some ripping 
hardcore. Guitar scorch, pissed-off vocals and a hint of 
catchiness in their brash approach. ‘Warped Sense” is 
their newest album. The self-titled “Out Cold” was origi¬ 
nally recorded in ‘93 and is newly remixed. It also fea¬ 
tures their first vocalist Kevin Mertens, who does a good 
job braying out the words of negativity. A mix of the best 
that early to mid 80s hardcore had to offer. Short, sweet 
and kicking major ass. ( Kangaroo : Henk Smit, Middenweg 
13, 1098 AA Amsterdam, NETHERLANDS/ Acme : PO 
Box 441, Dracut, MA 01826) 

OUT OF HAND-Canadian Gothic (Raw Energy) 

Fast and frenetic and likely to get out of hand if it gets 
much faster. These small-town Canadians stick to a loud/ 
fast aesthetic, coming across like older NOFX or early 
Lag Wagon. You’ve heard of wind-spitting punks? This is 
wind-sprint punk as they tear through their songs with 
unbridled speed and enthusiasm, while also dipping into 
the metal roots for “Down The Tubes”—that’s track #666 
on your program, between #5 and #7. No lack of burn, 
although not totally differentiating itself, either. Lyrical 
smarts, though, contrasting the over-zealous harrassment 
of, say, skateboarding, while rampant pollution in the area 
goes unpunished. Their hearts are in the right place, any¬ 
way. (65 Front Street West, Suite #0116-42, Toronto, ON 
M5J1E6, CANADA) 

OXYMORON-The Pack Is Back (Knock Out) 

It’s still the 90s and, to paraphrase the title of 
Oxymoron’s last album, this is still their fuckin’ noise. Gruff, 
boot-stompin’ punk/oi with plenty of ring in the guitars 
and enough singalong choruses to satisfy any beer- 
soused miscreant hoisting a pint. This isn’t some mind¬ 
less, simple oi-oi-oi stuff (although that’s often fun, as 
well)—Oxymoron’s mix of indefatigable spirit and brawn 
with undeniable songcraft captures the essence of the 
best purveyors of the form. Huh? In less esoteric terms— 





old school hardcore 
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and this type of rock admittedly is far from esoteric—that 
means they’ve embraced the best of Cock Sparrer, Blitz, 
etc... and breathed it new life. (Cargo, 1525 W. Homer, 
Chicago, IL 60622) 

PANEL DONOR-Surprise Bath (Sonic Bubblegum) 

Hmmmm... Can you hear me scratching my chin? 
Panel Donor are a strange bunch. A little Archers Of Loaf, 
a little Pavement, maybe even a little Fugazi, and a lot of 
noisy guitar. “Surprise Bath” is the kind of album that, on 
the surface, sounds confusing and awkward, but after 
repeated listenings things start to fall into place. Piece by 
piece. The songs evolve as you listen; a sound that passed 
by unnoticed last time suddenly comes to the forefront 
and makes you freeze into pure attention. I’d like to spend 
some time with Panel Donor, if I had the time. (PO Box 
35504, Brighton, MA, 02135) (Jason Schreurs) 

PANSY DIVISION-More Lovin’ From Our Oven (Look¬ 
out) 

Singles, comps, demos, etc... from this ever-lovin’ 
queer punk/pop band. Sweet melodies, subversive lyrics 
and I’ve always enjoyed the combination. Playing up the 
jangly 'n perky side for “Hockey Hair,” “Valentine’s Day" 
and “He Could Be The One.” The Pansies also delve into 
the world of metal for “Headbanger,” “Expiration Date 01/ 
97" and covers of Kiss and Judas Priest songs.They twist 
the Priest’s “Breakin’The Law” into a commentary about 
sodomy laws and acting as a de-facto tribute to gay metal 
icon Rob Halford. They do the same thing to the Police’s 
“On Any Other Day,” telling the tale from the queer per¬ 
spective. "Even Morrissey’s happier than me,” huh? (PO 
Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 

PANTERA-Official Live: 101 Proof (EastWest) 

It’s quaint how Phil Anselmo stirs the metallion hordes 
into a frenzy. He’s preaching the gospel of true metal— 
none of that candy-assed, trendy shit. And that’s some 
power salute he gives on the inlay card. Bald, mighty and 
defiant. Pantera’s metal sounds are equally defiant and 
beefy. The cream of the crop from the post-glam years 
(shhh... no one’s supposed to know about that) with such 
grind-burners as “Fuckin’ Hostile,” "Strength Beyond 
Strength,” “New Level,” etc... Even the ballad ‘This Love" 
has a feisty kick in the groin. Two new studio tracks—one 
mid-tempo cruncher and a thrashier one and this is a 
much more entertaining package than their last 
longplayer. As for Phil’s stage patter—well, some things 
are better left unsaid. He doesn’t get political or anything, 
except for the pro-pot rhetoric—but he doesn’t exactly 
come off as an intellectual giant, either. Pot, metal and 
fuckin’ shit up. That’s Pantera’s universe and I’m a voy¬ 
eur. A willing one, at that. 

PAPER ROUTE-Go Get It (SSG) 

Two words: Joe Jackson. Two more: Elvis Costello... 
that’s if Elvis was fronting a power pop band. That’s what 
the Paper Route sound like, although there’s a little more 
tension in their sound. This is taut-sounding trio. Sharp, 
economical tunes with disarming melodies and uneasi¬ 
ness percolating to the surface. The Paper Route keep it 
simple and there’s certainly nothing wrong with that. (124 
McGill, Suite #400, Montreal, Que., CANADA H2Y 2E5) 

PAVE THE ROCKET-Taken In (Deep Elm) 

Loud and soft indy rock/emo that’s only intermittently 
intriguing. PTR infuse their compositions with a warm, 
buzzing melodicism but it also has a tendency to slip into 
shimmery lethargy on the slower songs. A combination 
of several touchpoints: Jehu, Slint, Unwound and even a 
little My Bloody Valentine. For all the righteous bands 
they’ve apparently been influenced by, Pave The Rocket 
don’t make a very strong impression. Everything’s played 
competently but it doesn’t transcend the ordinary. (PO 
Box 1965, NY, NY 10156) 

PAWNS-Power And Wealth Need Slaves/POLITICAL 
SILENCE-Of The People Breeds Apathy...OfThe Gov¬ 
ernment Dictates Oppression (Bad Monkey) 

Two full albums for the price of one on this CD and 
each has their own potent take on punk rock. PAWNS 
feature male/female vocal tradeoffs and a speedy, thorny 
approach with some jarring stops and starts finessed by 
creative musicianship. There’s a slight early 80s UK 
anarcho impulse as well—Zoundz, etc..., come to mind 
for the anti-hippie “Bury Garcia.” Sacrilege in their home¬ 
town Bay area! Political Science play in a straight-ahead, 
tough and thrashy vein with politicized lyrics (big surprise!) 
and get the job done with attitude and workmanlike 
feistiness. Sometimes, back to basics is better, although 
both of these bands have a few unique tricks, as well. 
(473 North St., Oakland, CA 94609) 

PEECHEES-Games People Play (Kill Rock Stars) 

Smart, sharp-shock guitar/bass/drums permutations 
accompanied by an adenoidal whine. A bit of garage, 


some Pixies-ish twang ‘n lope and you can hear echoes 
of early X, Fall and new wave. Slightly higher-fidelity than 
their first album, a broadening of the attack and accom¬ 
plishing all that without losing its edge. A different way to 
rock... (120 NE State St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 

PEGBOY-Cha-Cha Damore (Quarterstick) 

Just when you wonder “whatever happened to 
Pegboy?," they reappear out of the blue. The first full- 
length in three years, with only a split 7” in the interim. 
The sound remains the same—lively and vital, as ever. 
With half of the late, great Naked Raygun comprising the 
lineup, the penchant towards loud, beefy and hooky punk 
is inevitable. Joe Haggerty’s drums crash and wallop along 
with the six-string crush of brother John, while Larry 
Damore (who still looks like a grown-up version of Moe 
the bully from “Calvin & Hobbes”) inbues his vocals with 
a gruff passion. The old-school Chicago punk brigade 
always learned their lessons well from the Buzzcocks, 
albeit with more of a muscular emphasis and Pegboy are 
one of the last-standing survivors of that tradition, still 
packing a sweet ‘n brutal punch. (PO Box 25342, Chi¬ 
cago, IL 60625) 

PENNYWISE-Full Circle (Epitaph) 

A tribute to their late bassist, Jason Thirsk, who shot 
himself to death in ‘96...the “full circle” in the title refers to 
the cycle of life and many of the songs here deal directly 
with Jason’s death, especially “Did You Really.” The sound 
remains the same. Healthy-sounding, uptempo, tight 
melodic hardcore that still manages to hit the mark. 
Pennywise are a buff ‘n macho-looking lot flock punk?) 
but the songs have a burn and fire to lift it above the pop/ 
punk trough ‘o swill. Also, it is important to express that, 
no matter how fucked up it gets or the world is becoming 
(or even if the lyrics seem like one of those Tony Robbins 
seminars), life is still a precious commodity. (2798 Sun¬ 
set Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

PEZZ-One Last Look (BYO) 

I’m not eating Pez but I have been munching some 
candy that has both an oversweet and tart sensation. To 
take a completely predictable segue, Pezz’s music could 
be described that way. A warmth, a yearning, a passion¬ 
ate fervor all together in a buzzing and melodic cloud. 
Taking a page from the Jawbreaker book (it could be the 
best Jawbreaker album since “Bivouac"), with raspy vo¬ 
cals and pointedly melodic song structures. “Heirarchy” 
and "Victoria Line” and “Hey Miss” both say their piece 
in about a minute and a half, with surging authority. ‘The 
Path Of Least Resistance” also burns with stinging fleet¬ 
ness. “Suicide Jockey” sways and swirls with anthemic 
punch and kicks into a speedier pulse for the chorus. This 
Memphis band have come up with something truly memo¬ 
rable, bathed in feedback and hookiness. (PO Box 67A64, 
LA, CA 90067) 

PHANTOM RATS-Kiss Me Now (1+2) 

Another Japanese rock dynamo--shit-hot, fast-rewing 
energetic swill that reaches back over four decades and 
ties together the best qualities of steamhammer punky 
rock 'n roll. Covers of songs from the Replacements, 
Ramones and one popularized by the Beatles, in their 
leather days, and it's done with a hearty, hooky, pulsating 
verve. Teengenerate are no longer with us, but Japan is 
still a hotbed of this raw mania. (Clean Nishi-shinjuku Bldg 
IF, Nishi-shinjuku7-5-6, Shinjuku-ku,Tokyo 160, JAPAN) 

PINHEAD CIRCUS-Detailed Instructions For The Self 
Involved (BYO) 

Tuneful punk without being wimpy about it. Even the 
harmonies don’t sound too chirpy. Pinhead Circus imbue 
their melodic songs with a punchy drive. Just-raspy- 
enough vocals and guitar riffs that cut hard. Getting whim¬ 
sical about their “Carefree Metal Daze,” but no metal in 
sight. Except, that is, for their cover of Night Ranger’s 
“Don’t Tell Me You Love Me” that is the mystery (or is it 
misery?) bonus track. Sound like they’re from California, • 
but these guys call Denver their home. Wonder if they’re 
Broncos fans? (PO Box 67A64, LA, CA 90067) 

PINKERTON THUGS-The Pain and... (VML) 

It’s ironic that the first word you hear out of Micah’s 
mouth on the Thugs’ long-overdue debut album is “oi” 
‘cause that’s not usually a rallying cry for a band express¬ 
ing such a left-leaning/anarchist agenda. Make no mis¬ 
take, the Thugs have a dual agenda: to enlighten and to 
make that point with an aggressive, hard-hitting musical 
emphasis and they succeed on both counts. That first 
song, “One Day,” comes from an obvious SLF influence 
(a similar structure to “Alternative Ulster”) and there are 
nods to the Clash, as well, but the Thugs add an equal 
dose of speedy scrappiness. “We Build Our Own Pris¬ 
ons” could be an Unseen song, not surprising since drum¬ 
mer and occasional vocalist Paul Russo was in that band 
until recently. There’s a folky undertow even when the 


Thugs are playing at full-speed blitz and they also break 
out the acoustic guitar for a pair of folk ballads. Labor 
songs for the coming-of-age youth, but still willing to be 
skeptical about the big unions—"Ballad Of The Slaugh¬ 
terhouse" takes a poke at the AFL-CIO. Pointed obser¬ 
vations on the rut of wage slavery, class warfare, the Tupac 
Amaru rebels in Peru, police, CIA, allegedly “cruelty free” 
corporations who exploit workers and the list goes on. 
There’s an underlying belief that music can perhaps act 
as a stimulus to change things and, while I’m somewhat 
doubtful about those sentiments, at least these guys are 
bringing up some thoughtful points and ram it home with 
a potent aural arsenal. (PO Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 
60131) 

PIPE-Slowboy (Merge) 

Pipe have moved away from the more or less undi¬ 
luted aggro of their earlier recordings, but maintain a high- 
energy emphasis. Lead-off track “Favorite Dirty Flavor” 
is a hybrid of AC/DC and Devo’s “Uncontrollable Urge.” 
These North Carolina boys obviously grew up on a steady 
diet of hard rock and new wave... at least that’s my im¬ 
pression, and they came of age during the indy rock salad 
days of the mid-80s (Chuck Garrison used to play drums 
in Superchunk). All these divergent elements come to¬ 
gether in an organic, loose rock 'n roll permutation. The 
guitar tone is dirty and Ron Liberti’s rasp adds to the un¬ 
kempt ambiance. A different way to do punk rock. (PO 
Box 1235, Chapel Hill, NC 27514) 

PISS SHIVERS-Hepped Up On Goofballs 

Rockin’ punk trio from Pennsylvania. Stating their pur¬ 
pose at the outset with a wise-assed appropriation of the 
Pistols’ “Holidays In The Sun" called “Anarchy Baby” and 
such inspirational titles as "Nice Shoes, Let’s Fuck" and 
“GG Allin Stole My Vomit." Fast, funny songs done with 
appealing, obnoxious verve. (46 Oberhotlzer Rd., 
Bechteslville, PA 19505) 

POLVO-Shapes (Touch & Go) 

Polvo has always been difficult to peg. Sure they epito¬ 
mize indie-rock,but there’s enough going on in their mu¬ 
sic to hook just about anyone. Their sixth album shows a 
bit more variety, adding psychedelic and middle eastern 
notes, sounding a little like some of the “rock” songs on 
the last two Beastie Boys albums (this is not an insult). 
The songs roll alonghere in a jazz-like manner. The ex- 
perimentalism never goes too far and themusic doesn’t 
becomes too much of a background thing. Perhaps Ash 
Bowie’s stints with Helium have kept the creative juices 
flowing in his main band for all these years.(POB 25520, 
Chicago, IL 60625) (Phil Lerman) 

POSIES-Success (Popllama) 

A hit and miss proposition to the end—the Posies al¬ 
ways straddled the loud/soft equation and, when volume 
is part of the package, they were capable of some killer 
pop songs. Weaned on the two “B’s"—Beatles and, of 
course, Big Star. Breathy vocals and harmonies and a 
solid mesh of somber bass, acoustic and electric guitars. 
If you’re a Yellow Pill-popper, then this will be a satisfying 
epitaph for this Northwest band. Me—I like noise, so it’s 
only a sporadic joy, as the acoustic-flavored songs tend 
to dominate. 

POSITIVE STATE-The Bullshit Initiative (Torque) 

A muscular barrage of thrashy hardcore, emo, metal 
and post-punk angularity, topped off by Steve’s spastic, 
hyper yowling. There’s both originality and power, here— 
not the typical cookie-cutter sound that fits in with a pre¬ 
defined genre. Unafraid to puncture sacred cows or ex¬ 
press provocative viewpoints—"These Flames” confront 
Earth Crisis rather directly— "your hateful revolution will 
never succeed” “Your Bumper’s Got An Attitude Prob¬ 
lem" acts as an indictment of people buying into simplis¬ 
tic political discourse and never being aware of what’s 
really going on in the world. “Pass The California,” mean¬ 
while, takes the piss on the west-coast poppy/punk sound. 
Not the usual hardcore album. (PO Box 229, Arlington, 
VA 22210) 

POWERHOUSE-No Regrets (Blackout) 

Hailing from Oakland but these guys are NYHC to the 
bone. Turns out that main mouth Chris Hower is from 
New Yawk. And this is music to break your bones—a 
brawny, brawling blast of speed, muscle and aggression. 
With the barked vocals, backups and speed roar, Power¬ 
house harken back to early Sick Of It All, Warzone, etc... 
for inspiration and bulldoze everything in their path. The 
world full of hate that SOIA sang about almost a decade 
ago still exists in Powerhouse’s universe and they reflect 
on urban decay, racism, rotten cops but still hold out hope 
to improve their lot. The music is a venomous and effec¬ 
tive byproduct of their rage. No regrets about being 
blindsided by this one...none atall...(PO Box 1575, New 
York, NY 10009) 



PRESSGANG-Faith: The Sturdy Backbone Of A 
Healthy Society (SelfServ) 

A full-length by this provocative band and, while both 
the emotion-packed male and female vocals occasion¬ 
ally traverse the screech ‘n grate threshold, these trans¬ 
gressions are overcome by the band’s musical and ideo¬ 
logical strength and creativity. Using mid to late 80s DC 
hardcore as a starting point—there’s a definite Swiz tinge 
in there, but not a straight verse/chorus/verse emphasis. 
Frayed jolts of melody and restless drive permeate the 
songs and there are some bowl-over hooks—"Virtual 
Food,” “Cultured Like Pearls" and “Stand” all deliver quite 
a sonic rush. Critiquing consumer culture, poverty and 
the inherent unfairness of the capitalist system, as well 
as all-talk/do-nothings within the punk or hardcore scene 
itself. These observations read like narratives, as opposed 
to the typical platitudes. The untitled “hidden” track ex¬ 
plodes with venomous resolve. Invigorating and alluringly 
powerful. (PO Box 71466, Pittsburgh, PA 15213) 

PROMISE RING-Nothing Feels Good (Jade Tree) 

Well, this makes me something more of a believer. A 
lively, catchy pop album with songs balancing melody and 
forceful properties. The Ring line up the best songs at 
the start, as “Is This Thing On” and “Perfect Lines” con¬ 
nect with a colorful, driving thrust. The interlude of “How 
Nothing Feels” harkens back to the first couple of Mer¬ 
cury Rev albums, leading into the equally propulsive “A 
Broken Tenor,” with chinka-chinka guitar creating a ten¬ 
sion with the commanding bass-line. Definitely something 
here. (2310 Kennwynn Rd., Wilmington, DE 19810) 

PRO-PAIN (Mayhem) 

Seems as though being bald and having facial hair is 
a requirement to be a member of Pro-Pain, although Dave 
Chavarri has apparently escaped that regulation. Good 
drummers are hard to find so I suppose that breach of 
stylistic etiquette is permissible. Taking no shit and let¬ 
ting out a precise dose of metal-core bludgeon. Pro-Pain 
do a good job mixing up the hard 'n heavy groove with 
faster passages and Gary Meskil's vocals are effectively 
full of rage. "Some I love, but most I hate," he announces- 
-cynical, burnt by life, distrustful and you wonder what 
sort of plan he has. Musically, it's the hard-bitten path of 
brutality and they take it with credible intent. (285 W. 
Broadway #300, New York, NY 10013) 

PRY-High Wire Act (Some, EP) 

Pry’s second EP comes across as somewhat harder- 
rocking than the debut. There’s still a smattering of the 
prog thing (such as the guitar signature on "Bottle Rocker) 
but the songs stick to a mainly heavy riff/groove path and 
an injection of melodic subtlety. Veterans of NY’s hardcore 
scene but trying something different and I have a mixed 
reaction to it, although the band’s musical finesse is ob¬ 
vious. Also, Gavin’s vocals thankfully stay away from the 
oozing with testosterone effect and he’s more of a REAL 
MAN than most of those pretenders will ever be. (405 W. 
14th St., #3, NY, NY 10014) 

PUD-The One On The Wall Is A Trout (Recess) 

Pud... yeah, Pud. My former co-worker Joe Bolcome’s 
favorite noun (as in “this is real pain in the pud!”) and I 
can still hear his raspy, Mass.-accented voice some 19 
years after I worked with him. As for the band Pud, not 
the spitball punk you’d expect. Sure, there’s a definite 
punk angle here, from more of a traditionalist corner. 
There’s a bit of the Clash in their sound—the resurrec¬ 
tion of the pure rock heart in an updated form. ’Cause 
that’s what the Clash were about, at least in a musical 
sense, until they got totally off-the-wall. The guitar here 
peals out with more than a hint of Mick Jones. There’s 
also a touch of glam-rock, as well. Snappy, ringing songs 
with an disarming charm. (PO Box 1112, Torrance, CA 
90505) 

PUFFBALL-Six PackTo Go (Burning Heart) 

Puffball sound meaner than on their last album and 
that’s never going to be a liability to these ears. They claim 
they stole most of it from Motbrhead and, while that band’s 
badass boogie quotient is apparent in Puffball’s high-en¬ 
ergy repertoire, it’s not the whole story. Hell-raising, po¬ 
tent rock ‘n roll to chase away the generic pop/punk blahs. 
Nothing puffy-sounding about these rockin’ hellraisers. 
(Box 441,701 48 Orebro, SWEDEN) 

QUADRAJETS-PayThe Deuce (Estrus) 

Unashamed to play rock ’n roll and, with three guitar¬ 
ists, this is quite the wall of thunder. A garage aesthetic, 
sure, but weaned on the bad-assisms of the late 60s and 
70s without once making you think grunge... and that’s a 
good thing, because those “grunge" years of the early 
90s, which I admittedly dove into, headfirst, are kind of 
an embarrassment now, except for a few bands. Anyway, 
volume, guitars, howling vocals and from a southern, hell¬ 


raising perspective (these guys hail from Alabama). It’ll 
make you want to smash things up. (PO Box 2125, 
Bellingham, WA 98227) 

QUICKSPACE (Slash) 

Tim Cullinan of th’Faith Healer’s new band and the 
mainly languid, lengthy songs don’t make a strong im¬ 
pression. When they infuse some volume into the fray, as 
with the heady, droning “Song For Someone” and perkier 
“Friend," it’s more satisfying. But the trippy lethargy that 
seeps in for “Docile Two,” for instance, is the rule rather 
than the exception. 

QUIXOTE (Makoto) 

I have this key on my keychain that fits into a door lock 
but will not open it. The key slides right in like it matches 
the lock but when I go to unlock the door, the key won’t 
turn. That’s the feeling I get when I listen to Quixote. Ev¬ 
erything fits but something still isn’t quite right. It’s as if I 
could file away at that key and make it work, just as I 
could listen and listen to Quixote and let these strange 
songs tickle my fickle tastes. Jilting emo-rock with a 
Dischord ’90s style emotive current running through the 
nine lengthy songs. Nice to see Joel Wick’s name again 
after following his Gainsay Mailorder endeavours from 
years back. Hopefully by next album he and his band will 
have improved even more and will attain the level of some 
of the bands in their thank you list (The Warmers, Kero¬ 
sene 454, The VSS, Monorchid, etc.). In preparation, I’ll 
start filing that pesky key now. (PO Box 50403, 
Kalamazoo, Wl 49005 (Jason Schreurs) 

RAIYA-KeepTo Protect (H.G. Fact) 

Mixing up metal, hardcore and thrash and throwing in 
some catchy bits along the way. I get the feeling Japa¬ 
nese band Raiya grew up listening to Loudness as much 
as Gauze. Maybe some UK punk, too, ’cause there’s even 
an “oi oi oi” for “Another Man.” Adequately energetic and 
over-the-top enough to hold your attention, especially after 
a never-ending succession of tepid pop/punk albums in 
the review pile. T’ain’t bad at all. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 
YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 

RANDOM KILLING-Stranded (Raw Energy) 

Short, ripping punk songs. In this era of over-produced, 
watered-down swill or constipated emo or tedious metal 
bludgeon, it’s refreshing to hear a band bash out a series 
of two minute tunes with aggressive vigor and smart/funny 
lyrics. Sure, there’s a serious undercurrent for the heroin- 
themed “Drag Me Down” and war rumination “Glorious 
Dead,” but they’re equally likely to muse about the quest 
for free beer or the trials and tribulations of bike messen¬ 
gers and dishwashers. Random Killing have actually been 
at it for over a decade and still have the hell-raising spark 
of inspiration. (65 Front Street West, Suite #0116-42, 
Toronto, ON M5J 1E6, CANADA) 

THE REAL SWINGER (VML) 

Nope, not a retro-lounge thing—you think VML would 
ever deign to release swill of that sort? Instead, it’s a punk 
trio from Italy who also indulge in janglier, poppier im¬ 
pulses and even a little shit-kicking country. Mainly fast 
and spirited—these boys sure sound enthusiastic about 
what they’re doing and there are more than a few catchy 
moments here. (PO Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 60131) 

RECYCLED-Nuffield (EP) 

From Finland, but not sounding like a Discharge- 
mower. Recycled play in a poppy style, with mod-ish 
touches (especially for “Lazy Me") and there are some 
similarities to early Joe Jackson, in mixing the pop with 
some reggae-ish touches, as with “Lose The Fight.” But 
it’s a lightweight affair, going in and out of the proverbial 
ear and leaving little behind. (Hamng. 15, 64260 
Kaskinen, FINLAND) 

RED LONDON-Days Like These (Knock Out) 

Endearingly tuneful punk by these weathered geezers. 
Patty Smith (you don’t think? Nah...) sidesteps the yobbo 
vocal style for an easy-on-the-ears croon and Kid Stoker’s 
guitar cuts through with equal parts buzz and ring. “Youth 
fades away,” as one song states, but Red London perse¬ 
vere with gutsy determination. (Cargo, 1525 W. Homer, 
Chicago, IL 60622) 

THE REGRETS-New Directions: Results Beat Boasts 
(Crank!) 

Parts of this disc by ex-Vitreous Humor guys sent chills 
up my spine. Other snippets were less memorable than 
elevator ride tunes. Picture a Minutemen or Shellac-lite 
(Bob Weston produced) for the indie rock world with 
strummed guitars and gallopy funk bass-lines. Songs titles 
like Tlay With Yourself Until You Faint" and “Lance The 
Proverbial Boil”, and strange word association in the lyr¬ 
ics are the only comparison I can think of making to 
Sebadoh, who the band claims to have derived a lot of 


inspiration. But, I just don’t see it in the music. Last time 
I checked, Jason Lowenstein sounded nothing like Mike 
Watt. (1223 Wilshire Blvd. #173, Santa Monica, CA 
90403) (Jason Schreurs) 

REGULATOR WATTS-The Mercury CD (Slowdime/ 
Dischord) 

Compiled from 7”s, a 12" and 7 unreleased songs from 
this now-defunct band. Regulator Watts are wildly uneven, 
darting from full-on power eruptions with slashing gui¬ 
tars, relentless rhythms and vocal screams to a dubbier, 
ambient basis. Bobby Sullivan (ex-Soul Side/Rain Like... 
/others) shows up on one of these dub-style songs. The 
loud stuff is exhilarating and the quieter material does 
have some inventiveness, but occasionally drifts into the 
background. (Slowdime: PO Box 414, Arlington, VA 
22210 ) 

REVELATORS-We Told You Not To Cross Us (Crypt) 

A fucking REVELATION!! Yeehaw, yahoo and all that. 
The Revelators burn the fuckin’ house down with a wild 
dose of no bullshit rock ‘n roll. Only a singer, a drummer 
and a guitarist and they fill the room. The big beat comes 
crashing down and the guitar flails, twangs and twitches 
with the almighty power. This is an album to make you 
feel good, to restore your faith in the primal might of the 
old stomp. The first four or five songs come ‘n go with a 
whirlwind of garage-soaked, rootsy, lo-fi mania and it 
makes a believer ojt of me. If it doesn’t do the same to 
you, check your pulse! (1250 Long Beach Ave., Suite 
#101, Los Angeles, CA 90021) 

RHYTHM COLLISION-CrunchTime (Collision/Fueled 
By RamenyCollision Course (Dr. Strange) 

“Crunch Time” features Rhythm Collision captured live 
in all their scrapping glory. The sound on this recording, 
from France, along with a couple of bonus cuts from a 
radio broadcast, is rough and appealing. A staccato gui¬ 
tar blast, a rough vocal croon and strong melodies...RC’s 
songs pack the tunefulness with punk’s original brash 
intent. ‘Too Long” is one of the best songs about quitting 
your job since ‘Take This Job and Shove It” and they ex¬ 
pose their new wave roots by performing Flock Of 
Seagulls’ “I Ran” (an uncredited bonus track) and FYC’s 
“She Drives Me Crazy.” But this ain’t no new wave 
band...everything’s played at a fevered clip and could 
make you sweat bullets even with central air-condition¬ 
ing. “Collision Course” is even niftier—a gathering together 
of 7” tracks and once agaiin showing what a fine punk 
band Rhythm Collision have evolved into. Songs like 
“Ready?,” “Holiday” and “Faraway” are alive with 
wreckless, tuneful glee. “Turbo-Cult” plays up the fast car 
angle with rockin’ vitality. In love with the upbeat Califor¬ 
nia sound and trad punk and it’s a collision (hah!) of those 
passions. (PO Box 865, Agoura, CA 91376) 

RIG-King Of The Soft Serve (With A Semi) (Cruz) 

Churning and aggressive, favoring a dark intensity simi¬ 
lar to Unsane. Rig do add some sampling and program¬ 
ming to the mix but they don’t get in the way, except for 
the disposable 18 minute soundscape of “My Uriah Heep.” 
Please...don’t use the name of the great Heep in vain. 
Hmm, for all I know, they could be referring to the Dickens 
character and not the metal rock gods. Anyway, getting 
back on track for this review, Rig use the relentless drive 
of their compositions as a complement to their critiques 
of society’s injustices and expressions of personal tur¬ 
moil. Point made with struggling-to-be-heard vocals and 
a wall of forboding guitars. (PO Box 7756, Long Beach, 
CA 90807) 

RIVERDALES-Storm The Streets (Honest Don’s) 

1-2-3-4... the Riverdales don’t even attempt to hide 
their main inspiration. To document the similarities be¬ 
tween these songs and specific Ramones’ songs would 
take more space than I can spare. All I know is they have 
it nailed. And while I was playing this album, the land¬ 
scaper across the street was running the edge-trimmer 
and the buzz from that tool complemented the Riverdales’ 
three-chord blast with scary perfection. A well-oiled ma¬ 
chine, like that piece of lawn equipment and dishing out 
the hook-filled delights in rapid-fire fashion. (PO Box 
192027, SF, CA 94119-2027) 

ROADSAW-Nationwide (Curve Of The Earth) 

Kick ass rawk! Or is it rawk ass kick? Whatever their 
demonic influences these ex-Seka (Tim Catz), ex-Slappy 
(Darryl Shepherd), ex-ad infinitum pedigreed boys have— 
it works. If you like Fu Manchu, Kyuss or their ilk you will 
find yourself heartily enjoying “Nationwide." Although the 
album starts out with a bit more wallop than it ends with, 
it is well worth the listen. If this is a cure for the recent 
Boston-spawned crap like Mary Lou “Don’t Sleep in the 
Subway” Lord or the other stuff like it, sacrifice a goat to 
whoever you worship and keep yer fingers crossed for 
more. For haircare tips and astrological info check out 





hard-hitting, memorable and catchy as all hell. A live re¬ 
cording from late ‘96, with the five-piece lineup and Dave 
Grohl (ever hear of him?) playing drums on one song. 
Mainly material from the first two albums (“Scream” and 
‘This Side Up”), two songs that appeared on the DC comp 
“Bouncing Babies” and one each from “Banging The 
Drum" and “No More Censorship” (the only egregious 
omission is “Walking By Myself"). Shit, do those tunes 
stand the test of time... I’m transported back to 1983 and 
that record which I damn near wore out the grooves within 
six months. This is an emotional response, tugging at the 
memory bank and packing a wallop. If you’ve never heard 
Scream, here’s a good starting point and proceed imme¬ 
diately after that to the CD that has their first two albums. 
(PO Box 229, Arlington, VA 22210) 

SCREECHING WEASEL-Major Label Debut (Panic 
Button, EP) 

A short dose of the Weasel, with a revamped lineup 
(only Ben and Jughead remain from before) and this could 
be the best stuff they've done in quite some time. 
"Nightbreed," "DIY" and The Last Janelle" all sting with 
speed and hookiness. Ben hasn't softened his barbs one 
bit—the driving assault of "Hey Asshole" is a raging fuck- 
you brickbat and he ain't exactly a fan of self-righteous 
punk rockers or compact discs, for that matter. Ben can 
also claim to eschew politics all he likes, but "Racist So¬ 
ciety" does comment on the ingrained prejudices and 


their website too: http://www.geocities.com/SunsetStrip/ 
Underground/3429/index.htm (1312 Boylston St., Boston, 
MA 02215) (Jane Simpkin) 


RUBBERNECK-Victim (Overall) 

Pro-forma fast, melodic west coast punk... and metal 
roots become obviously apparent in some of the lead 
work. Still, a few of the songs here have a steaming, hard- 
driving emphasis, especially “Snake In The Grass,” “Got 
A Way" and “You Can’t Tell Me.” Rubberneck can’t be dis¬ 
missed out-of-hand; nor can they exactly be considered 
a groundbreaking band. (156 Hart St., #4, Santa Monica, 
CA 90405) 


RUINS-Refusal Fossil (SkinGraft) 

Life amongst the Ruins—well, the name for this noisy 
Japanese conglomeration is appropriate. This is a com¬ 
pilation of outtakes and live material. Bass and drums 
making most of the racket, although they get some help 
along the way—the sax on the live material generates a 
stirring free-jazz meets noise-core tandem and that’s the 
most interesting stuff here. Distorted sounds from the 
wreckage, touching on hardcore, fusion and prog-rock 
(there’s a medley of prog rock songs but I don’t recog¬ 
nize any of it. Quite haphazard. (PO Box 257546, Chi¬ 
cago, IL 60625) 


RYE COALITION-Hee Saw Dhuh Kaet (Gern 
Blandsten) 

While pondering just what in hell the title means, the 
immediate response is one of being bowled-over. 
Drums come bursting out of the- 
speakers and the Coalition kick into! 
a stop/start frenzy. More than a little I 
Jesus Lizardry in the vocal delivery, I 
scrape guitar attack and potent! 
rhythm. And like any good post-1 
punkish rock band, Rye Coalition! 
sneak in a few hard rock snippets—I 
the boogie drum signature for “3001 
Foxes” and a little of AC/DC’s “It’s AI 
Long Way To The Top” for “Iron Fist In I 
Velvet Glove." But I’m reaching here, I 
to be honest...that’s just a small parti 
of the rock beast that is the Rye Coa-I 
lition. Lively and hammering sounds! 
that revel in their provocative nature. | 

(PO Box 356, River Edge, NJ 07661) r 


SAINT JAMES INFIRMARY (Allied) 

Saint James Infirmary got their name from a pre-Uriah 
Heep band they saw on the back of that group’s “Best 
Of” album and that shows awesome taste by itself. And 
like the Heep, they’re mighty rockin’ but you won’t find 
any organs here. Just guitar, bass and drums that lash 
out with vitriolic forcefulness and crazed vocals. Utilizing 
similar tools as Jesus Lizard or Rye Coalition. Jagged, 
slashing passages that convey a dexterous, as well as 
fiery musical command. Inspirational riffarola. (PO Box 
460683, SF, CA 94146) 


SAINTS-Howling (Amsterdamned) 

The mainly guitar/bass/drums format utilized by Chris 
Bailey in his latest Saints’ incarnation is supposed to sig¬ 
nal a return to his rockin’ roots. Not the case, unfortu¬ 
nately. Of course, Bailey’s now in (or nearing) his 40s, no 
longer the snotty young punk that croaked out the words 
on “I’m Stranded” and “Eternally Yours” and the recent 
reissues of those albums are a godsend, especially in 
light of the tepid, rather middle-aged fogey rock, here. 
Bailey’s vocals do convey an expressive coming-to-terms 
with life, an endearing quality but the handful of harder- 
rocking songs don’t have the craved energetic grittiness. 
(PO Box 862529, LA, CA 90086) 


moronic elements of our culture and he does it with sar¬ 
casm instead of polemics. A gem of an EP. (PO Box 
148010, Chicago, IL 60614) 


KEVIN SECONDS-Stoudamlre (Earth Music/Cargo) 

Four-track, acoustic-orieinted pop tunes. Robert Pol¬ 
lard from Guided By Voices has nothing to worry about. 
“Won’t Be Boring" is far from truth-in-advertising. One of 
‘97s worst? Could be... (4901-906 Morena Blvd., San 
Diego, CA 92117) 


SEPULTURA-Blood-Rooted (Roadrunner) 

Quite a ripping odds ‘n ends compendium for the Bra¬ 
zilian metal merchants. B-sides, remix and demo versions, 
an unreleased studio track and 8 live songs. Sepultura 
play up their punk/hardcore affinity with covers from Fi¬ 
nal Conflict, Dead Kennedys and RDP. The metal side is 
exposed with a heart-slowing “Procreation Of The Wicked" 
(Celtic Frost—yeah!) and a crushing take on Sabbath’s 
“Symptom Of The Universe.” And it’s amazing how much 
the opening riffs to that song sound similar to their own 
“Slave New World.” Punishing and aggressive and show¬ 
ing many facets of the band, from the thrash-metal ori¬ 
gins of “Beneath The Remains” and “Escape To The Void" 
to the tribal-inspired “Roots Bloody Roots” to the twisted 
take on Bob Marley’s ‘War" to the crunchier “Refuse/Re¬ 
sist "Transcending the metal ghetto. (536 Broadway, NY, 
NY 10012) 


SEVEN STOREY MOUNTAIN-Leper 
Ethics (Art Monk Constuction) 

EMO! EMO! EMO! There, I said 
it, I’m not ashamed to say it and these 
guys certainly fit the bill, although it’s a 
more tempered, ebb and flow ambiance, 
as opposed to gut-wrenching, lurching, 
angst-wringing. A sense of the dynamic 
and haunting, as the songs build to a 
satisfying crest. These qualities are best- 
achieved on “Loss Of Hours," starting 
with subdued textures and evolving into 
a hammering main riff signature punc¬ 
tuated by formidable guitar sting and a 
pounding beat. Lance’s vocals exude 
confidence, a balance of the gutteral 
and soaring. Somewhere between Gar¬ 
den Variety and Drive Like Jehu and 
these songs are well-crafted and acces¬ 
sible, while maintaining an edgy inten¬ 
sity. (PO Box 6332, Falls Church, VA 
22040) 


ISHAI HALUD-Hearts Nourished with 
I Hope and Compassion (Crisis/Rev- 
| elation) 

Shai Hulud (thats the name of the 
I worm creature in Dune) hail from 
1 Florida, but theres nothing warm or 
I sunshiny about this album that has 
I song titles like “A Profound Hatred of 
i Man,” “Solely Concentrating on the 
j Negative Aspects of Life” and "My 
I Heart Bleeds the Darkest Blood.” Mu- 
Ssically, Shai Halud can best be de- 
I scribed as “new school hardcore," not 
] leaning too far towards emo, metal, 
* youth crew or tough guy-style, but 
there are obvious references to the former two. Un¬ 
like most emo, the music moves along nice and deliber¬ 
ately, even though some of the songs area bit on the long 
side. Vocalist Chad Gilbert commands attention and sym¬ 
pathy simultaneously, though he does have a bit of a 
Roger Miret inflection. Tacked on the end is a Korn-like 
remix thing that is pretty icky. (PO Box 5232, Huntington 
Beach, CA 92615) (Phil Lerman) 


SHAKE APPEAL-You’re Too Rich (Go-Kart) 

Frozen in time around 1979... this mod-style three- 
piece show the kids are still alright with an unabashed 
power pop effort. Lately, bands of this sort go in one ear 
and out the other but Shake Appeal imbue their songs 
with ringing hooks and bright, buzzing guitars and im¬ 
peccable harmonies. Guess I’m still a sucker for well- 
crafted pop music. Done right. (PO Box 20, Prince Street 
Station, NY, NY 10012) 


SHALLOW, NORTH DAKOTA-This Apparatus Must Be 
Earthed (Sonic Unyon) 

Aggro to scrape the flesh right off your face. Earth- 
moving machinery in the form of hammering guitar/bass/ 
drums akin to Unsane or godheadSilo. Pure physical, 
punishing mayhem and I don’t buy the cerebral arguments 
posited on the info sheet—cranial, as in cranium-crush¬ 
ing, perhaps. “Replace The Herzog” goes beyond the 
threshold of pain, a ten minute exercise in grinding, ex¬ 
cruciating repetition. On the shorter compositions, though, 


SACRED REICH-Still Ignorant 1987-1 
1997 (Metal Blade) 

Live disc time from one of the most! 
underrated thrash metal bands of the! 
80s. I feel a million years old when II 
realize it's over 10 years since "lgno-| 
ranee" came out. One of the smarter! 
bands of the thrash era, in terms of lyri-1 
cal content. Hampered by label and! 
management problems and back where I 
they started. The disc is a good repre-1 
sentation/retrospective of Sacred! 
Reich's career-old faves like "American I 
Way," "Administrative Decisions" and I 
"Death Squad" are here, along with the I 
newer "Heal," "Power of the Written! 
Word" and "Blue Suit, Brown Shirt.’ 
Hopefully, we haven't heard the last of I 
these guys. (2828 W. Cochran St., #302, | 
Simi Valley, CA 93065) (Andy T.) 


SAM BLACK CHURCH-That Which Does Not Kill Us... 
(Untangled) 

It's been about ten years, now, since I got that first 
demo from SBC and they've stuck it out through a rather 
nasty split with their former record label and endure with 
the same lineup. 8 songs taken from a '95 and '96 demo 
and continuing with their muscular, low-tuned sludge- 
metal sound. A musical style I'm less enamored of, in 
recent years, but SBC hangs onto its edgy rawness and 
Jet Crandall's vocals range from gutteral exorcisms to a 
unique croon. "Coma" exhibits a stirring combination of 
speed and bludgeon. Not about to go away quietly. (325 
Huntington Ave., #119, Boston, MA 02115) 

SAM THE BUTCHER-Sheltered (Far Out) 

Punk and some ska elements but, before you skip to 
the next review, Sam The Butcher’s idea of ska is the 
punked-up/OpIvy variety. No horns, no “pick it up, pick it 
up” (what did they drop, anyway?), just ragged energy. 
Same for the hard-hitting, driving punk songs that at times 
sound a little like Avail. “Sleep” is surging and direct in its 
joyous flail. The next track, “Railed,” has the same effect. 
A sweat-soaked, high-octane party. (PO Box 14361, Ft. 
Lauderdale, FL 33302) 

SCREAM-Live At The Black Cat (Torque) 

Scream meant a lot to me back in the early 80s and 
still do, dammit. A high-powered, commanding unit that 
transcended hardcore, although that was the root. Pete 
Stahl has a gem of a voice and the songs were always 
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Vim NEW MIDI 


AREA 51 

compilation double CD 

54 bands: earth crisis, snapcase, by 
the grace of god, warzone, integrity 
ignite, better than a thousand, vod, 
cause for alarm, iury of v, 25 ta life, 
farenheit 451, will haven, 59 times 
the pain, breach, raised tist+more 


in com mow 

hell on earth LP.CD.CS 

aaron and lenny trom integrity's new 
band is taking Cleveland hardcore 
back to the basics, in aaronts own 
words "It's like old school hardcore 
with integrity overtones, bu‘ 
different." on tour soon. 












































the effect is blindsiding.This should take care of the cock¬ 
roaches in the bathroom. (PO Box 57347, Jackson Stn., 
Hamilton, ON CANADA L8P 4X2) 

SHIELD-Vampiresongs (Desperate Fight/Victory) 

What weak part of my personality forces me to con¬ 
tinue to enjoy bad heavy metal straight edge drivel? Sure, 
I got into punk via metal but, fuck, this morbid attraction 
to the wank has got to stop somewhere. Right? Sweden’s 
Shield are a typical straight edge “hardcore” band circa 
1995 (I believe this is a re-release). Lots of chugga chugga 
riffing, acoustic intros a la the heyday of Metallica (no, 
not the Black album), and straaaaaaaained vocals that 
point towards acute constipation. And I thought veganism 
pretty much eliminated the whole plugged poop-shoot 
problem... Don’t really understand the silly vampire motif 
(other than a goofy CD cover idea) but lyrics like "igno¬ 
rance + addiction = soul castration” and “Mother Earth is 
forced to be our whore” are pretty hard to misinterpret. 
I’ve really got to stop listening to this shit. (PO Box 146546, 
Chicago, IL 60614) (Jason Schreurs) 

SHIFT-Get In (Columbia) 

Now sucking the corporate teat...or is it just sucking? 
That’s not completely the case, as a good chunk of this 
album is more than listenable but something bugs me in 
the back of my mind. Maybe it’s the fact that when Josh 
Loucka sings “I want to be rich,” I don’t detect all that 
much irony, especially when he states on the press notes 
that “I’ve wanted to be a rock star since I was five." Maybe 
it’s the fact that, while some of these songs have the same 
frayed yet melodic rockability as their two previous re¬ 
leases, there’s also something watered-down or pro- 
cessed-feeling about it—especially the acoustic-flavored 
“Little Boy,” which would fit in with the so-called album 
adult alternative radio format. Sure, maybe Josh and the 
other Shift-ers are taking the piss and parodying the trap¬ 
pings of big-time rock but I still have a very mixed reac¬ 
tion to this one. 

SHINER-Lula Divinia (Hitltl/DeSoto) 

A few years ago, I probably would have been really 
into a band like Shiner. That’s changed, a bit, but their 
sweeping sounds are still palatable, to an extent. Big riffs, 
melodic at the core and pounding out a hard-rocking but 
shimmery sound. Doomy but tuneful, in a nutshell, as the 
soothing vocals act as a balancing factor for the musical 
bluntness. You can tell these guys were weaned on hard 
rock and some progressivisms—echoes of early Rush 
and King Crimson can be heard on "Christ Size Shoes,” 
for instance. “Cake,” meanwhile, envelops with a haunt- 
ingly sonorous quality. Similar properties to Arcwelder and 
Failure and I suppose I’d rather listen to this than Smash¬ 
ing Stone Temple Jam or whatever. (1617 N. Hoyne, 1st 
Floor, Chicago, IL 60622) 

SHIPPING NEWS-Save Everything (Quarterstick) 

The Louisville thing again, if you understand what I 
mean and it comes into clearer focus, perhaps, if I men¬ 
tion that 2/3 of Shipping News played in Rodan. And Slint 
is still main route. Chiming, fluid guitar passages sup¬ 
ported by supple, subtle rhythmic lines that also provide 
a good kick where necessary. Somber and languid, a good 
amount of the time, almost strafing the line of ambience 
for “At A Venture.” They jack up the angularity for "Books 
On Trains,”‘The Photoelectric Effect” and “Steerage,” with 
jagged guitars, deliberate and potent grooves and dis¬ 
tant vocals (where they have 'em—a good chunk is in¬ 
strumental). Intermittently intriguing, especially on the 
harder-edged material. (PO Box 25342, Chicaqo, IL 
60625) 

SHOTWELL-Celery, Beef And Iron (Broken) 

Bay area punk with a poppy and folky penchant. Aaron 
Cometbus plays drums on some of these songs and 
there’s the same sort of pleasant, upbeat quality of other 
projects he’s been involved with. Enjoyable tunes with 
smart lyrics and a scrappy emphasis. (PO Box 460402, 
SF, CA 94146) 

SHUTDOWN-TurningTheTide (Striving ForTogether- 
ness, EP) 

Classic New York hardcore following in the footsteps 
of Warzone, Madball, H20, and Cause For Alarm. 
Brooklyn’s Shutdown play in an old school, aggressive 
style that compares with the above. Songs like “Perse¬ 
verance" and "Unfold” display that classic NYHC with the 
bassy overtones and the aggressive vocal style that New 
York has been known for over the years. (PO Box 564571 
College Point, NY 11356-4571) (Zak) 

SICKO-You Are Not The Boss Of Me (Empty) 

Sicko’s campaign for rock continues unabated—I write 
this as their righteous cover of fuckin’ MAIDEN’S 
“Wrathchild” pounds into my brian. Not the Dickinson 
Maiden, but the Di’Anno Maiden—the best version of 


Maiden. Sicko’s power pop is smart, crunchy and catchy 
as ever. Each woo-hoo or woooah (as on their ‘Tribute To 
The Misfits” placed perfectly and, in Sicko’s hands, bright 
and sunny material becomes palatable again. There’s not 
a smarmy bone in their collective bodies. (PO Box 12034, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 

SIDEKICK KATO-I Think I’m In Love (Johann’s Face) 

Alternately gripping and frustrating. Sidekick Kato do 
make a stronger impression than with their first album, 
mixing up languid emo, joyful noise and some progres¬ 
sive experimentation. The latter has something of the 
odder elements of Swell Maps and, when the volume is 
turned up, you can hear echoes of Slint, Jehu, Brainiac 
and Sonic Youth. Keeping you guessing and the edgy 
likes of “Heaven Is Filled With Birds,” “Hey...You A Cow¬ 
boy,” the rapturous, thundering “Getting To 2nd Base” and 
“And Yes I Have A Small Vice” are worth a few listens, at 
least. (PO Box 479164, Chicago, IL 60647) 

SILENT FALL-ln A Perfect World (One Percent, EP) 

A turn of the 90s vibe for this band, in that they straddle 
heavy emo-laden hardcore territory and a speedier sen¬ 
sibility. Chunky riffage sharing space with harmonic nu¬ 
ance and gut-pouring vocals. “Regret” has a solid me¬ 
lodic/urgent combination. A lot of modern-sounding 
hardcore is dull—these guys rise above that slightly by 
virtue of their instrumental strength and edginess. (PO 
Box 141048, Minneapolis, MN 55414) 

SILENT MAJORITY-Life Of A Spectator (Exit) 

These Long Islanders really pour it all out, in both a 
musical and lyrical sense. Lettin’ it hang out, to use a 
dated parlance. Heart on the sleeve. Cliches in the record 
reviews! A somewhat diverse approach, from mid-tempo 
melodic (or hammering) groove to full-speed hardcore/ 
emo, the latter qualities emerging for‘Taming The L Word,” 
"Polar Bear Club” and “Popular Opinion.” The production 
has an immediacy and warmth that push the music’s 
punchiness and vocal emotionalism right up in your face. 
Sometimes, a little of Tommy’s soul-baring goes a long 
way but there are some striking and dramatic moments 
here. (PO Box 263, New York, NY 10012) 

SIX AND ViOLENCE-Petty Staycheck (Giant Explo¬ 
sion/Striving For Togetherness) 

Sometimes, the Six and Violence are better on paper 
(or maybe live) than on record. Satirists with impressive 
musical chops and a keen eye for the soul-ripping nature 
of wage slavery. A hodgepodge of tribal rhythms, metal, 
prog rock and hardcore. The trashy TV and movie refer¬ 
ences are predictable but I suppose they’re a product of 
their environment (forgive me... I’ve been reading too 
much about the anesthetizing effects of being consumed 
by mass culture). An ex-member of Ludichrist plays drums 
and Six and Violence have a similarly warped/bemused 
worldview and the humor doesn’t seem quite as forced. 
Still, I think this would be a superior spectacle in the vi¬ 
sual realm. (PO Box 604024, Bay Terrace, NY 11360- 
4024) 

SIX GOING ON SEVEN-Self-Made Mess (Some) 

It’s a treat to receive good music from a band you’ve 
never heard before. Six Going On Seven is a new name 
to me, probably a new name to you too. They write pretty 
songs that remind me of Karate, Kerosene 454, and a 
little bit of Samiam (especially in the vocal style). Some 
of these songs border more on a radio-friendly rock sound 
(cue barcode on the back cover) which sounds nice as 
background music, but does nothing to move me in the 
privacy of my own emotions. “Lampwick” and “New Faith 
In Loss” are my faves here with their jerky riffs and 
screamed vocals. It’s nice to be pleasantly surprised by 
something new. (405 W. 14 St., #3, NY, NY 10014) (Ja¬ 
son Schreurs) 

6L6-lncendio (Wonderdrug) 

6 L6 disappeared for awhile and have returned with an 
increasingly-accessible slant on the whole big rock thing. 
Loud, heavy riffs and bassist/vocalist Ted Condo is still 
capable of the big bellow, but he’s also singing more and 
using the whisper/seethe effect, as well. Hate to use the 
dreaded “g” word, but there’s definitely a Nirvana and 
Pumpkins flavor on some tracks. “Nothing Special” cer¬ 
tainly has a Corgan-esque vibe, albeit (thankfully) with¬ 
out any of the nasal whine, while keeping the wall o’ gui¬ 
tar sound in effect. Rock with a capital R, yet eschewing 
excess and bombast while maintaining a hard edge (PO 
Box 995, Boston, MA 02123) 

SLACKER-A Day In The Life Of (Mutant Pop) 

Given the Sonic Iguana treatment, meaning that 
Slacker recorded this album at that Indy studio and they’ve 
got the happy happy punk sound down perfect. The songs 
do have bite, a combination of plucky rhythm guitar and 
Buzzcocksian leads, along with the heartfelt harmoniz¬ 


ing. Avoiding the generic galloping beat of the sanitized 
pop/punk sound—Slacker come from a tougher, older 
punk direction and the tunes are strong throughout. Even 
their anti-skate harrassment song (“Grip Tape”) avoids 
cliche. Kind of the same idea as the Parasites. (5010 NW 
Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 

SLOBS-Down The Tubes (Centsless) 

Glad to see not everyone from Cincinnati is a conser¬ 
vative fuddy-duddy. The Slobs proudly dish out the slov¬ 
enly punk buzz with brazen panache. How else to re¬ 
spond to a song title like “Tired Of Fuckin’You” Vocals 
are from the Vindictives or Sloppy Seconds snot-phlegm 
school and the inspiration is pure 77, mixing venom with 
the tunefulness. Fine with me... (5945 Monticello Ave., 
Cincinnati, OH 45224) 

SMOOTHS-Very Own Vegas (USA Side 1/Dummy) 

While just about all ska music does zilch for me, it’s 
the so-called “third-wave” stuff I find the least palatable 
of all of it. The Smooths fall into that category. The clos¬ 
ing track, “Bewitched,” does have something of an older- 
school feeling but, the rest of the time, smooth is the op¬ 
erative word. Perky, bright horn-dominated contemporary 
ska with poppy touches that’s well-played, but off my 
screen. (6201 Sunset Blvd., #211, Hollywood, CA 90028) 

SMUGGLERS-Buddy Holly Convention (Lookout, EP) 

With side projects, a bunch of jet hopping and running 
a recording empire, the formerly prolific Smugglers only 
manage to give us a snack-size serving this time around. 
Of course there are five Smuggling originals and covers 
of Visage and the Jam and bunch of goofing off at the 
end of the disc, so this tides me over for awhile, anyway. 
Nice to see Bryce Dunn back pounding the skins, too. 
Probably the only Lookout band that will appeal to both 
kids and adults. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 
(Phil Lerman) 

SNAP-HER-Queen Bitch Of Rock ‘n Roll (New Red 
Archives) 

Sometimes, all it takes is the first 10 or 15 seconds of 
an album to bring a grin and know that something good 
lies ahead. Snap-Her*s latest opus does just that. No list¬ 
ing of Andi Beltramo’s compatriots this time, as the Snap- 
Her saga has been a bumpy, often contentious one but 
one thing that hasn’t changed is Andi’s nasty attitude, 
nasty axe-wielding and tough-as-nails punk rock drive. 
Tearing Rose Tattoo’s “Nice Girls" (sic) a new butthole, 
high-powered calls to arms in the guise of “She’s A 
Motorhead” and “Golden Cocktail,” the alien invasion of 
"Alien Bitch From Outer Space,” which takes a spookier, 
darker turn, a new version of the stinky/sentimental “I 
Wanna Beavis You” and wrapping it up with a spirited “La 
Cuccaracha.” In goddess we trust... (PO Box 210501, SF 
CA 94121) 

SNUKA-Snuka Bloody Snuka (Double Deuce/Para¬ 
digm) 

Tough-ass rock ‘n roll from the Big Apple. Snuka have 
a take-no-shit, throaty female vocalist named Chloe and 
a high-energy, straight ahead mixture of punk, hard rock 
and attitude. Won’t change the world, but this band chugs 
along with a feisty, potent rock arsenal. Gettin’ it done. 
(67 Irving Place South, NY, NY 10003) 

SODA POP F**KYOU (Bad Monkey/New Disorder) 

No...fuck you! Lightweight pop/punk/ska with an an¬ 
noyingly overreaching female vocalist. Even when they 
do their ‘Theme Song,” the “fuck you” doesn’t have all 
that much conviction. Can’t think of a positive thing to 
say about this one... This disc truly sucks. (473 North St. 
Oakland, CA 94609) 

SOFA GLUE-You’ve Changed (Ransom Note) 

Expanding beyond their thrashy origins, although Sofa 
Glue maintain the ornery, don’t-fuck-with-me craze in their 
agitated sound. “Richard The Third,” “Dead Weight," and 
“Hate The Phone" keep the velocity aspect and they rip 
into Joy Division’s “Warsaw” with similar intent. Heavier, 
sinister impulses appear, such as “Becca” or the Melvins- 
tinged “My Trained Eye” and they also offer a damaged 
take on Thee Headcoats’ “Young Blood.” Darkly aggres¬ 
sive, traipsing the punk/heavy line effectively. (PO Box 
40164, Bellevue, WA 98015) 

SONIC DOLLS-Draw Their Knives For Real Takes On 
Body Fakes (Radio Blast) 

Sonic Dolls recorded at Sonic Iguana—that gives you 
a pretty good idea of what to expect. Bright, three chord 
pop/punk with a Ramones heart. Not a complicated for¬ 
mula and the raspy vocals and John Cummings guitar 
tribute dispense with any overt treacle. On the other hand, 
I’d probably be more likely to pull out the first few 
Ramones’ albums if I wanted a fix of this stuff. Not bad, 
though. (Sternwart Str. 54, 40223 Dusseldorf, GER- 


MANY) 

SONS OF ABRAHAM-Termites In His Smile (Exit) 

The butcher-block riffs and relentless double-bass- 
drum pedalling begin at the outset and don’t let up. Sons 
Of Abraham indulge in the heavy stuff, with the piercing, 
frayed guitar tone sharing space with the wall o’ punish¬ 
ment, accompanied by the excessive drumbeats and torn- 
throat vocals. All adding up to a laborious hardcore exer¬ 
cise although they do have the chops down. Unfortunately, 
Sons Of Abraham’s bludgeon becomes tiresome. (PO 
Box 263, NY, NY 10012) 

SPACE COOKIE-Your CD Collection Still Sucks (Res¬ 
ervation) 

No, what sucks is having to get up every two or three 
minutes to turn a 7" over and Space Cookie solve that 
problem with one of those handy-dandy singles collec¬ 
tions, putting on a few more unreleased tracks. One of 
’em, ‘The Kids Wanna Rock (On Elvis’ Grave)” pilfers from 
the Ramones’ “Judy Is A Punk" or whatever that song 
was called on their first album (don’t have it here, right 
now) but that’s fine. Chief’s vocals are distorted as fuck 
and his gruff timbre cuts through the melodic musical ra¬ 
zor wire. A buzz-rush of hooks and thorny firepower. (PO 
Box 7374, Athens, GA 30604) 

SPAWN (New Age, EP) 

Lumbering, heavy hardcore (with a few faster pas¬ 
sages)... the sound of despair and agitation and getting 
plodding in a relatively short space, despite the amount 
of emotional capital the band and vocalist invest into their 
performances. The intro (starting acoustically) for “Burn 
To Ashes" lasts almost 3 minutes and, at that point, you 
just want them to get on with it, to erupt into an explosive 
catharsis and it never really happens. When they do get 
to the speed break, it sounds clumsy and forced. Good 
ideas—on the control of the flow of information, oppres¬ 
sive government systems and personal barriers—but not 
always a scintillating musical setting. (PO Box 5213, Hun¬ 
tington Beach, CA 92615) 

SPECIAL DUTIES-77 In ‘97 (Captain Oi) 

More like early ‘80s than 77—the Duties are back and 
their street-punk sounds do come from that period, but 
those bands were trying to get back to the punk basics, 
anyway, so maybe there’s a point. As if to reinforce that 
affinity, there are covers of the Dils’ “Class War” and 
Lurkers’“Shadow.” Piss, vinegar and loud guitars and the 
best songs follow a simple, crunching aesthetic: “Judge 
and Jury,” “Punk Rocker‘97” (a remake of one of their old 
tunes), “It’s Saturday.” Some of the demo bonus tracks 
show a more subuded, reggae-fied angle, especially 
"SPG” and “I Am The Curse.” Nothing to complain about. 
(PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA, EN¬ 
GLAND) 

SPLASH FOUR-Kicks In Style! (Estrus)/DoThe Earth¬ 
quake Shake (1+2) 

Two full albums (“Earthquake was recorded mostly in 
‘95, “Kicks" in ‘96) of bad-ass garage punk, with a dash of 
bluesy raunch, especially for “She Was A Boy” on “Kicks." 
This French four-piece have all the essential ingredients 
in place—trigger-finger guitar scorch, rattle-can drumming 
and phlegm-encrusted vocals to give it an appropriately 
down ‘n dirty, righteously-rockin’ ambiance. Low-fi is an 
overused trend or whatever but keeping the sound qual¬ 
ity primitive for a band such as the Splash Four is a good 
idea. Works every time! ( Estrus : PO Box 2125, 
Bellingham, WA 98227/1+2: Clean Nishi-shinjuku Bldg 
IF, Nishi-shinjuku7-5-6, Shinjuku-ku,Tokyo 160, JAPAN) 

SPUDMONSTERS-Moment Of Truth (Century Media) 

This came in one of those shitty cardboard packages 
with no lyrics, so I don’t know what their songs are about. 
Gee, you’d think the label would provide the words given 
that they tout how they’re “very personal and from the 
heart" on the press sheet. Unless they’ve got something 
to hide. Bludgeoning, blustery NY-oriented metal-core 
that’s neither brilliant nor crap. (1453-A 14th St., #324, 
Santa Monica, CA 90404) 

STAIND-Tormented 

Staind, despite trying very hard to focus on being 
"heavy” (their description—not mine) have managed to 
take aggressive but not very original material a-wander- 
ing all over the soundalike sonic map without finding a 
niche of their own. One get the feeling that they paused 
often to contemplate the quandary of their somewhat 
generic sound, but in spite of themselves managed to 
create it anyway. That is not to say that they are without 
promise. Singer Aaron Lewis has quite a good vocal range 
and the band should focus on this. Slower tempo songs 
like “Walls” are well crafted and more original than the 
scream-fest majority that occupies the rest of the CD. If 
you stopped being so self conscious you could have a 


good beginning here, (c/o Wonderdrug, PO Box 995, 
Boston, MA 02123) (Jane) 


STATE ROUTE 522-Sampson Is Apollo (Excursion, 
EP) 

Lovely screen-printed cardboard CD sleeve encloses 
four more emo gems (and an old school crooner who 
does an intro/outro) from State Route 522. Objectivity 
gets thrown out the window when a band is this enjoy¬ 
able to listen to. I’ve been a fan of this NW band since 
their first 7" and this new material definitely goes in the 
utmost of right directions. Sung vocals so sweet always 
lead to a sour scream that tickles those pesky hairs on 
the back of your neck. A groove carried by people that 
not only know how to play their instruments, but also know 
how to step back and let their instruments play them here 
and there. And a fucking kick-ass drummer! Do I sound 
smitten yet? I love you State Route 522... (PO Box 20224, 
Seattle, WA, 98102) (Jason Schruers) 


STATICS-Punk Rock And Roll (Rip Off) 

Why write an elaborate review? You can tell what it’s 
gonna be like just from the title and label it’s on. Oh well... 
can’t be slacking off here. The Statics’ vision of punk and/ 
or rock'n roll comes from something a little more vintage 
than that of the generic 90s, slicked-up variety. Slashing, 
slamming primal chords, bash ‘n crash drums and all of it 



stripped-down to its unfettered essence. I hear the open¬ 
ing chords to one song and think it’s going to be a ripoff 
of “I’m A Man.” Nope, it’s a cover of that Bo Diddley chest¬ 
nut and, while no one will ever top the Litter’s 1967 rendi¬ 
tion of said song, the Statics don’t defame it, either. They 
definitely know what they’re doing here... (581 Maple Ave., 
San Bruno, CA 94066) 


STEM-Forever Up (Ignition, EP) 

Oh this is bad....really, really bad. A singer who calls 
himself “Ocean”—granted, Tree’s singer is known as River 
but I still call him Dave. Second rate rap metal-core that 
acts as a call to arms to Rage Against Mediocrity. Catch 
my drift? (distr. by ADA) 

STEREOLAB-Dots And Loops (Elektra) 

Delving further into the land of EZ listening. Stereolab 
have wholeheartedly embraced 60s lite pop forms. This 
process began on “Emporer Tomato Ketchup” and that 
exploration continues for “Dots And Loops," although 
there’s more substance and groove than many of the 
space age bachelor pad trendoids. The numbing drone 
of earlier albums is mainly absent and replaced by a 
frothier ambiance. Complex arranging but the hooks come 
from simple elements—the soothing vocals, a percolat¬ 
ing marimba or organ signature. In other words, not hard 
on the ears and often charming. But “Dots and Loops," at 
the moment, is my least-favorite Stereolab album. I miss 
the volume attack, the single-minded drive of a such songs 
as “Jenny Ondoline” or “Crest.” This album wears well, 
but I’m still searching for that one mindblowing song and 
coming up somewhat empty-handed. 


STIFF LITTLE FINGERS-Tinderbox (Taang) 

No gentle way to put this-a terrible album by this one¬ 
time great band. Tepid, poppy songs and hardly an an¬ 
them among them. Jake Burns approaches middle age 
(same for Bruce Foxton) and, while I'm happy he's con¬ 
tent and affirming the positive convictions in his life, the 
tinder advertised fizzles like a damp firecracker. Attempt¬ 
ing to cover classic rap song "The Message" is a big mis¬ 
take and those horns on "Dust In My Eye" (sung by 
Foxton) sound like something from a game show theme 
song. Only the Pogues-ish twirl of “Roaring Boys (Part 
2)" is a successful stretch. Stick with “Nobody's Heroes." 
(706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 

STINK-Splitting Nothing Up Three Ways (Allied) 

Liked these guys ever since their “Never Will Forget” 
single (what a great song) and their second album does 
nothing to change my opinion. Kenneth Stink strains on 
his vocals every so often, but they mix up the pop and 
punk pretty well. “Don’t Blame Us,” is a combination of 
Black Flag-ish aggro and Flipper’s “Brainwash," repeat¬ 
ing its coda for over half an hour (no, I didn’t listen to it 
straight through—you think I’m nuts?). Some cruel whimsy 
to go with the hooks. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 

STREET TROOPERS-Take The Battle To The Streets 
(Knock Out) 

Pissed-off anthems for the working class youth... or 
something like that. These skins from Canada sing about 
the requisite drinkin’ and hell-raisin’, but also lash out 
against racism and the ravages of capitalism (!) for “United 
Front.” Left-leaning skinheads—that’s a switch.. “Smash 
The Needle” has the same feistiness as early Business 
or 4-Skins. Punchy, aggressive songs with a few ska turns 
that aren’t tough to handle. (Cargo, 1525 W. Homer, Chi¬ 
cago, IL 60622) 

STREETWALKIN’ CHEETAHS-Overdrive (Alive) 

Big improvement over their “Heart Full Of Napalm" al¬ 
bum. The Cheetahs aren’t exactly coy about their influ¬ 
ences. In fact, Iggy Pop should collect royalties for‘What’s 
Coming To Me.” Even if “Peppermint” plays up some less- 
savory rock instincts, sounding a little too close to Rick 
Springfield’s “Jessie’s Girl” for my liking, that’s one of the 
only missteps here. Potent, attitude-laden rock'n roll with 
an abundance of whipsnap scorch. “Little Tokyo” careens 
with hooky abandon and they do justice to the Dictators’ 
classic “Faster and Louder.” Straightforward rock ‘n roll 
done right. (PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 

STRIFE-InThis Defiance (Victory) 

Strife do love the metal—the almost three-minute 
ambient intro could’ve come off a Celtic Frost album— 
but a few chords of ‘Waiting,” hammering with oblitera¬ 
tive guitar volleys and Rick Rodney’s face-tearing vocal 
malice and there’s no doubt that Strife are a hardcore 
band. That point is reinforced with the blinding fury of 
“Force Of Change," “Stand As One” and, especially, ‘To 
An End,” which erupts after another howling furies inter¬ 
lude. That’s quite a jolting transition. "Blistered” plays up 
the harder-rocking side and connects with precise inten¬ 
sity. The Cro-Mags were one of the first bands to effec¬ 
tively balance crunch and speed and Strife continue that 
tradition. An overpowering sound that conveys passion 
and drama throughout. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 
60614) 

STRYCHNINE-Dead Rats and Oakland Dogs (East Bay 
Menace) 

This Bay Area band do a cover of the Sonics’ classic 
garage rock song that inspired their name and do it damn 
well. But the main emphasis is on rabid-sounding thrashy 
punk. A throwback, in a way. Rough and raw, with noth¬ 
ing sugarcoated about it. Jimi growls with gravel-in-throat 
effectiveness and the sound is muscular and intense. Not 
so much a sweeping barrage as a scrap-attack. Drums 
bash and flail and the guitars pierce with buzzsaw au¬ 
thority, carried along by driving bass-lines. Ex-members 
of Filth, Hell’s Kitchen and Econochrist and ready for the 
next chapter in their career o’ bludgeon. (PO Box 3313, 
Oakland, CA 94609) 

STUNTMAN-The American Fadeout (Mag Wheel) 

Treepeople split off into two camps—the oblique, 
drawn-out and boring Built To Spill and this band, who 
have more of a kinship with Treepeople’s volume-soaked 
rock sounds. Skewed melodies, loud guitars and these 
guys possess the balls to start their new album off with a 
six-minute plus instrumental that actually holds your at¬ 
tention. “Weave To The Rt.” weaves striking guitar and 
bass lines into an invigorating tapestry, while “Mostly Al¬ 
ways” is hooky and straightforward. One of the last of the 
indy rock survivors? (PO Box 115, Station R, Montreal, 
Quebec H25 3K6, CANADA) 

SUBINCISION (Beach) 




The black ‘n white, crusty-looking artwork had me be¬ 
lieve it was going to be an album of that sort. Wrong! 
Actually, Subincision dabble with different stylistic forms 
here, from sped-up punk to oi to a rock ‘n rollish track that 
subtly emits the spectres of Buddy Holly and Bobby Fuller 
(“Frustration”) to the art-damaged ‘You Get The Shot.” 
Witty and sarcastic and exuding some spirited creativity, 
if not completely mind-blowing. (1230 Market St., #135, 
SF, CA 94102) 

SUBMISSIVES-An Anvil Will Wear Out Many A Ham¬ 
mer (Honest Don’s) 

Hardcore punk and hardcore S&M...a provocative com¬ 
bination. Apparently, it’s on Dave (MDC) Dieter's warped 
mind and he teams up with Tom “Pig Champion” Roberts 
of Poison Idea and drummer Steve Andrews for quite a 
thrashing session (that could be taken a few ways, huh?). 
Good straight-ahead piledriving songs to accompany the 
kinky subject matter. This is easily the best musical project 
Dave’s done since the first MDC record and Pig holds up 
with end with typical blowtorch authority. And “Castration 
Squad” should scare the living shit out of any man who’s 
ever taken advantage of a woman. 14 songs in less than 
20 minutes for maximum wallop. Oops, another bad pun! 
(PO Box 19027, SF, CA 94119-2027) 

SUGAR SHACK-Five Weeks Ahead Of My Time (Es- 
trus) 

Sugar Shack were one of the only musical highlights 
of my sole excursion to the SXSW convention in 1990— 
remember‘em sounding kinda like Mudhoney at the time 
and it’s good to hear ‘em still at it now, sounding fiercer 
and wilder than ever. More than just at it—Sugar Shack 
are a fucking devastating garage rock band. The title’s a 
pun on the old Kinks’ song and there’s a good amount of 
early Davies scorch in some of the guitar lines and Sugar 
Shack just fucking NAIL the back to basics sound. 
Raunch, balls and the ability to ROCK with unflinching 
swagger. If the likes of “Be A Man" or “Go! Space City” 
don’t get the rump shakin’, check your pulse. New drum¬ 
mer Stefanie Paige Friedman adds a steady and smok¬ 
ing backbeat to go with the dual-guitar sting and cheap- 
miked vocal 'tude. Stefanie also bangs the skins in the 
Lord High Fixers and fellow Fixer Tim Kerr’s production 
captures the high-charged essence. What it’s all about, 
pal. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

SUPERCHUNK-Indoor Living (Merge) 

It’s hard to keep coming up with something fresh, once 
you reach your sixth full-legnth album (not counting singles 
collections) as is the case with Superchunk. They pull it 
off, somehow. The volume attack is used sparingly, this 
time. It’s a gentler Superchunk, spicing up the poppier 
songs with keyboards—a very 70s moog for “Watery 
Hands”—and acoustic underpinnings. The harder-edged 
rockers still pack the most appeal for this listener, par¬ 
ticularly “Nu Bruises,” ‘The Popular Music” and “European 
Medicine,” which uses mellotron to good effect (I thought 
of King Crimson but this doesn’t sound like them) and 
features some attention-grabbing drum patterns. The re¬ 
strained songs achieve an ingratiating glow, often build¬ 
ing to a spirited conclusion, as with “Burn Last Sunday.” 
Not my favorite Superchunk album but not a resounding 
failure, either. (PO Box 1235, Chapel Hill, NC 27514) 

SUPERGIRLS-Not My Country (Liberation) 

Sounding quite a bit like Propaganda...heck the ad 
for Liberation says so, but I thought it up all by myself 
when I saw them play at the Allston Co-Op and now hear¬ 
ing this debut full-length. Impassioned vocals, harmonic 
guitar riffs and melodic structures. There’s also a folksy 
element, especially for “Racist Lazyboy,” which also 
breaks into a rap break at the conclusion. A pointed lyri¬ 
cal viewpoint, although the polemics are expressed as 
first-person narratives for the most part. Wise-assed and 
clever without being smarmy about it and done in a mainly- 
decent musical setting. (PO Box 17746, Anaheim, CA 
92817) 

SUPERGRASS-ln It For The Money (Capitol) 

The happy Brit trio of Gaz, Mickey and Danny are back 
with their sophomore effort and this is one of the albums 
of the year for a few strong reasons: 1.) musicianship; 2.) 
memorable songs: 3.) coherency throughout the album. 
Strong singles help—last year’s “Going Out,” “Richard III" 
and “Cheapskate” are all definitely listener friendly and 
the best song on the album, ‘You Can See Me,” is a pro¬ 
pulsive number that reminds me so much of Paul 
McCartney’s “Mrs. Vandebilt” and The Bongos’ “Number 
With Wings”. This band has grown up considerably in the 
two years since they first let loose with their now-classics 
“Alright,” “Caught By The Fuzz” and “Man Sized Rooster.” 
With all the hoopla surrounding Blur, Oasis and the rest 
of the Britpop brigade, I hope Supergrass are seen right 
at the forefront of new talent. “In It For The Money" is 
worth the money to buy and the effort to listen to. (Rob 


Ross) 

SUPER HI-FIVE-Strength Control Action (Creep/ 
Coolidge) 

Sometimes, Super Hi-Five overpower their songs.They 
get so into it that the drums threaten to blast out of con¬ 
trol, Arik seems on the verge of blowing out his vocal 
chords and the fingers will be bloody from the feverish 
chording.This is all fine, of course. An emotional release, 
careening with wreckless speed and liberally dosed with 
melodic flourishes. Cross-pollinating that zany Joisey 
thing (Bouncing Souls, etc...) with the emo-wreckage of 
Fuel and Jawbreaker. ( Creep : Suite 220, 252 E. Market 
St., West Chester, PA 19381) 

SWEETBELLY FREAKDOWN (Jade Tree) 

Swiz were the last great DC hardcore band and the 
band’s final lineup have reconvened under the name of 
Sweetbelly Freakdown. The thorny, provocative nature 
remains, although they push into harsher territory. “The 
Long Haul,” a track from their debut 7” (both songs are 
on this disc, as well), works a hook into the fray. 
“Daydreamin,’” meanwhile, has a Fugazi-ish choppy riff 
pattern that can, more accurately, be traced back to early 
Wire. “Pleas To The Action Figure” is a call for help from 
Obi Wan Kenobi—where Shawn Brown laments that 
there’s nothing left to believe in except the power of plas¬ 
tic. But hearing the urgency in both the vocal and musi¬ 
cal performances on this song and throughout the album 
reveals the fact that these guys use their band status as 
a manner of release. The power of music 
remains...whether it’s expressing rage at the world or for 
some sort of personal exorcism. (2310 Kennwynn Rd., 
Wilmington, DE 19810) 

SWEET DIESEL-Wrongville (Gypsy/Velvel) 

Seems more rock-sounding this time out, as if Sweet 
Diesel have filtered out the punk/hardcore elements and 
embraced the modern-rock sound directly. Tempos are 
slower and the songs work around lumbering chords. 
“Down Again” sounds like Led Zep strained through Nir¬ 
vana, for instance. Not that this is such a badthing—that 
particular song does satisfy the rock-out jones but the 
wreckless energy Sweet Diesel have exhibited in the past 
isn’t always as omnipresent. (740 Broadway, NY, NY 
10003) 

SWINGIN’ NECKBREAKERS-Kick Your Ass (Telstar) 

Let the ass-kickin’ begin, although the three ruggedly 
handsome members of the Neckbreakers hardly look like 
toughguys. The music’s tough enough, though-mining 
the same 60s-derived rock ‘n roll forms as before—still 
not on the level of their glorious “Live For Buzz” album 
but a rebound from the just-OK “Shake Break.” They're 
not shy about pilferage—the jumpy buildup riff on bluesy/ 
raunchy “I’m The Mailman" comes straight from Blues 
Magoos’ ‘We Ain’t Got Nothin’ Yet" and there’s a quota¬ 
tion from the Kinks’ “I’m Not Like Everybody Else" on the 
bitterly poppy “Better Times." They kick up a storm for 
“Do The Stand,” Wild, Wild,”“Rip It, Rip It Up," etc... This 
three-piece (with new guitarist Jeff Jefferson making his 
bow here) keep it lean and mean, complementing the 
guitar jab with foot-tapping rhythms. Recycling, but good 
recycling. (PO Box 1123, Hoboken, NJ 07030) 

SYMPOSIUM-One Day At A Time (Red Ant) 

Guitar pop from the UK without the pretentiousness of 
the Oasises or Blurs or whatever trendy band is currently 
popular. Symposium, while not groundbreaking or mind- 
blowing, do have their moments of straight-ahead joy, 
here—the energetic “One Day At A Time” and reggae- 
tinged “Puddles,” in particular. Bringing back memories 
of old Soup Dragons, before they decided they wanted to 
be a bad dance band or Mega City Four. They’ve got the 
right idea about half the time. (9720 Wilshire Blvd., #400 
Beverly Hills, CA 90212) 

TANNER-(Germo) Phobic (Headhunter/Cargo) 

The swansong of this underrated San Diego band. 
Tanner didn’t seem to get quite as much notice as their 
more-hyped scene brethren. Their previous album, “III 
Gotten Gains,” was easily one of the best discs of ‘95 and 
if “(Germo) Phobic” doesn’t quite achieve the manic peaks 
of that album, Tanner still lay down some hard-hitting rock 
sounds. Taut, nervy, edgy—exuding a frayed-sounding 
bravado. Instrumentally-dexterous but the arrangements 
are brief and economical. No epics for these guys—they 
hit hard and move on. Nervous and slashing, at the same 
time. Rock music of this type seems to be falling out of 
favor, as other trends emerge but I’d still rather listen to 
this than the shitty swing-ska CD I got in the mail today. 
(4901-906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 92117) 

TEEN IDOLS (Honest Don’s) 

Ben Weasel-approved, sez the trademark on the back 
and one listen and you understand why. After a bunch of 


7” releases, this Nashville punk band dish out the basic, 
loud Ramonesy three chord punk with pop heart on their 
leather sleeve. Produced by Ben and the other main-pur¬ 
veyor of tuneful punk, Mass Giorgini of Squirtgun. A 
steady diet of this buzzsaw sweetness, as with anything, 
would prove to be too much but, in a 23 minute dose, it’s 
just right. (PO Box 192027, SF, CA 94119-2027) 

TENSION~And At The Hour Of Our Death (None Of 
The Above) 

Tension’s newest release is a true punk/hardcore clas¬ 
sic. Although they like to consider themselves a hardcore 
band, songs like “Fake I.D.,” “See You In Hell” and “Fear 
Of Livin’" make me think otherwise. A very fast combina¬ 
tion of angry vocals and 80’s Boston Hardcore. If you 
liked bands like Negative FX, Intent To Injure or Wreck¬ 
ing Crew, you’ll like this new Tension album. (PO Box 654 
Farmingville, NY. 11738) (Zak) 

TEN YARD FIGHT-Back On Track (Equal Vision) 

After a handful of EP’s, here’s TYF’s debut full-length 
and Brian McTernan’s recording brings out the powderkeg 
intensity of the band. Punishing, full-on hardcore done 
the late 80s way. Ten Yard Fight won’t pretend to be any¬ 
thing else and there’s little let-up in the manic pace, ex¬ 
cept for the mid-tempo crunch of “Lost Sight.” That song’s 
a declaration to “keep on spreading this message.” The 
message is a substance-free lifestyle and staying on 
course for your goals. Sort of a self-esteem course in a 
hardcore setting. Tony Robbins, eat your heart out! Ten 
Yard Fight continue to sound stronger with each release. 
(PO Box 14, Hudson, NY 12534) 

30FOOTFALL-Acme-143 (Fearless) 

Nice try, Al. I specifically asked for no skate punk and 
our esteemed editor tries to slip NOFX #1256354 by on 
me. I hate to put one band at the brunt of my frustration 
with the whole pop-skate-punk scene, but this shit has to 
stop. All members of any forming punk bands should have 
to trade in all of their NOFX and Pennywise records be¬ 
fore they can even pick up an instrument. Just one small 
step towards a better scene for us all. 30 Foot Fall, along 
with most of their contemporaries, are horribly derivative. 
As proof please refer to “Compromise” for a direct scam 
of the chorus from The Spermbrids’ “Try Again”. And I 
wonder if producer Brian “Seen Better Days” Baker was 
the genius who convinced these losers to try harmoniz¬ 
ing their background vocals. Ugh. (13772 Goldenwest St. 
#545, Westminster, CA 92683) (Jason Schreurs) 

THREE MILE PILOT-Another Desert, Another Tea 
(Headhunter) 

I think I’d like the opera. You know the cliche movie 
scene where someone goes to the opera for the first time 
and is moved to joyous tears. So, ya, I’m pretty sure I’d 
ball like a baby. Three Mile Pilot’s music reminds me of 
the escalating volume and power that one could experi¬ 
ence at an opera. Churning cascades of piano, horns, 
and guitar. Projected and chanted vocals that overpower 
all the quirky background noise and reverberate through 
your jolting frame. This kind of music tunnels through my 
body like a strong electric current. Indie opera rock? 
(4901-906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 92117-3432) 

(Jason Schreurs) 

THREE YEARS DOWN-KIIIThe Cool (Wingnut) 

Fired-up and aggressive rock music. So what’s so 
goddamned special about that? Listen, after playing an 
endless string of happy, pappy, poppy, poopy pop/punk, 
Three Years Down’s big riffs and angry vocals hit the spot. 
Too sprightly to be grunge, but some of the inspiration 
comes from there before it all became mainstreamed. 
There was also a weaning on hard rock forms. And with 
the high energy, some of these songs are just plain fucking 
catchy, too. “Kill The Cool” comes on like primo Nirvana 
and “Quarter Note” steamrollers over your head with 
scorch and a hook. Rock is dead? The fuck it is! (1442A 
Walnut St., Suite 59, Berkeley, CA 94709) 

THUGGS (VML, EP) 

Thuggish enough to keep me happy. The Thuggs’ 
stripped down punk utilizes a scratch-it-out, somewhat 
lower-fidelity punch instead of the wall ‘o sou no but the 
effect is the same. Short, hard-hitting songs. Made me 
think of ‘77 French punk band The Dogs, which isn’t go¬ 
ing to mean shit to 99.9% of you readers but they had a 
great song on an old Chiswick Records compilation. Hey, 

I have to get out this musical trivia somehow. Basic and 
raw—that’s all you need to know. (PO Box 183, Franklin 
Park, IL 60131) 

TIE THAT BINDS-Slowly Sinking Under (Onefoot) 

Melodic, surging songs reminiscent of the first few 
Samiam records. Stinging, harmonic guitars, yearning 
vocals and sticking to a lively tempo. Personal lyrics that 
match the music’s emotional content. Well-worn ground 




but I can’t say it’s a bad way to go. (PO Box 3834, Cherry 
Hill, NJ 08034-0592) 

TODAY IS THE DAY-Temple of the Morning Sun (Re- 

* aP This Steve Austin may not be worth $6 million but 
Today is the Day’s main guy crafts some of the darkest 
noise-metal tunes I’ve heard in a while. Overall this 
sounds a lot like the second Rorschach album—a genre 
I liketo call “pedalcore,” because you expect that the gui¬ 
tarist uses a lot of effects. Lyrics are a little too death 
metal for me, but tacked on as a bonus track is a glorious 
cover of “Sabbath Bloody Sabbath.” (PO Box 251, 
Millersville, PA 17551) (Phil Lerman) 

TORTURE KITTY-Yard Sale (VML) 

Meow meow meow meow/meow meow meow meow/ 
meow meow meow meow meow meow meow meow... 
‘Translation: catchy, poppy punk by a band that has a 
cartoon cat on the cover. Pretty good—loud and hooky 
without getting saccharine about it. And it shows the lim¬ 
its of the record review form when the writer has to resort 
to cat food commercial jingles to pad out said review. (PO 
Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 60131) 

TRAUMA SCHOOL DROPOUTS-ldentity Crisis 

(Ca A C s Dave Brushback would say, it’s the attack of the 
fake English accents! But I can live with it ‘cause the 
Trauma School Dropouts have such a likeable sound. A 
throwback to the spirit of 77, all gob ‘n hooks. Indeci¬ 
sion” hits the nail on the head about being an unemployed 
fuck-up and being proud of it. Eternal immaturity and it 
takes some sort of cojones to actually own up to it. It also 
takes, uh, something to sing lyrics like "She took my good 
advice and stuck it right between her thighs. Glad to see 
these guys have such enlightened sexual attitudes. Nope, 
not the brightest bunch or at least they’re not letting on 
as such. Check your brain at the door? Might as well do 
that and start pogoing. (PO Box 6058, Albany, NY 12206) 

TRIAL-Foundation (New Age, EP) 

Even as I get older and feel detached from the youth 
crew/sXe trip, Trial infuse their music with so much en¬ 
ergy and urgency that it acts as something of a reaffir¬ 
mation. Trial believe in the force of music to be a stimulus 
for action, for change and, well, there’s nothing wrong 
with that. I may be a bit more cynical about that ability 
than they are, but that doesn't mean that we all have to 
give up. The five hard-hitting songs here also prove that 
hardcore is hardly a spent musical style. (PO Box 5213, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 

TRICKY WOO-Rock and Roll Music Part One (SSG) 

Tricky Woo do play real rock ‘n roll. They play it well. 
Slightly crazed vocals and spirited, loose-at-seams 
instrumentalizin’. Ballsy enough to throw in horns on the 
first song, much in the same way Aerosmith spiced^up 
“Same ‘Ol Song and Dance" on “Get Your Wings. A 
hodgepodge of Dee-troit madness, a hint of the Dolls and 
Stones and a dash of roots rock. ‘Two Tough Shakes 
definitely gets this booty shaking, although it’s better you 
don’t see that. Trust me. The band’s lack of pretense and 
slickness make for an appealing ride. (124 McGill, Suite 
#400, Montreal, Quebec H2Y 2E5, CANADA) 

TRIPLEFASTACTION-Cattlemen Don’t (Deep Elm) 

TFA were signed and dropped after one album for 
Capitol during the post-Nirvana grunge/alt-rock signing 
frenzy and that album yielded one good song. The slug¬ 
ging percentage is about the same, this time. A good 
chunk of this album is limp/lifeless semi-hard rock and 
the harder-edged material isn’t shy about its re ^ er ® n f e 
points—"I’m Ready” not only uses the “zero” word (hello, 
Smashing Pumpkins), they also rip off two different songs 
by Cobain and company, the riff to “About A Girl and 
opening drum pattern to “Stay Away.” Well, at least the 
reasonably raucous “No Doubt" thankfully doesn t make 
you think of Gwen and generates a chaotic swell. Granted, 
you could egually accuse many (most, even) punk or 
hardcore bands of plundering the past shamelessly, 
suppose it’s just a matter of personal taste. Nevermind! 
(PO Box 1965, NY, NY 10156) 

TRULY-FeelingYou Up (Thick) 

Nope, this trippy, psych-ish pop created by a Seattle 
trio doesn’t do much for me. Not that Truly don’t have a 
evocative musical vocabulary. You can detect 60s and 
70s rock roots throughout—a little Bowie, early Floyd, 
Rundgren, some late-period Beatles—subtly added to the 
mix “Public Access Girls" is reasonably catchy, I sup¬ 
pose, and “It’s On Your Face" features some tasty guitar 
slinging and powerful drumming and “Come Hither also 
increases the energy level. Still, there’s an overriding aura 
of, for want of a better term, mellow. There’s something 
too damned relaxed about this and the loop n groove 


effects are also off-putting. (916 N. Damen Ave, Chicago, 

IL 60622) 

TUGBOAT ANNIE-Wake Up and Disappear (Kimchee/ 

B 'Tugboat Annie's first album was a disarming, pleasant 
indy rock surprise...this time out, the rewards arent as 
freguent. Their pure pop songs come from the Buffalo 
Tom/REM direction, albeit with way less of the yearn of 
either band and with an energy level somewhere in be¬ 
tween Leadoff track “American Special” and the cascad¬ 
ing, hooky “Taped Up" make the strongest impression, 
providing a pleasing buzz—not overwhelming, but cer¬ 
tainly making its presence felt. That doesn’t happen nearly 
enough, unfortunately—the shimmering arrangements 
don’t always have enough of that kick behind them. The 
good songs are REALLY good, though. (246 Essex Street, 
Beverly, MA 01915) 

TUNNEL RATS-Our War Is Never Over (Baloney 
Shrapnel/Woundup) . . . 

New Hampshire’s an odd state—a redneck/right-wing/ 
gun toting oasis less than an hour from where I live. It 
spawned GG Allin and, now, these guys. They even turn 
Fear's “I Love Livin’ In the City” into “I Love Livin’ In New 
Hampshire” and the slut-fucking line has morped into one 
about fucking sheep. I don’t doubt it. “Rollins Is A Gay 
Boy,” “I’m So Drunk,” and “I Love Young Cunt” also give 
you a good idea of where these louts are coming from. 
And putting the New England Patriots’ former mascot Pat 
Patriot on the cover means a lot to this 27-year, thru thick 
‘n thin Pats fan. Unrepentant, bad-ass punk rock done 
with loud, wreckless spit-flinging orneriness. ( Baloney 
Shrapnel : PO Box 6504, Phoenix, AZ 85005) 

25 TA LIFE-Strength Thru Unity-The Spirit Remains 
(Triple Crown, EP) ^ ^ ^ 

Keepin’ it real, keepin’ it hard and this is the best-sound¬ 
ing 25 Ta Life record. Rick grunts as though he’s trying to 
expel some evil force from his soul and his homies grind 
with brute force. An occasional speedy burst, but it’s 
mostly the karate-chop inducing type of hardcore I got 
bruises just playing it. (331 W. 57th St., #472, NY, NY 
10019) 

UNION 13-East Los Presents (Epitaph) 

Born in East LA—let’s use that Cheech ‘n Chong ditty 
(by way of Broooce) to introduce this manic hardcore 
band. Union 13 stick to a loud and intense mode of at¬ 
tack, with the occasional oi flourish (“Regrets,”’Final Ap¬ 
proach”). Lyrics in both English and Spanish and express¬ 
ing the standard frustrations of not fitting in with what 
society expects, how fucked up the government is, even 
a protest lament against McDonald’s ( Ronald 
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cally and lyrically, there’s still a lot of firepower in Union 
13’s blistering onslaught. Loud ‘n fast still rules, amigo! 
(2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

UNSANE-Occupational Hazard (Relapse) 

This trio of mayhem-makers show no signs of polish¬ 
ing their visceral edge. The claustrophobic vocals remain 
and the wanton guitar/bass/drums attack is as menacing 
as ever. Unsane embrace a heavy emphasis, but with an 
imaginative, down/dirty forcefulness. Sure, there's a smid- 
qen more accessibility, but don't mistake that for anything 
listener-friendly like, say, Helmet have gotten since their 
lonq-ago heyday. Cleaving a trail of destruction with a 
pounding, destructive attack. (PO Box 251, Millersville, 
PA 17551) 

UNSEEN-Lower Class Crucifixion (VML) 

Boston has another punk band to take pride in, if geo¬ 
graphical distinctions matter...and they don’t. Heck, here s 
a band for everyone to embrace. Paul, Mark and Tripp all 
contribute true-believer vocal performances and the mu¬ 
sic is a ripping merger of thrash, old-style punk and a 
little oi “Goodbye America” is a ravaging (anti) anthem. 
Same for ‘Too Young To Know,” a piss-off bouquet to an 
absent father and “Police Brutality,” inspired by a few way-, 
ward encounters with cops. And their punked-up version 
of Poison’s “Every Rose Has Its Thorn” is irresistably in¬ 
solent and reverent at the same time. The Unseen come 
into their own here—the chaos of their live show is cap¬ 
tured and the studio brings their passion into clearer fo¬ 
cus The Unseen voice their rage at being poor/working 
class, feeling frustrated by the ravages of capitalism and 
governments and, while I don’t think anarchism is neces¬ 
sarily that pragmatic an idea, these guys do express their 
viewpoints with an explosive fusillade. (PO Box 183, 
Franklin Park, IL 60131) 

UNWOUND-Challenge For A Civilized Society (Kill 

R °And just^what is that challenge? Or for that matter, 
who says society is all that civilized? I certainly don’t think 
it is. 1 think there's a sense of alienation, disconnection 
and that's the yin/yang that Unwound have presented. 
Music that conveys frustration and separation. On this 
album, there's a move, musically, towards texture, as 
opposed to lash-out angularity. However, the best song, 
"Side Effects Of Being Tired," is a pumped up drone-rocker 
for its first half, then takes a Sonic Youth-y spin into tribal 
semi-ambiance that doesn't drift into self-indulgence. 
Slackened tempos and increasing song lengths occasion¬ 
ally diminish the impact, but Unwound remain 
unclassifiable and the dark tone of the music somehow 
fits as I sit here unshaven, fighting off a headache, look- 



ing out into the gloom of a gray, overcast day. (120 NE 
State St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 

UP FRONT-Movement (Smorgasbord/ldjit) 

Is it still youth crew once you get into your late 20s? 
Almost a decade has passed since Up Front’s first album 
but they still play like it’s 1988. Urgent, fast hardcore with 
solid riffs, melodic flourishes and Tim Schmoyer’s engine¬ 
like drumming holding things together, while Steve Keeley 
barks out the vocals. If youth is a state of mind, a never- 
ending search, then Steve’s still in his youth as many of 
the songs deal with a quest for life’s meaning. Hardcore 
played like it should be played, without the low-tuned te¬ 
dium. (idjil: PO Box 20300, Tompkins Square Station, NY, 
NY 10009) 

U.S. BOMBS-War Birth (Hellcat/Epitaph) 

Blanks 77 sang about honoring punk from the past, 
Rancid mouth and Hellcat honcho Lint does the same 
thing in his band and here are the U.S. Bombs keeping 
the trad punk sound alive. Why not? They’re old enough 
to have “been there.” Duane Peters’ craggy, seen-it-all 
vocals lead the way and he’s accompanied by a crack 
unit mining the Clash and Thunders-derived sound with 
ruthless efficiency. Proud to be punk and pissing on the 
20th anniversary of Elvis’ death (“Rocks In Memphis”). 
Snappy and tuneful with a sharp edge, both musically 
and lyrically. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

VANILLA POD-Trigger (Them’s Good) 

Kinda poppy, kinda folky, kinda emo punk from the UK. 
Vanilla Pod dish out the melody with a sometimes gnashy 
and velocity-enhanced approach and, while exhibiting 
more heart than the west-coash polish-pop-punk crews, 
this disc still doesn’t leave that strong an impression. On 
the light side. (Cargo, 1525 W. Homer, Chicago, IL 60622) 

VARIOUS-ABCs Of Punk (Whirled) 

Allied Records did an alphabetical punk comp a few 
years ago...so Whirled aren’t the first label to think of it, 
but this is a strong collection. Diverse and largely devoid 
of happy poppy/punk (for a change!) Oblivion, Zoinks! 
and Pezz kind of fall into that sound, although with an 
energetic burst. J. Church and Vanbuilderass are certainly 
tuneful-sounding but definitely stand apart from the ge¬ 
neric hordes. Nervy, aggro-driven offerings come from 
Rye Coalition, Four Hundred Years and Cornelius. 
Hellnation and In/Humanity take it to the violent extreme. 
X-Rays hold up the garage rock end of things. Doc Hop¬ 
per lovingly cover Motorhead’s Iron Fist and Eagle Bravo 
bash up Joe Jackson’s “Steppin’ Out.” Wesley Willis ap¬ 
pears with his loud-rock unit as a backdrop for his one- 
of-a-kind utterances. Covering a broad spectrum. (PO 
Box 5431, Richmond, VA 23220) 

VARIOUS-Atrocity Government Culination (Grand 
Theft Audio, EP) 

Four different bands and, save for the ambient excur¬ 
sion by P.E.L.M.E. that drones off for over seven min¬ 
utes, blasting punk and hardcore from all the parties. 
Urban DK play with blinding speed and ferocity. The 3 
songs all appeared on a previous 7" and are completely 
blazing. The Dread are both thorny and catchy on their 
two songs. Cripple Bastards’ grunt vocals and blast-beat 
grind are certainly intense, although an extended dose 
of it might be overkill. They lay waste to Hiisker’s “Punch 
Drunk,” though. P.E.L.M.E. once again exhibit their schizo 
nature, with the aforementioned experimentation, but they 
precede that with a brilliant bit of jazzy/thrashy/new wavy 
mayhem. Atonal sax and keyboards share space with a 
hammering wall ‘o sound and it could make me into a 
true believer. If the intent is to make you want to hear 
more by each band, then it’s mission accomplished. (501 
W. Glenoaks Blvd., #513, Glendale, CA 91202) 

VARIOUS-Bay Area Checking In With The World (Cold 
Front) 

A little chaff here and there but. mostly wheat... fertile, 
even. A good way to describe this sampler that doesn't 
stick to just one sub-genre or style. Along with the occa¬ 
sional ska or somewhat weak pop track (no escaping it~ 
Limp suck!), there's vital street punk by Workin' Stiffs, 
Snubnose and United Blood; feisty aggro from Chemical 
Imbalance, Diesel Boy, The Dread and The Force; warm 
melodicism by Betty's Love Child; and, to top it off, a cover 
of a very fucking famous 70s rock band from Doomsday 
Device--can't reveal who, but they keep it simple, stupid! 
Plenty going on in those parts. (PO Box 8345, Berkeley, 
CA 94707) 

VARIOUS-The Big Fix (Allied) 

There sure are a lot of compilations out there, eh? 
Allied has put out a good number of them and the quality 
level is consistently good. Here’s another batch of 22 
bands, presented in alphabetical order and containing a 
number of praiseworthy tunes. Driving pop/punk by Crest¬ 


fallen, Pezz, Stink, Peaceful Meadows and Discount who 
do, indeed, sound like J. Church with a female vocalist 
here. Speaking of J. Church, they’re here too (they’re 
everywhere!) with a hard-edged track. The Great Brain 
deviate from the path of typicality with post-punkish slash. 
Cleons Down use Rites Of Spring for an emo-laden start¬ 
ing point. Another keeper. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 
94146) 

VARIOUS-Camp SkinGraft (SkinGraft) 

Noise noise noise... SkinGraft brings that and more 
on this 33 track compendium. Sometimes unlistenable 
or mind-boggling, but also pulverizing and liberating, es¬ 
pecially with the doom-pound of Zeni Geva, Ruins’ free- 
jazz madness, the power rock of Colossamite and the 
crazed skronk of Flying Luttenbachers and Lake Of 
Dracula. Space Streakings draw on early Butthole Surf¬ 
ers for inspiration. More sonic pulverization comes from 
Mount Shasta and the underrated Dazzling Killmen. 
Quintron (no relation) contributes some baked organ 
music. Not for the faint of heart or unadeventurous. (PO 
Box 257546, Chicago, IL 60625) 

VARIOUS-Cheapo Crypt Sampler #2 (Crypt) 

Clear out all the pretenders, the weak, the 
lightweight...this 31 track budget-priced sampler once 
again makes a strong statement for Crypt’s place as one 
of the world’s top-tier homes for pure scorch. Every band 
here conveys that energetic essence, whether it’s the 
freight-train aggro of Los Ass-Draggers or Nine Pound 
Hammer, the punk rock whomp of New Bomb Turks, up 
*n comers Fayette County Hookers (can’t wait for their 
album) orTeengenerate, the pounding primitivisms of the 
Country Teasers, Mighty Caesars, Bantam Rooster, Rev- 
elators, Oblivians, the 50s-influenced and updated sax- 
skronkin’ rock of Los Primos or vintage bad-assisms of 
the Pagans or 60s punks The Wyld...well, you get the 
idea. No happy-face, well-scrubbed safety punk here. This 
is music that invites you to either get down and have your 
ass kicked or just get the fuck out of the way, ‘cause you’re 
just too anal or uptight to appreciate the true glories of 
genuine, non-bullshit rock'n roll. (1250 Long Beach Ave., 
Suite #101, Los Angeles, CA 90021) 

VARIOUS-Death To False Metal (Probe) 

This was going to happen sooner or later, with all that 
punk rock affection out there for 80s metal. And 80s metal 
means everything from the early, inspiring speed metal 
of Metallica to Venom’s satanic goof to Celtic Frost’s in¬ 
spirational grind to mainstream (but often guilty-enjoy¬ 
able) purveyors like Judas Priest, Scorpions, Iron Maiden, 
Twisted Sister to the poppier Ratt and Crue. Some of the 
bands do more or less straight takes—Krupted Peasant 
Farmerz “Motorbreath” and Limecell’s “Into Crypts Of 
Rays” (Celtic Frost) are pretty straightforward. Fucking 
with the formula are Schlong, using klezmer-type arrang¬ 
ing on the verses of Ratt’s “Round and Round,” the pop/ 
jazz version of Dio’s “Rainbow In The Dark” by After Din¬ 
ner and the German, ball-squeezing rendition of Accept’s 
“Balls To The Wall.”The castratia vocals for Your Mother’s 
“Freewheel Burnin’” and Busrider’s “See You In Hell” will 
make the hair on your neck stand up. Snippets from Bob 
Larsen’s religious, anti-rock radio program and the infa¬ 
mous video “Heavy Metal Parking Lot” (with yahoos that 
make Beavis and Butt-Head sound articulate) add to the 
effect. You can tell the bands loved this music and the 
performances blur the line between spoof and tribute. 
Shout at the devil! (PO Box 5068, Pleasanton, CA 94566) 

VARIOUS-Don’t Pogo InThe Living Room (Pogostick) 

It’s my fucking living room or, rather, den and I’ll pogo 
if I feel like it... and a lot of the bands here make me 
wanna pogo, slam, jump or punch the air. Plenty of 
stripped-down, rough and tough-assed bands to be found. 
Need me to name names? How about Showcase Show¬ 
down, The Boils, Unseen, Oxymoron, Bristles and 
Wretched Ones all doing what they do well. Braindance 
and the Jumpin’ Land Mines come from the UK and con¬ 
tribute back to back punk pounders. The Lower Class 
Brats prove that the Bruisers’ influence reaches down to 
Texas, with their simple-is-better fightin’ boy oi. No pop, 
no ska and that’s just fine. (PO Box 354, Midland Park, 
NJ 07432) 

VARIOUS-East Coast Assault II (Too Damn Hype, dbl. 
CD) 

VARIOUS-A Call For Unity: East Coast Hardcore (Back 
Ta Basics) 

Over three hours of the pound ‘n bludgeon, for the 
most part. Three discs worth of bluster, rage, low-tuned 
riffs and mainly sloggish tempos. These collections largely 
represent just one element of East Coast hardcore, to be 
honest. ECA II has slightly-better performances—Inhu¬ 
man and Cornin’ Correct pick up the pace a little, Enrage 
do live up to their name with a nettled forcefulness and 
Fastbreak are far and away the best band on any of these 


discs, with a scorching ‘88-styled hardcore barrage. But 
there’s little worth a second spin from the tedious likes of 
Rainmen, Indecision, Hatebreed or Mushmouth. And Stig¬ 
mata would feel at home with those tough-on-crime 
assholes with their simplistic “Life For A Life” that recom¬ 
mends the death penalty. The pounding metalcore con¬ 
tinues for Rick Ta Life’s “Unity" compilation. Confusion 
owe more than a debt to Slayer and most of the bands 
here—Shutdown, Dysphoria, Fury Of V, Burial Ground 
and, again, Mushmouth and Hatebreed are some of the 
acts—mainly follow the heavy/lumbering route with Bluto- 
like vocals. And a lot of the times, the drums sound tinny 
or mono-rhythmic. Not a lot of skill at playing a thrash 
rhythm. A few moments of note: the almost poppy emo/ 
thrash of Feeble and humor-laced No Redeeming Social 
Value. But unless you’re into hardcore of the muscle-flex¬ 
ing, macho-sounding variety, there’s not a lot to get ex¬ 
cited about here. (TDH : PO Box 1520, Cooper Station, 
NY, NY 10276-1520/BIB: Rick Healey, 79 Third Ave., 2nd 
Floor, Paterson, NJ 07514) 

VARIOUS-Far Out Records...And Friends ‘97 Sampler 
(Far Out) 

Here we go again...tracks from the Far Out label, plus 
a few from Pop Kid and Records Of Rebellion. Against 
All Authority show up several times (Tim Far Out was in 
the band until recently) and they really tear it up for “Hard 
As Fuck.” Other punk gems come from the Pist, Basicks, 
Plan A Project, the Beltones, Hudson and Sam The 
Butcher. AAA’s main focus is on fueled-up ska and Bingo 
Mut also prove themselves adept at that style, too. Spiced 
up with a few unreleased songs. The Pop Kid bands have 
a more melodic emphasis and Playground, Gan, Keep¬ 
sake and Porcelain Boys hold their own, although, for the 
second time this year, we’re subjected to a cover of “Holi¬ 
day Road”by Kenny Loggins. Marble are the culprits this 
time. For shame! The whole deal for $4... (PO Box 14361, 
Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33302) 

VARIOUS-Fiesta Comes Alive! The Best Of Slap A 
Ham Records Fiesta Grande #1-5 (Slap A Ham) 

Parody of the Peter Frampton live album cover and 
most of these bands would have the average Frampton 
fan running out the door with collective fingers in the ears. 
That’s the way fans of this music like it. Extreme, punish¬ 
ing doses of ultra-thrash, doomy heaviness and sonic 
terror from the likes of Capitalist Casualties, Hellnation, 
Phobia, Cavity, Man Is The Bastard, Spazz and a host 
more. Don’t look for anything remotely accessible here. 
Special kudos to MDC for their nasty Ian (Skrewdriver) 
Stuart tribute, “Nazis Shouldn’t Drive,” documenting 
Stuart’s demise behind the wheel. One song is called 
“My Only Wish Is To Destroy.” These bands are capable 
of doing that to eardrums coast to coast. 40 songs may 
be too much for the faint of heart! (PO Box 420843, SF, 
CA 94142-0843) 

VARIOUS-Flaming Burn Out! (Man’s Ruin) 

The title is a bit of morbid humor regarding the fire 
that destroyed Estrus’ warehouse in January ‘97. All year, 
packages from Estrus have arrived with the legend “if it’s 
hot, it’s on Estrus.” Lost in that fire were irreplacable tapes, 
artwork, records and the Mono Men’s gear. Anyway, Es¬ 
trus is one of the prime garage/no-bullshit rock ‘n roll la¬ 
bels going and a lot of prime scorch purveyors have con¬ 
tributed tracks to this disc. The Fleshtones sound better 
than they have in years for the stripped-down ‘You Can’t 
Get Him Frankenstein.” Delta 72 speed it up for some 
garage mania. Quadrajets emerge as a hard-rockin’ ma¬ 
chine. Teengenerate, the up ‘n coming Criminals, Super¬ 
charger, Lord High Fixers (covering the Pretty Things) 
and Splash Four (doing Wire’s “Ex-Lion Tamer”) hit hard, 
as well. Sugar Shack also take a dip into left field for a 
raunch-rock stab at Black Flag’s “Machine.” Servotron 
actually mention the Estrus fire on their robot-rock offer¬ 
ing. A benefit album with the musical goods. How un¬ 
common.... (avail, thru Estrus, PO Box 2125, Bellingham, 
WA 98227) 

VARIOUS-For A Few Crash Helmets More (Retch) 

Generous compilation of old ‘n new punk and hardcore 
from around the globe. The old-liners are represented by 
the Varukers, Insane, Instigators (such an underrated 
band), SAS and Blitzkrieg. The Parasites (not the Cali¬ 
fornia band) bring the pub-rock ramalama back to life and 
Contempt also have the old-style sound cold. Newtown 
Grunts offer up a heady, buzzsaw roar. Sound quality is 
hit ‘n miss, as are some of the songs, but only a few tracks 
made me hit the skip option on the remote. (49 Rose 
Crescent, Woodvale, Southport, Merseyside PR8 3RZ 
ENGLAND) 

VARIOUS-For The Sake Of Dedication (Crucial Re¬ 
sponse) 

Straight-edge in your face...the return of the youth crew 
spirit is etched indelibly on their respective hands. Solid, 
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ass-kicking musical performances by just about every¬ 
one here—-both European and American purveyors of the 
form, such as Ten Yard Fight, Floorpunch, Halfmast, 
Mainstrike, Eyeball, Over The Line and Sportswear 
{Sportswear?!). Peter Horen’s liner notes are interesting— 
his vision of hardcore is clearly limited to this sound and 
it’s a hell of a sound and he’s also right to say “far too 
many people let their opinions be dictated by others jsut 
so that they can become part of a group...don’t be a fol¬ 
lower." It seems, though, that many sXe folks (as with 
any group of people) tend to act like lemmings and have 
thrown up a wall of separation from the rest of the punk/ 
HC scene. That’s the ongoing difficulty I still have with 
this part of the hardcore universe. Hopefully, people will 
take Peter’s words to heart, instead of the "I’m right/you’re 
wrong” mentality. (Kaisersfeld 98, 46047 Oberhausen, 
GERMANY) 

VARIOUS-Give ‘Em The Boot (Hellcat/Epitaph) 

Cheapie sampler for this new label started by Tim from 
Rancid—punk, ska and hardcore from all over. Rancid 
contribute a hard-rocking, unreleased track, Union 13 do 
that band’s “Roots Radicals” in Spanish. Some of the 
Rancid guys credibly moonlight doing the late 70s ska 
revival thing in the Silencers and there are stirring street- 
rock moments from Dropkick Murphys, Swingin’ Utters, 
Pressure Point, The Business and a punk/ska treat from 
Choking Victim (off their last 7”). F-Minus are steaming 
on their brief, high-speed song. Many of the ska bands 
mainly stick to the trad route, which is much more palat¬ 
able—originators the Skatalites show how it’s done, as 
do the Slackers and Skinnerbox. Worth keeping around. 
(2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

VARIOUS -Gummo Soundtrack (London) 

Soundtrack from the latest film by Harmony Kornine, 
writer of Kids and, instead of indy rock, this time out it’s a 
hodgepodge of death metal, grind, industrial, solo cello 
(ick) and avant-weirdness. Featuring the major label de¬ 
but of Spazz—yeah, Spazz, contributing the delirious 
“Gummo Love Theme” and that’s accompanied by the 
guilty-pleasure metallic regurgitation of Bathory, 
Eyehategod, Bethlehem and Brujeria. ABSU are in more 
of a speed metal vein, while Sleep do the Sabbath thing 
fairly well. Definitely a niche item, with more silly novelty 
appeal than musical brilliance. That must be one fucked 
up film... 

VARIOUS-Physical Fatness (Fat) 

VARIOUS-Honest Don’s Welcome Wagon (Honest 
Don’s) 

Low-priced ($4 each) samplers from both Fat and its 
offshoot label, Honest Don’s. The latter is a so-so 
compedium of punk, pop and ska... the Mad Caddies and 
wretched Dance Hall Crashers (one of the worst bands 
in the US) do nothing to change my mind about ska. Limp 
don’t fare much better on their punk and ska-lite tracks. A 
better proposition is the heartfelt pop by J. Church, the 
Submissives’ charging punk, Riverdales Ramones-retro 
thingy and the enjoyably tuneful Chixdiggit! and Me First 
& The Gimme Gimmes. Me First also appear on this 
pretty-decent Fat collection, combining current and fu¬ 
ture material and a smattering of exclusive tracks from 
NOFX, Good Riddance, Propagandhi (first new stuff in 
over a year!) and Lagwagon. There’s certainly an acces¬ 
sible element running through all these songs and a few 
songs—Hi-Standard, Lagwagon, Goober Patrol—end up 
being disposable. On the other hand, old-time punk 
tunesmiths the Dickies still have it, 88 Fingers Louie were 
a powerhouse and Strung Out also display hard-hitting 
presence. (PO Box 192027, SF, CA 94119-2027) 

VARIOUS-lt Smells Like Spring (Intensive Scare, dbl. 

Nice gatefold double-LP on colored vinyl—my kinda 
package. My kinda comp, too. Almost all of it being bad¬ 
ass rock ‘n roll to fry your brain by. The Intensive Scare 
crew have put together some of the world’s best garage 
and retro punk bands here, starting with the bloodied and 
proud Candy Snatchers and Spain’s Pleasure Fuckers. 
Furious George sound more furious than usual. The 
Hellacopters plow through their three-chord low-fi bash 
complete with Stooges’ piano and Japan’s Accel 4 proudly 
label themselves Motor City punk and live up to it. So 
many fine songs and so little space to mention them 
alL.Jakkpot, Suicide King, Electric Frankenstein, Stitches, 
Jet Bumpers, Loudmouths and the harmonica-driven 
Resin Scrapers all make their presence felt. So good that 
it’s even worth getting out of my chair every 15 or so min¬ 
utes to flip the records over. That’s a recommendation! 
(PO Box 142, NY, NY 10002-0142) 

VARIOUS-lt’s A Damned Damned Damned World 
(NDN/Satellite) 

A Damned tribute, if you couldn’t tell, and while not 
many of the bands here have the crazed, chaotic and 


fierce nature of the Damend themselves, several do turn 
in performances that the Captain himself might enjoy. The 
L.O.P. and Steve & The Jerks do imbue their takes on 
“Born To Kill” and “Fan Club” with a strong amount of 
rawness. Same for the Red King’s version of “History Of 
The World.” La Cry capture the power of “Liar.” Closed 
3rd Eye reduce "Problem Child” to appealing low-fi pop 
minimalism. The fact that obvious tracks (except maybe 
for “New Rose”) are mostly eschewed makes for a wider 
uncovering of the Damned’s catalog, as well. As with most 
tributes, I’d probably still rather hear a real Damned record 
but some of this is OK. (920 East Colorado Blvd., #151, 
Pasadena, CA 91106) 

VARIOUS-lt Takes A Dummy To Know A Dummy 
(Dumb Ass) 

Everything from tough-guy hardcore to old punk to pop 
to ska on this diverse and cheap collection. One Com¬ 
mon Voice make the strongest impression with their blis¬ 
tering hardcore onslaught. Guttermouth amuse with in¬ 
solent and sophomoric glee. The Thumbs and Abducted 
hammer home the hooks with a rough, tuneful style. Sec¬ 
ond Hand also have a ranty appeal. Some clinkers— 
mainly the ska shit (Link 80, etc...) but enough good songs 
to hold interest. ($6 ppd to 6810 Bellaire Dr., New Or¬ 
leans, LA 70124) 

VARIOUS-Japan Punk Kills You (American Pop) 

Collection of 20 Japanese bands put together by Dave 
from the Parasites and that should give you an indication 
of the types of bands here. No, not the thrashy noise ter¬ 
rorists or even the garage rave-up types, although Pros¬ 
pector come a little close to that. The emphasis is on the 
poppy and upbeat, with several bands sounding like far 
eastern versions of the Parasites, especially Cruller. PM 
Scop invert the Ramones’ “Rockaway Beach,” while 
Sunnychar and Automatics have a 60s girl-pop sound. 
There is an enthusiastic scrappiness to many of these 
songs and that enables an avoidance of the over-slick, 
processed cheese ambiance of too many pop/punk 
bands. Slap a big happy face on it. (PO Box 2271, San 
Rafael, CA 94912) 

VARIOUS-Joey Vindictive Presents That Was Now, 
This Is Then (VML) 

Twenty years since I first heard the Pistols, Clash, etc... 
Hard to fuckin’ believe. And while some folks are unsen¬ 
timental about such things as anniversaries or time pas¬ 
sages, Joey embraces the two-decade mark with a col¬ 
lection of current bands covering tunes from 77 and it’s 
satisfyingly uncheesy. The bands breathe life into some 
not-too-obvious selections. Teen Idols turn Eddie & The 
Hot Rods’‘Teenage Depression” into a buzzsaw gem and 
the Nobodys do the same for the Real Kids’ “All Kindsa 
Girls.” Less Than Jake tear through The Jam’s “Modern 
World” with speedy abandon. Moral Crux update The 
Clash’s “1977” to 1997, with revised, pointed lyrics. Show¬ 
case Showdown cover the obscure Killjoys’“Johnny Won’t 
Get To Heaven” with brash confidence. Boris The Sprin¬ 
kler lend their goofy charm to the Saints’ “Do The Robot" 
and fellow Aussies Radio Birdman are done justice by 
the Crumbs for “New Race.” This one’s a treat. (PO Box 
183, Franklin Park, IL 60131) 

VARIOUS-Kangaroobeercity (Kangaroo/Beer City) 

Shit, goddamn, what a ripping comp. 34 tracks of the 
pure stuff—hard-edged punk, hardcore, thrash and not a 
wimpy note in the pack. American, Australian and Euro¬ 
pean bands make this a document of world punk con¬ 
quest. Old-timers Rocks still deliver the goods. Toe To 
Toe, Urban DK, Strychnine, Outcold, Bristles and 
Bitchslap all have the rip-factor in full-effect, while Apart¬ 
ment 3G and Heavy Balls & The Flipoffs, the latter with 
their endearing “Fat Boss,” throw a touch of melody into 
the equation. With the over-abundance of blah comps, 
here’s one that chases the blahs away. ( Beer City PO 
Box 26035, Milwaukee, Wl 53226-0035) 

VARIOUS-Knock Out... In The 2nd Round (Knock Out) 

A street-rock/oi/rockabilly/ska (only a couple songs, 
thankfully) motherlode from this German label, who now 
have US distribution. Aggressive, ornery and defiant punk 
ramalama from all over the planet—Time Bomb 77, Oxy¬ 
moron, Those Unknown, old timers Special Duties and 
the Crack, Japanese upstarts Discocks and Tom + Boot 
Boys, angry/aggressive Canadians the Street Troopers 
and the bile-filled charge of Loikaemie and Oi-Melz. The 
Meteors contribute a roots rock delight. A high-energy 
sampling. (Cargo, 1525 W. Homer, Chicago, IL 60622) 

VARIOUS-Marc’s A Dick and Gar’s A Drunk: The 
Johann’s Face Story (Johann’s Face) 

Only half of the title is true—Marc Ruvolo’s a heck of a 
nice guy. As for his partner Gar, he’s immortalized on 
Oblivion’s tribute and I have a letter he wrote me saying it 
was 11AM and he was still hammered from the night 


before. Well, dick/drunk or not, they’ve kept their wits to¬ 
gether long enough to have a pretty damned good record 
label, as this compilation will attest. Most of these bands 
have a melodic penchant, whether wrapped in the punkier 
burst of No Empathy, Traitors, Cletus or Gods Reflex, the 
emo-laden sounds of The Smoothies, Not Rebecca or 
International Hoodwink, the red-mod-pop of the Strike 
(an anti-labor scab song, of all things), Smiths-inspired 
Smoking Popes or folksy J Church (not one of their best 
songs, to be honest). Covering a lot of ground... (PO Box 
479164, Chicago, IL 60647) 

VARIOUS-Monumentally Retarded (BurpingTurds) 

This totally rules! Some of the most fucked-up shit I’ve 
heard. How have I lived so long without the joys of Edith 
Bunker’s Demonized Vomit Insurance from Lancaster, 
NH!! Noise, samples, fucked-up sounds. Some tracks 
sound as though they were recorded in a blender in the 
other room. Remember the Feederz? They have several 
tracks, here. 58 tracks and every one of them a twisted 
treat. This (mostly) lo-fi noise-fest is for everyone. (PO 
Box 282, Lancaster, NH 03584) (Steve Davis) 

VARIOUS-More Kaos (Motherbox) 

This 30 track disc came with issue #39 of Under The 
Volcano ‘zine and is a pretty strong survey of current US 
punk (except for Canada’s McRackins and Italian band 
This Side Up). Hard-hitting moments from the always- 
reliable Violent Society, Suspects, Boils, Goons and Show¬ 
case Showdown. Flag Of Democracy show no signs of 
slowing down after 15 or so years in the trenches. Super 
Hi Fives and RPOD also imbue their tracks with steam ‘n 
drive. And, best of all, little happy/poppy-style material 
and only two ska songs, which can be easily skipped over 
with the handy remote. (60 Denton Ave., E. Rockaway 
NY 11518) 

VARIOUS-No Fate III (H.G. Fact, dbl. CD) 

One of my friends commented how the commercial¬ 
ization of the punk scene is having a negative effect on 
the “smaller" bands. Bullshit! The underground is active 
and flourishing. Not every one of the 57 bands here is 
necessarily an act of unsurpassed brilliance. In fact, sev¬ 
eral of the tracks are unlistenable dreck. But there’s qual¬ 
ity to be found, as well...from the brutal instensity of IAF, 
SOD (not that SOD), E-150 and Bitchslap to the oi-ish 
punk of Dog On A Rope and Mere Dead Men, to name 
just a few. Bands spanning the globe and unwilling to 
give in to any sort of co-optation. Punk or hardcore may 
not change the world, but it can still change an individual’s 
world and that’s a small step. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 
YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 

VARIOUS-Number One Priority (Significant) 

I’m afraid there aren’t many bands on here that I’d 
give priority to. Ignite, perhaps, but their surging song 
“Distance” is also on the “Brothers” album. Backlash also 
show moments of forceful, yet melodic outpour. The 
slowed-down heavy slog of Chapter, Line Drive and more 
melodic Option don’t make that strong an impression, 
though. Black Train Jack’s live version of "Lottery” also 
isn’t quite up to snuff. Last Call play in a heavy vein, com¬ 
plete with keyboards and female backing vocals and 
sound like a hardcore band doing the Sisters Of Mercy 
(!?) on the chorus. And that’s not necessarily a good thing. 
Deckard’s wimpy emo and middling pop/punk by 
Hankshaw don’t do much better. Not a lot of exciting stuff, 
here. (PO Box 642, Indian Rocks Beach, FL 33785) 

VARIOUS-Oi!/Skampalation Vol. #3 (Radical) 

An annual event—the convergence of punk, oi and 
ska bands—and you can probably guess which portion 
of this disc Al the punk likes. Well, to be fair, Inspecter 7, 
the jazzy Eastern Standard Time and the Pilfers do the 
ska thing decently-enough but I probably wouldn’t actively 
seek it out. That’s not the case for the high-energy sounds 
of Bomb Squadron, Unseen, Dis Con, Ducky Boys, The 
Trouble, Dropkick Murphys or Squiggy.To call these all oi 
bands is unfair labelling, although most of ‘em have the 
so-called beat of the street. The Unseen come from a 
political punk direction, while the Average Suburbanites 
also favor a punkier emphasis. Fuck all the labels—these 
upstarts mostly hold their own, here, and that’s what’s 
important. (77 Bleecker St., #C-2-21, NY, NY 10012) 

VARIOUS-Punk Bites 2 (Fearless) 

Contrary my initial impression and perhaps yours, not 
all the bands sound the same here. Sure, a lot follow the 
fast/perky/peppy punk sound but dig in and there are 
some songs that stick out—the thorny punk of Apoca¬ 
lypse Hoboken, Horace Pinker’s melodic surge, Krhissy’s 
equally strong pop (similar to New Sweet Breath) and 
harder-edged outings from Straight Faced, Gob and Big¬ 
wig. Docked a few notches for the inclusion of yet an¬ 
other cover of “Holiday Road” (third one this issue!) and 
a couple of Tooth & Nail/christian bands. Star-gazers 
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should be made aware of unreleased songs by NOFX, 
Pennywise (a weak version of Black Flag’s “Gimmie 
Gimmie Gimmie”) and Strung Out. (13772 Goldenwest 
St. #545, Westminster, CA 92683) 

VARIOUS-RAFR Vol. II (Flipside) 

Here’s a comp worth more than just the one or two 
perfunctory spins. Martin McMartin’s done a dandy job, 
once again, putting together an hour-plus party of atti¬ 
tude-laden rock'n roll.That’s the word...it ROCKS.These 
bands each do their own thing, but they also have the 
classic elements, whether it’s a garage rock impetus or 
inspired by the Thunders/Dolls axis or the roots of oi or 
the three chord burn of 77 or what have you. Guitars are 
cranked, vocals spat out and attention is paid to the song 
form. A combination of the well-known, somewhat-known 
and promising upstarts...The Hellacopters and Campus 
Tramps both have a knack for classic rockin’ mania. 
Cocknoose bark out the venom with scurrilous precision. 
Damnation fuse Detroit scorch with early 80s California 
punk. The Humpers and Electric Frankenstein are also 
proficient at updating classic rock ‘n roll modes. Ff exude 
spirit and punch, with a melodic emphasis and the re- 
jiggered Chemical People make a credible comeback with 
a poppy gem. Something for everyone here. (PO Box 
60790, Pasadena, CA 91116) 

VARIOUS-Ramencore Volume 1 (Burnt Ramen) 

Document of an Oakland studio and the classic mixed 
comp bag. Some uninspiring ska-punk (Wet-Nap, Alien 
Spy), weak pop (Soda Pop Fuck You) but also some riv¬ 
eting punk rock bands. Accustomed To Nothing, the Sell¬ 
outs, Curbside and Oppressed Logic all favor brawlin’, 
fast and bruisin’ sounds. White Trash Debutantes fare 
better than usual, covering Wayne County’s “Fuck Off” 
and adding their own cool Dolls/Thunders take. United 
Blood make the “we are proud americans/oi oi oi” contri¬ 
bution. Half good, half not so good. ($9 ppd to PO Box 
22022, Oakland, CA 94632-0022) 

VARIOUS-Runt Of The Litter Volume 3 (Fan Attic) 

Certainly fan-atical (sorry) in the attempt to uncover 
every obscure punk and hardcore band in the New En¬ 
gland region and Ron’s doing a good job of it. Not every 
band here provides a revelatory experience (a few are 
dowright awful—Aberrant Youth should be sent to be with¬ 
out supper), but there are enough here that pique further 
investigation. I’m not sure about Agent 84’s current sta¬ 
tus but they sound liberating and aggressive on their track. 
Same for Lynn’s Poor and Neglected, the Maggots (with 
ex-Mung guy Vinny), Philth Shack and Dr. Smooth. The 
Doosh Bags live up to their billing with the scurrilous “F 
Word” and Zippo Raid show spit and bile in their short 
track. The Dislexics and Injections infuse tunefulness into 
the punky framework. Bands seem to be lurking in places 
I never would have thought of... (PO Box 391494, Cam¬ 
bridge, MA 02139-0015) 

VARIOUS-Santa Cruz Still Sucks (Bad Monkey) 

Many of the same bands as last time and a pretty good 
cross-section of punk, hardcore, ska (inevitably) and even 
a metal band or two. Diversion fall into the latter category. 
Fury 66 contribute a solid Cro-Mags cover, Good Rid¬ 
dance tear through their song with driving authority, as 
do Reliance and the thrashy Lost Cause. 27 bands in all. 
(473 North St., Oakland, CA 94609) 

VARIOUS-Scene? What Scene? (Pinche Flojo) 

Okay, first off, how many compilations do you find that 
are this diverse and good? Not many. The bands aren’t 
all punk rock—you got some ska and reggae ones too. I 
never thought I’d like ska and reggae but, after listening 
to this, maybe I’ve changed my mind. Good ska from the 
likes of D.R.U.M. and Spies Like Us and even better punk 
from Latch Key Kids, Subzero and River Fenix. Damn, 
these three bands kicked my ass, especially, Subzero. 
You’ve also got a couple hefty punk n’ roll bands like 
Flamin’ Hellcats, Los Olas and the Southern Backtones... 
It’s all about unity and diversity... This comp’s got it all. 
Texas here I come. (PO Box 431212, Houston, TX 77243- 
1212) (Brian Disagree) 

VARIOUS-Shiftin Gears, Shootin Deers and Smokin 
Beers (Stirling) 

Not some biker-rock/bad-ass anthology. Instead, it's 
three bands-the solid emo-punk-pop of the Overdrives, 
who fare the best. Way better than disposable poppy/punk 
by 5-Driver and the god-awful third-wave ska and funk of 
the Unmarked Cars. "High Class" by the Overdrives is a 
song I keep going back to. 1 out of 3? Your call... (C3 
Eastway 250 Harris St., E. Stroudsburg, PA 18301) 

VARIOUS-T/7e Show (Theologian) 

Soundtrack for a surfing video—no Ventures, Beach 
Boys or Jan & Dean here, fella (or lady). Instead, it’s a 
better ‘n average array of mainly poppy, punky west coast 


bands except for those east coast surfin’ dudes, H20— 
well, their name does mean water so it fits. Bad joke time 
is over and this comp is far from a joke—new tracks by 
Rancid, No Use For A Name, who tear through Dag 
Nasty’s “I’ve Heard,” NOFX, covering a children’s song, 
All, Descendents, Down By Law, Fluf, etc... The only 
stinker is the sugary ska from Dance Hall Crashers. Even 
with the fill of this sound and overxposure of many of 
these bands, I still like it. Go figure... (PO Box 1070, 
Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) 

VARIOUS-ShredsVol.5: American Underground Early 
90’s (Shredder)/...Vol. 6: ...’96 (Shredder) 

Two Shreds volumes this time, one a catch-up for those 
7”s that Mel missed earlier in the decade and one for ‘96. 
Seems to be a preponderance of lighter-sounding mate¬ 
rial, or maybe it’s just my crusted-up/punked-out ears and 
there are songs that jangle a bit too much—the Andersons 
or All About Chad on the ‘96 volume, for instance. On the 
plus side, the Grumpies’ child-wonder punk brings a smile 
as do the Young Pioneers rather unique sing-songy coun¬ 
try blues punk (I guess). Beyond that, though, there wasn’t 
much to holler about on this particular collection. The 90’s 
set features some stirring oi by Headwound and Those 
Unknown, Strawman’s populist punk with Tommy 
Strange's tremendous timbre o’gravel, quirky and enjoy¬ 
able pop by MOTO and a fairly rockin’ Fuckboyz track. 
Once again, though, little else distinguished itself—a pot¬ 
pourri of power-pop and indy rock. Definitely a shortage 
of punk buzz. (75 Plum Tree Lane, #3, San Rafael, CA 
94901) 

VARIOUS-Some Songs From The Kill Rock Stars 
Singles (Kill Rock Stars) 

Let’s see what we have here... a compilation that 
serves as a great introduction to the bands on Kill Rock 
Stars. A broad spectrum is represented—the acoustic 
guitar-backed songs of Elliott Smith and Phranc (I wrote 
to her once and she never wrote back), who sings a hu¬ 
morous paean to the First Lady; the country-ish Blood 
on the Saddle; the grrrly, garagey assault of the Frumpies; 
the riotous Bikini Kill and Heavens To Betsy, the bands 
that pay Slim Moon’s bills; raging queercore from the bril¬ 
liant Mukilteo Fairies; and weirdness from Witchypoo.The 
two standouts are Cupid Car Club’s anthemic “Grape 
Juice Plus” (which actually sounds better on the original 
vinyl, for some reason...) and the Peechees’ “Grease," 
which plays with a guitar riff lifted from Crass’“Heard Too 
Much About." These two songs are fucking AMAZING. 
Also present is Starpower, Team Dresch, godHeadsilo, 
the Thrones and Unwound. The cover art is by Mecca 
Normal’s Jean Smith. (120 NE State St., #418, Olympia, 
WA 98501) (Anna) 

VARIOUS-Take Warning:The Songs Of Operation Ivy 
(Glue Factory) 

Had to happen, I guess...just wish there was more punk 
rock ‘cause Oplvy were more of punk band doing ska 
than the other way around. The punk quotient is held up 
adequately by Home Grown (“Bombshell”) and Longfellow 
(“The Crowd”). Reel Big Fish, who I guess are a real big 
deal but had managed to avoid hearing before this com¬ 
pilation, do a fairly decent job with “Unity." Less tolerable 
are the modern skanky approaches of Blue Meanies, 
Cherry Poppin’ Daddies and Jeffries Fan Club or the hip- 
hop ska of Marshall Arts. I’ll stick with the original, thank 
you. (PO Box 404, Redondo Beach, CA 90277) 

VARIOUS-Teenage Kicks (Liberation) 

Dave Liberation takes the limited 1995 10" compila¬ 
tion, includes songs from an even more-limited 7” that 
came with 300 copies of the 10” and adds 9 more cuts. 
The result? Quite a good collection. Rough ‘n tumble 
songs from the Criminals, Sicko, the Bollweevils (cover¬ 
ing Naked Raygun’s “New Dreams”), FYP, 88 Fingers 
Louie and Falling Sickness, who tear through the Replace¬ 
ments’ “Goddamn Job.” There’s also skankin’ zaniness 
by Against All Authority, more melodically-inclined songs 
by Propagandhi, Rhythm Collision and Donuts ‘n Glory 
and a good rant from the Vindictives. (PO Box 17746, 
Anaheim, CA 92817) 

VARIOUS-10 Things Northwest Punk Compilation 

Comes with the previous issue of the excellent 10 
Things Jesus Wants You To Know fanzine. 33 tracks from 
mainly lesser-known bands, spanning the range of punk 
and hardcore. Too many to list, but not too many truly 
dreadful tunes. On the plus-side, songs by Portrait of 
Poverty, Bristle, Lopez, Degenerats and Cease and De¬ 
sist sound ravenous. Haggis bring some mid-80s thrash 
crossover to the table.The Fumes rave with garage prow¬ 
ess and The Flies add a post-punkish tinge. With the zine, 
this is a great deal. ($5 ppd/$10 world to 8315 Lake City 
Way NE #192, Seattle, WA 98115) 

VARIOUS-This Is lt...Punk RockThat's Real! (Pelado) 


Most of the bands here play with dogged determina¬ 
tion. A plug-away spirit. Bands that would most-likely play 
at the Rat, the Boston home of seedy punk rock. This 
isn’t the squeaky-clean, suburban pop/punk that domi¬ 
nates most compilations. Patrick from Pelado has sought 
out tough, gritty purveyors of the music—from the won¬ 
derful Workin’ Stiffs to Bomb Squadron to the Dropkick 
Murphys to the Suspects. The Choice kick out a choice 
4-Skins cover. The Disappointments and The Bitter’s of¬ 
ferings are ringing and tuneful. The Undefeated could be 
a slam-bang west coast counterpart to Blanks 77. A dif¬ 
ferent batch of bands than the usual suspects and mak¬ 
ing some good noise. (521 W. Wilson, #B202, Costa 
Mesa, CA 92627) 

VARIOUS-206 Records: The Unpunk Album (206) 

The title is inaccurate—this is very much a punk al¬ 
bum and a good compilation, at that. The hallmark at¬ 
tribute for many of these bands is they’re scrappers. They 
play with a joyous spirit and often melodic emphasis, but 
mainly stick to a storming mode of attack. Rhythm 
Collision’s “Red Champagne” is followed by a Ferd Mert 
tune that sounds just like an old RC song—coincidence? 
Junior mutilate the Kinks’ “David Watts” into their own 
“Davie’s Watch.” Willis do the same to Twisted Sister's 
“We’re Not Gonna Take It." Carter Peace Mission har¬ 
ness their poppy/bubblegummy sweetness into a full-on 
rush. Stinkaholic make ska enjoyable with their ragtag 
punch. Brainsick ply a hit ‘n run assault. Not the same 
bands you see on every compilation and providing one 
helluva punk blast for something that touts itself as 
“unpunk.” (8314 Greenwood Ave. North, #102, Seattle, 
WA 98103) 

VARIOUS-The Virus That Would Not Die (Alt. Ten¬ 
tacles) 

ATs turn to put out a sampler (why not—everyone else 
is) and this one pulls from both back catalog and current 
swill. Nice to hear the DK’s “Life Sentence” and Dicks 
“Hate The Police” back to back and current provocateurs 
like Buzzkill, Fixtures, Dead and Gone, Logical Nonsense 
and the Jesus Lizard-like Thrall show that AT are still put¬ 
ting out edgy material. Wesley Willis back to back with 
Man Is The Bastard. Such diversity! (PO Box 419092, 
SF, CA 94141) 

VARIOUS-We Will Fall:The Iggy PopTribute (Royalty) 

It’s been my experience that both compilation and trib¬ 
ute LPs like this are usually a mixed bag, and this one is 
no exception. With the artists ranging from major label 
darlings like Sugar Ray to such indy rockers as Jayne 
County, I would say that roughly half this LP can be clas¬ 
sified as “throwaway.” I won’t name names but the bands 
in this grouping try hard but lack the necessary feeling 
and conviction to make these classic tunes come off just 
right. As for the rest of the LP, the best and most crack¬ 
ling tunes come from Joan Jett doing "Real Wild Child" 
(quite the scorcher!), Joey Ramone doing “1969”, Adolph’s 
Dog (AKA Blondie) doing a wonderful “Ordinary Bum¬ 
mer”, Pansy Division’s “Loose”, Sugar Ray’s “Cold Metal”, 
Lunachicks doing ‘The Passenger” (GREAT vocals on 
this one!), Jayne County’s deliciously raunchy “Down On 
The Street/Little Doll”, the Misfits’crashing romp through 
“I Got A Right,” making it sound like Motorhead, and the 
Red Hot Chili Peppers doing a surprisingly powerful 
runthrough of the classic “Search And Destroy”! Even 
though Jeff Dahl pretty much owns that last tune—sorry 
guys! The rest of the tunes connect solidly, but not as 
well. I’m sure Iggy himself probably finds this quite amus¬ 
ing and my advice to you all is to still seek out the original 
artifacts, as they are a more worthy purchase. This CD is 
a credble attempt, but as Al said recently, the original 
seed from which it all sprung is still out there and still a 
fertile source... (176 Madison Ave., 4th Floor, NY, NY 
10016) (Chris) 

VARIOUS-What Are You Looking At? (Switchblade) 

A short compilation, for once, clocking in at just over 
20 minutes. A split between the poppier and the harder- 
edged punk stuff, along with Link 80s ska/punk. Teen 
Idols, Halflings, Buglite, Phuzz and the always-charming 
Grumpies (love those ranty-girl backup vocals) come from 
the pop side. Tunnel Rats, the Ramonesy-sounding Sonic 
Dolls and the Boils, meanwhile, contribute some nastier 
punk stylings. A few moments of note. (PO Box 42, 
Pedricktown, NJ 08067) 

VARIOUS-What's Mine is Yours: The Emo Diaries 
(Deep Elm) 

It’s funny how the genre this comp, purports to docu¬ 
ment has become so divergent and the tunes here seem 
pretty far removed from the Revolution Summer DC bands 
or spastic “emo” bands like Heroin or Merel. Yeah, a lot of 
this could be described using that "w”-word. That out of 
the way, this presents a good deal of decent tracks by 
known (Samiam, Jejeune, Rain Still Falls) and unknown 



bands. Lazycainshow some power and Triplefastaction 
sure do write a catchy tune. A good overview of the genre, 
if you don’t mind long songs and moments that approach 
slowcore. (PO Box 1965/New York, NY 10156) (Phil 
Lerman) 

VARIOUS-Workers Compilation (Headlock) 

This is not a punk comp. This is also not any sort of 
easy listening...no soothing sounds, no pleasant pop 
melodies, unless you consider the mechanized clatter 
version of Echo & The Bunnymen’s “Back Of Love” as 
rendered by Babyland to be pop music. The will to pro¬ 
voke, with volume as a weapon, from the visceral gnash 
of Leopold, Shiva Speedway, GOB and Quarters to moody 
eruptions from Novice Brown to the godheadSilo-ish slam 
of Fork. A big racket emanating from a good percentage 
of the parties involved. (PO Box 660327, Arcadia, CA 
91066) 

VARUKERS-Murder (Asylum) 

“No matter what they say, it’s still fucking murder.” And 
no matter what they say or whoever Tony Rat has for his 
bandmates, it’s still the fucking Varukers. Keeping the 
steamrolling hardcore bulldoze alive. Monstrous chords, 
scampering drums and Rat braying about the world’s in¬ 
justices. Damn if it isn’t all catchy, too. That’s right—catchy, 
even in full rage. They do slow it down some for “Invest In 
Your People,” “Who The Fuck” and “Genocide” and the 
effect is still the same. ‘Cause slow for the Varukers is 
lightning speed for many of the boring, sludge-like 90s 
hardcore bands. UK82 remains in our hearts forever and 
the Varukers have a legitimate claim to being one of the 
originators of that sound. Ain’t no feeble relic! (no ad¬ 
dress) 

V.CARD-There’s You (Allied) 

With all the sub-scenes, divisions and what-have-you 
in Boston, V.Card have never fit comfortably into any of 
those set groups. It could also mean V.Card haven’t got¬ 
ten as much attention as some other bands in the city, 
though, and that should change. After some EP releases, 
this is their full-length debut and V.Card play a melodic, 
driving combination that comes from a similar inspiration 
as J. Church or Jawbreaker, even harkening back to 
Husker Du on occasion. They resurrect their hardcore 
roots with an updated version of Said and Done’s “Col¬ 
lege Boy” (vocalist/guitarist Scott Vingers and bassist 
Chris Lordan were in that band) and take a stab at yet 
another old new wave tune—this time, it’s Blondie’s 
“Dreaming.” Stinging, strong hooks for the likes of “Steal 
Wheels” (about the childhood theft of a skateboard, of all 
things), “Funnel” and “Weakest Link." Underrated and 
undeservedly so. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 

THE VEGAS BEAT (Candy-Ass) 

It’s not surprising that this three-piece from Portland, 
Oregon sound a lot like Team Dresch, because their drum¬ 
mer, Marci Martinez, used to be a member of said band. 
The music created by her new project is propelling and 
very melodic, sometimes alternating between high and 
low volumes, often employing the same dynamics emo 
bands are known for. Madigan contributes her cello play¬ 
ing on two of the tracks, which makes for a more compel¬ 
ling sound. I was interested in hearing this band since all 
my girl friends are raving about this album, but it never 
reached the level of intensity I hoped it would. Still, I would 
suggest it to anyone interested in the genre. (PO Box 
42382, Portland, OR 97242) (Anna) 

VIBRATORS-French Lessons With Correction! (Ana¬ 
gram) 

In 1977, the Vibrators sang about whips and furs, need¬ 
ing a slave, automatic lovers and even nazi women. The 
‘97 version of the Vibrators, with original vocalist/ 
songwriter/guitarist Knox and drummer Eddie joined by 
a new bassist, is a kinder, gentler beast—’’Cycle Of Vio¬ 
lence” speaks out cogently against domestic abuse, for 
instance. But the softening effect works both ways—the 
Vibrators don’t vibrate anymore. A light-handed, poppy 
collection of songs that lacks punch or power. Even the 
punkier “Don’t You Tell Me” and “I Hate Blind Date” come 
up lacking in those qualities. What a drag it is getting old. 
(distr. by Cherry Red, Bishops Park House, 25-29 Fulham 
High St., London SW6 3JH) 

VIOLATION OFTRUST-Wiseguys (Lost & Found) 

New school...old school...I’ve lost track. Violation of 
Trust certainly have the NY worship to a tee. Actually, the 
vocals have that John Brannon (Negative Approach) 
throat-shred quality and the songs are fast and 
pummelling. A couple of metallic licks here and there but 
the emphasis is on time-tested hardcore bludgeon and 
the hoarse hip-hop exultations on “Give It Up” are amus¬ 
ing. More than a few similarities to Agnostic Front, plus 
they do a Killing Time cover. Bold, aggressive and in your 
face. Nothing wrong with that. (Bunteweg 1, 30900 


Wedemark, GERMANY) 

VIOLENT SOCIETY-Times Of Distraught (C.l.) 

Middle finger in the air sounds of defiance as Violent 
Society scamper their way through fired-up, hard-hitting 
blasts that harken back to the time when the distinctions 
between hardcore and punk were meaningless. It was 
pissed-off, attitudinal music that made no concessions to 
accessibility, although the music was often catchy in its 
own unfettered drive and lyrical hooks. That’s what Vio¬ 
lent Society encompass—solid musicianship, especially 
the array of feeback, powerchords and tasteful soloing 
by Mike, accompanied by Pat’s irate exultations. Punk 
rock that’s angry, potent and fuckin’ real. (739 Manor St., 
Lancaster, PA 17063) 


VISION-The Kids Still Have A Lot To Say (Grilled 
Cheese/Cargo) 

Kids, huh? Vision ain't exactly kids anymore but they've 



WORKIN STIFFS 


just put out their first album in about six years and, after 
flirting with metal on that poorly-distributed effort ("Just 
Short Of Living"), they've returned the fast and melodic 
punk of their early material. Kind of a Jersey thing-or 
Jersey bands that got bitten hard by Dag Nasty. The 
metal's not completely left behind-the somewhat wanky 
lead for "Looking Back" proves that point-but these guys 
keep up a healthy clip throughout and their hook-filled 
hardcore maintains a wistful resonance and burning 
adrenalin. (4901-906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 
92117) 

VOICE OF A GENERATION-Classic Stupidity (Side- 
kicks) 

Enjoyable punk retrogression... VOAG nick their name 
from Blitz’s first album and they definitely make music by, 
of and for “the streets,” if there is such an animal. Catchy, 
tough oi and punk songs with more than a passing Pis¬ 
tols-like flavor and a well-cultivated fuck-you attitude. 
(Ostra Nobelgatan 9, 703 61 Crebro, SWEDEN) 

VOODOO GLOW SKULLS-Baile De Los Locos (Epi¬ 
taph) 

The wild, wacky Glow Skulls are back from another 
bilingual ska-punk go-round. The horns dart and dash 
with zany effect, the arrangements are mainly on the fre¬ 
netic side and Frank’s bellicose vocals are a nice switch 
from the typical sweet-singing ska style. Touches of jazz 
and hard rock are added to spice up the hyper-pace stew. 
It’s still a genre thing, though—this album isn’t likely to 
convince non-believers but the Glow Skulls do have a 
harder-hitting punch than most of the bands doing this 
sort of thing. There’s a definite edge. (2798 Sunset Blvd., 
LA, CA 90026) 

THE VSS-Nervous Circuits (Honey Bear) 


It’s safe to say there aren’t too many bands who sound 
quite like the VSS. I can think of some points of refer¬ 
ence, but this four-piece permutate those diffuse elements 
into a foreful expression. Slashing guitars and powerful 
drumming are essential ingredients but the distinguish¬ 
ing factor is the keyboards that create shadings, dark tex¬ 
tures and dramatic dynamics. This all comes to a head 
for the big-statement finale of “Nervous Circuits.” Krautrock 
numb-factor and hard rock jabs strained through a Jehu- 
tinged sensibility. “Lunar Weight” has more of a gothic, 
post-punky early 80s flavor. The minimialist chord pro¬ 
gressions act as a backdrop for the craziness and nu¬ 
ance to be found in the musical cracks. I wasn’t sure if I 
liked this, at first. Now I find myself drawn to its musical 
adventurousness. (PO Box 460346, SF, CA 94141 -0346) 

WALKER-Actually, Being Lonely Isn’t All That Bad 
(Harmless) 

Punk remains the refuge of the geeky, the awkward, 
those who spend a lot of time daydreaming...no wonder I 
can relate! And Walker make this universe sound so joy¬ 
ful. A mesh of punchy, loud guitars, strong bass-lines and 
plaintive vocals. Poppy without being wimpy, as the band’s 
brash punchiness adds to the emphasis. Coping by turn¬ 
ing up the volume! (1437 W. Hood, Chicago, IL 60660) 

WALLSIDE/SHAG VAN CLUB (Longbow/Makoto) 

Neither of these Michigan bands will be mistaken for 
anything sedate or fluffy. Nope—this is music of the gut- 
check variety, letting the emotions pour forth from every 
available orifice and amplifier, for that matter. Wallside hit 
hard with cascading emo power. Hard rocking and often 
explosive and turning a Sabbath song (“Tomorrow’s 
Dream) inside out. Shag Van Club use volume effectively, 
as well, but there’s an uglier tone to the guitar sound and 
a slight tribal undertow, with some crazy-jam maneuvers. 
As visceral as Wallside but still doing something a little 
bit different. SVC’s lyric sheet says the songs are about 
working for an asshole. Sounds like they mean it— 
Wallside could be conveying the same point, as well. 
( Makoto : PO Box 50403, Kalamazoo, Ml 49005) 

WAR CALLED PEACE-Everyday War (Theologian) 

War Called Peace’s new album is on Pennywise’s la¬ 
bel and that band’s guitarist, Fletcher, did the producing. 
So it should come as no surprise that they sound an aw¬ 
ful lot like that band. Fast west coast punk with busy in¬ 
strumentation, soaring vocals (although Roby doesn’t 
have Jim’s pipes) and an overall cleanness. Two ska songs 
and a punked-up version of Bob Marley’s “Real Situa¬ 
tion.” Not great, not bad... not really standing out one way 
or another. (PO Box 1070, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) 

WARZONE-Fight For Justice (Victory) 

...7 know I’m gonna die...” Sadly prophetic lyrics from 
Warzone’s mainman Raybeez, who passed away in Sep¬ 
tember. It’s always tragic when someone dies young, 
especially when that life seemed to be on the upswing. 
Warzone’s comeback/resurrection had been impressive— 
a solid lineup for a few years and a piledriving thrash/ 
punk/oi tandem that was as potent as in the “Don’t For¬ 
get The Struggle” days. Perhaps even better. “Fight For 
Justice” is a strong album throughout. Riveting and catchy 
songs and lyrics expressing an underdog determination. 
A long way from the jingoistic nationalism of “Fighting 
For Our Country" to the cynical and realistic viewpoint for 
“Hopeless Nation,” dealing with the increasing class strati¬ 
fication (albeit in fairly brpad-stroked terms). R.I.P. Ray... 
(PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 

MIKE WATT-ContemplatingThe Engine Room (Colum¬ 
bia) 

Oh lord, a concept album. Watt’s getting metaphorical 
in his old age, although it’s a welcome return to a three- 
piece format and Nels Cline is the most sympathetic gui¬ 
tar foil he’s had since the Minutemen days. The storyline 
supposedly takes place during a 24 hour period on a 
ship—Watt’s father was a career navy man and this is his 
way of paying tribute. Same for ‘The Boilerman,” which is 
about D. Boon and “Fireman Hurley” for his former drum¬ 
mer. If you listen closely, you can hear a few coy Minute- 
men quotations, as well. Poignant and adventurous, from 
the fired-up rock of “The Bluejackets’ Manual” to the 
punchy, funky “Liberty Calls!,” featuring some haunting 
guitar and bass textures. Watt handles all vocals and his 
grizzled “spiel” style, while something of an acquired taste, 
does convey an affecting gruffness. Not “Double Nickles” 
or anything (what could be?)—there’s seldom that explo¬ 
siveness—but something tells me that this is what the 
Minutemen could have sounded like today. 

WEAKERTHANS (G-7 Welcoming Committee) 

Two guys named John, one of whom used to be in 
Propagandhi, another one named Jason and this triple-J 
combination (sorry—it’s early) have a decidedly poppy 
emphasis on this album and the lyrics take on a journal 





entry, personalized focus, as well. Don’t- expect to be 
bashed over the head with an incessant punk rush, in 
other words. Some winning songs here, especially the 
surging “Wellington’s Wednesdays” and “Greatest Hits 
Collection.” Warm and inviting guitar glow and John 
Samson’s plain, gentle vocals. Sometimes slighter than I 
like, but there’s a refreshing lack of pretentiousness and 
the band’s take on pop and melody is quite different from 
that of the cookie-cutter variety. (PO Box 3-905, Corydon 
Ave., Winnipeg, MB, R3M 3S3, CANADA) 

WEIRD LOVEMAKERS-Electric Chump (Gouramie) 

The Weird Lovemakers spend too much time watch¬ 
ing bad movies, TV and listening to trashy music and have 
concocted a wild ‘n wooly smorgasbord that stir-fries all 
of the above. Punk to the core, and indulging in a 
wonderous concoction of garage, three chord catchiness, 
thrash and a few off-the-wall excursions (sitar shows up 
on one song). These guys are keenly cynical observers 
of the human condition and know how to slam home the 
high energy, hooky songs with wit and confident verve. 
(PO Box 856, Tucson, AZ 85702) 

WILL HAVEN-EI Diablo (Crisis) 

I welcome with open arms any band who feel the need 
to add to the destruction and mayhem created by other 
acts such as Deadguy, Neurosis, and Kiss It Goodbye. 
Will Haven have the murder core (I know, cheesy label) 
genre down to a tee. Cryptic lyrics, bludgeoning riffs, 
building momentous riffs, and a lead head-case who can 
scream like a banshee. A solid release with my only mi¬ 
nor complaint being that the album tends to pull in too 
many different directions of influence. One song sounds 
like Neurosis, the next like Deadguy, then Neurosis again, 
etc. A couple of the tracks, most notably the second track 
“I’ve Seen My Fate”, venture into Sepultura territory. Once 
Will Haven mold their own original sound, they will be an 
ass-kicking band. (PO Box 5232, Huntington Beach, CA 
92615) (Jason Schrears) 

WITHIN REACH-Strength Through Diversity (Side- 
kicks) 

Nope, not all hardcore is the same but, in order to do 
it right, there has to be a feeling, a drive, a passion and, 
along with those attributes, songs that connect with both 
brute force and hookiness. Within Reach pull off all of the 
above. Hard, crunching songs, a good mixture of tempos 
and a sweeping, power-packed sound. You get the im¬ 
pression that this music means everything to the mem¬ 
bers of Within Reason and they play with the zeal and 
might of true believers. (Ostra Nobelgatan 9, 703 61 
Orebro, SWEDEN) 

WITHSTAND-And Anger Was A Warm Place To Hide 
(Mayhem/Fierce) 

Surprise, surprise—these guys met each other at a 
Slayer concert. Heavy e-chord chugga chugga damage 
in the Cro-Mags vein. Angry hoarse testosterone vocals 
and some speed metal solos and intro/outros left over 
from their Slayer/Metallica days. I’d recommend this to 
the poor schmuck who has all of his/her metal records 
memorized note for note, word for word—in a desperate 
attempt to introduce him/her to our current decade. Then 
I’d hope like mad the person would like this enough to 
take it off my hands. (285 W. Broadway #300, New York, 
NY 10013) (Jason Schreurs) 

WNICO-Bon Voyage (Riot/Kill Rock Stars) 

Noisy prankster electicism from Japan. Wnico dash 
from distorted hardcore to hip-hop to reggae and do it 
with jolting, electrified panache. There’s a certain amount 
of archness and gimmickry apparent but the quick-cut 
nature of the album makes for a jarring, unpredictable 
blast. A Japanese Beastie Boys? (120 NE State St., #418, 
Olympia, WA 98501) 

WOGGLES-GetTough! (Telstar) 

Serving up the 60s-inspired, R&B-fused dance-pop 
(enough hyphens, bubba?) garage style and doing it with 
an irresistable beat. More jangle than fuzz but far from 
flowery-sounding. The Professor has the gritty resolve in 
his pipes and the songs have an exuberant, backbeat- 
bash presence. These Georgians would’ve fit well on a 
bill with the Voodoo Dolls a decade ago or the Lyres, to¬ 
day, and that’s meant as a compliment. Dance baby 
dance! (PO Box 1123, Hoboken, NJ 07030) 

WORKIN’ STIFFS-Dog Tired (East Bay Menace) 

Good ‘ol slambang punk from this Bay Area band that 
proves there’s more to California than poppy shit. Actu¬ 
ally, the Swingin’ Utters gave the area a good gut-level 
kick a few years back and the Stiffs also connect with a 
catchy, but ballsy sound. A definite UK tinge drawing on 
the appropriate oi and old punk influences and given a 
fresh burst of adrenalin. Tribute is paid to the roots with 


their medley of the Rejects’ “New Song” and Sham’s 
“Borstal Breakout” and their own tunes combine ringing, 
energetic melodies with tough-sounding vocals and ar¬ 
rangements. Simple and mighty effective. (PO Box 3313, 
Oakland, CA 94609) 

WORLD/INFERNO FRIENDSHIP SOCIETY-The True 
Story Of The Bridgewater Astral League (Gern 
Blandsten) 

It’d probably take me longer to explain this than it took 
me to play it through twice. Satire taking a kitschy kitchen 
sink approach—allegedly songs from a musical by a 
bunch of squatters and about the disappearance of an 
“indigenous punk rock population." Imagine Bryan Ferry 
fronting a pre WWII-era jazz group or gypsy troupe and 
that’s what the W/IFS are up to. In fact, ‘Tarot Americaine" 
almost sounds like early Roxy Music. Funnier than the 
Squirrel Nut Zippers and the language is certainly coarser 
than your grandparents would’ve tolerated (maybe) but 
I’m not sure if I have the patience to decipher the joke. 



(PO Box 356, River Edge, NJ 07661) 

WORMBATH-Writing On The Wall (Forty-Two) 

There’s something to be said for gumption or plucki¬ 
ness or whatever. Wormbath have those qualities and 
while their hodge-podge of punk, hardcore and ska cov¬ 
ers well-worn ground, they’re capable of the occasional 
killer track. The type that gets you bouncing around, like 
the ranty “Screwed” or hopelessly-catchy back-to-back 
“My Friends” and “Always Rain.” Those songs rescue It 
from the universe of mediocrity. (PO Box 983, Levittown, 
PA 19058) 

WRETCH LIKE ME-NewWaysTo Fall (Owned & Oper¬ 
ated) 

Beefy rock/punk/hardcore type thang. This five-piece 
have an often overpowering sound. Sometimes, Abe 
Brennan bellows in his best near-Rollins imitation and 
exerts a good amount of leather-lunged authority through¬ 
out. Too sweet to be Black Flag, too heavy to be the De¬ 
scenders, but there's definitely that well-produced, some¬ 
what polished wide-scope punk sound and some witty 
lyrical turns-the "oi oi" chant for "Punk Rock Is Big Busi¬ 
ness" and the realization that "there's a little homo in all 
of us" on "Homo." The full-roar throttle carries things along, 
nicely. (PO Box 36, Fort Collins, CO 80522) 

STEVE WYNN-Sweetness and Light (Zero Hour) 

If you’re waiting for the second coming of ‘The Days 
Of Wine and Roses,” the masterwork of Wynn’s former 
band Dream Syndicate, this won’t satisfy. And I’ll admit 
that my interest in Wynn’s work has waned quite a bit 
since that early 80s period. A few heady, psych-o-delic 
moments here—the dense ‘This Strange Effect” (a Kinks 
cover), the moodier “Ghosts,” but a line from that song 
also sums up album’s effect: “...the magic’s not really the 
same.” Maybe all this rootsiness, balladry and jangle is 
beyond my feeble comprehension but there’s something 
decidedly middle-aged sounding about this album—and 


that’s strange when you consider that Wynn’s exactly nine 
days younger than me. I guess I haven’t grown up, yet... 
oh well... (14 W. 23rd St., NY, NY 10010) 

YO LATENGO-I Can Hear The Heart Beating As One 
(Matador) 

DUMP-A Plea For Tenderness (Brinkman) 

Yo La Tengo’s mastery of diverse pop and rock forms 
continues—equally adept at gentle, blissful melodies and 
howling guitar excursions and, occasionally, those diver¬ 
gent impulses merge into something enrapturing. That 
quality manifests itself for “Deeper Into Movies,” a loud 
and droningly-gorgeous gem and one of their best-ever 
songs. “Spec Bebop” shows their expansive Velvets meets 
Krautrock minimalism side, a numbing ten-minute-plus 
instrumental. “Moby Octopad” comes from a similar muse 
as Stereolab—rhythmic, pulsating pop music. 
“Sugarcube" adds a heaping dose of distortion to the 
strong hooks and harmonies and the guitar blowtorch 
returns for “We’re An American Band” (not the Grand Funk 
song!). Even when they border on the twee—"Shadows,” 
the samba/loungeisms of “Center Of Gravity”—there’s a 
self-mocking charm that makes it easier to take. Yo La 
Tengo prove that indy rock, whatever that beast means 
or represents these days, is far from dead. Dump is Yo La 
Tengo’s James McNew’s solo project and is a sweet, slight 
‘n light pop excursion. The cute artwork (and it is 
goddamned cute) is a good indication of the gentle musi¬ 
cal contents. Not without its pleasant qualities, but there 
isn’t the sonic majesty of Yo La Tengo. Quiet, minimalist 
songs and I don’t doubt for one second that he recorded 
these songs while wearing pajamas, as is stated on the 
liner notes. ( Matador : 625 Broadway, NY, NY 10012/ 
Brinkman : PO Box 441837, Somerville, MA 02144) 

YUM YUM TREE-GIIttering Prizes And Endless Com¬ 
promises (Creation) 

So, are Jen and Adam the new Exene and John Doe? 
Not exactly, although there’s that sort of fucked-up do¬ 
mesticity for 'The Ballad Of Jeb and Darla” and the fe- 
male/male vocal tradeoffs invite that analogy. This NYC 
punk band sound as though they’re having a hoot while 
bashing out these songs. Charged and energetic, straf¬ 
ing punk, hardcore and a little metal, accompanied by 
spirited vocal screeching. Studio material plus a live set 
from CB’s and a good combination of looseness and en¬ 
ergy. (3202 21st Ave. W., Bradenton, FL 34205) 

ZEKE-Kicked In The Teeth (Epitaph) 

Kickin', sweatin', stinking rock 'n roil in all its (mostly) 
sped-up glory. Third album for Zeke and they're not about 
to make any radical change. Akin to early Supersuckers, 
with the hell-raising tandem of punk charge and 70s hard 
rock winks. Instead of lyrics, they print a restraining order 
taken out against a band member and a letter from an 
ex-girlfriend. Heartbreaking bad-asses. Role models? No. 
Effective rock 'n rollers? Damn straight, jack... (2798 Sun¬ 
set Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

ZEN GUERRILLA-Positronic Raygun (Alt. Tentacles) 

These wackos sound almost conventional on this al¬ 
bum. A dose of the hard-rockin’ blues, with an update. 
Mutant Zep, early ZZ and Jimi given shock treatment and, 
well, it does rock. “She’s Radar” and “Trouble Shake” 
shake the foundations and Marcus Durant does his best 
Robert Plant imitation, even better than that Chris Cornell 
feller. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 

ZENI GEVA-Nai-Ha/SUPERUNIT (SkinGraft, LP +12”) 

Both projects were recorded in ‘92 and are given an 
elaborate vinyl packaging here (nifty gatefold design!). 
The Zeni Geva material is punishing, heavy and doomy. 
“Intercourse" could be called thunder metal, while 
“Shirushi" lumbers along, at the outset, like early Swans 
before picking up the pace somewhat. Terminal HZ” is 
an exercise in pain-inducing tones, underpinned by the 
rumble of percussive fury. Superunit is a project involv¬ 
ing the Zeni Geva members and Steve Albini, who handles 
the vocals. Similarly heavy and crushing, although some¬ 
what more accessible on the two song, one-sided 12" 
included here. No titles—the first track is somber and 
balladesque while the second merges hard rock and noise 
in a slowed-down motif. Not a quiet storm by any stretch... 
(PO Box 257546, Chicago, IL 60625) 

ZOINKS!-Well And Good (Dr. Strange) 

Congratulations... you’ve made it to the end of the re¬ 
view section (although you still have reissues, 7”s and 
tapes to get through)... anyway, Bob Conrad, Zoinksl’s 
drummer, is often cantankerous in his zine, Second 
Guess, but there’s nothing cantankerous about this band’s 
winning punk music. Melodic, but driving and with heart 
that can’t be faked. Pleasant ear candy, but not slight¬ 
sounding. That’s about all that needs to be said about 
this one... (PO Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, CA 91701) 
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ABSOLUTION-Complete Discography (Temperance) 

Has it really been that long since these recordings were 
made—’87 and ‘88? Absolution mixed up New York-style 
thrash, heaviness and metal touches into an often-scin¬ 
tillating blend. Djinji Brown drew his vocal influence from 
both John Joseph and Ray of Today, a speak-sing inflec¬ 
tion over the band’s muscularity from guitarist Gavin Van 
Vlack (later in Burn, Die 116 and Pry), bassist Alan Pe¬ 
ters (also in Agnostic Front) and drummer Greg Johnston. 
The downside of this lengthy disc is many of the live re¬ 
cordings are piss-poor sound quality so the impact is less¬ 
ened somewhat. That’s not the case for the studio mate¬ 
rial, notably “Dead and Gone,” which throws hardcore and 
speed metal together in an expression of molten fury. 
Another part of the NYHC legacy. (PO Box 685, Northfield, 
NJ 08225) 

ACTION PATROL-1993-96 On Patrol (Whirled) 

I’ve changed my mind about these guys. I think I gave 
Action Patrol short shrift when they opened for Avail in 
‘95 and this disc proves I might have missed something. 
These nerdy, geeky guys with their matching gas-station 
attendant outfits—or whatever they are—were a damn 
good, creative punk band. More than just a punk band, in 
fact. Musically dexterous and aventurous. Happy-sound¬ 
ing and cutting, at the same time. Able to shift gears from 
sing-along bounciness to energetic jolts. Songs like “Don’t 
You Know,” “Closed Doors” and “Worthless” jab out with 
adrenalin and nervous energy. They even turn Cyndi'. 
Lauper’s “Time After Time” into a ritalin-deficient exer¬ 
cise. Immediately attention-grabbing with the opening 
couplet of ‘Tube”: 7 don’t think I’ll hold you close/I just 
think I’ll hold you responsible.” Culled from a pair of 7”s, 
their sole LP and their last-ever show. (PO Box 5431, 
Richmond, VA 23220) 

ANGELIC UPSTARTS-Rarities (Captain Oi) 

This Upstarts’ compilation includes material mainly 
from ‘80-’82, when the band was experimenting and ex¬ 
panding beyond its ramalama 3 chord punk formula. Dabs 
of reggae, acoustic folk balladry, Clash-like pop and some 
good ‘ol fashioned headbanging comprise the assortment 
of tunes here. Probably more essential for the Upstarts’ 
diehard, as not much catches my ear the way “I’m An 
Upstart” did. Still, there’s a resonant ring in “Too Long 
Gone,” “Victory In Poland” and “I Won’t Pay For Liberty.” 
The Bo Diddley shuffle of “Living In Exile” is kind of cool, 
too. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA, 
ENGLAND) 

ANTI-The Hardcore Years 1980-84 (Grand Theft Au¬ 
dio) 

“What’re you rebelling against?" “Whattya got?” A 
James Dean quote, an Anti review. Pissed off California 
youth who put out some kickass recordings in the early- 
to-mid 80s. The occasional (early) Social D flourish 
popped up, but Anti were much rougher-sounding and 
way more politicized. Three albums worth of high-pow¬ 
ered aggro with no sugar-coating. Early 80s California 
hardcore is still something special—a sense of danger, 
intensity and without the spoonfed, formulaic, too fucking 
organized feeling you get today. Playing music that 
could’ve gotten your ass kicked, in more ways than one. 
The howl of youth once again revived. (501 W. Glenoaks 
Blvd., #513, Glendale, CA 91202) 

ANTI-ESTABLISHMENT-The Oi! Collection (Captain 
Oi) 

Anti-Establishment are probably somewhat obscure 
to US listeners, although I do remember hearing their 
single “No Trust” and “Future Girl” on the radio back in 
the early 80s. The UK band’s 3 singles and a carload of 
unrleased tracks, some of which are hampered by Gavin 
Gritton’s high-in-the-mix, not quite there-yet vocals. That’s 
not a fatal flaw, though. Straightforward, rough punk songs 
and an edgy gnash. The band’s affecting crudeness 
worked to their advantage. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, 
Bucks HP10 8QA, ENGLAND) 

AUTOCLAVE (Dischord/Mira) 

Before Christina Billotte was in Slant 6 and Mary 
Timony formed Helium, they played together in a pleas¬ 
ant outfit known as Autoclave. This CD compiles their 
complete recorded output, clocking in at just under half 
an hour. The dueling guitars are reminiscent of the Au 
Pairs, at times, and they nicely complement Billotte’s un¬ 
derstated vocals. With the possible exception of “Bulls 
Eye,” the songs are completely vitriol-free, with jumpy 
tempo-changes and sharp, jagged guitar noodling. Auto¬ 
clave elaborate upon musical traditions founded in the 
post-punk ’80s, yet yield something completely fresh and 


unclassifiable. very cat-like, mid-tempo and strangely 
appealing. My only complaint is that there isn’t more. 
(3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 20007) (Anna) 

BAD BRAINS-Omega Sessions (Victory, EP) 

On the Bad Brains’timeline, these five songs recorded 
in 1980 fall between the “Black Dots” sessions that 
Caroline just reissued and the still-amazing ROIR ses¬ 
sions that remain their greatest accomplishment. The fe¬ 
rocious roar was clearly in place for “At The Movies” and 
“Attitude.” Doc’s solo for "Movies” is incendiary. There’s 
also an potent version of “I Against I,” which didn’t sur¬ 
face in any form until the 1986 album of the same name. 
“Stay Close To Me” is a punked-up calypso track that 
served as the b-side of “Pay To Cum” and the straight 
reggae of “I Luv I Jah” that drones on a little too long. 
Reservations about the rasta trip aside, these guys were 
doing things in 1980 that few other punk-type bands could 
come close to. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 

CHEIFS-Holly-West Crisis (Flipside) 

Only knew about this band from one song I had on a 
cassette (the super-catchy “Blues”) and their collectability 
status so this CD is quite a treat. Basic, tough California 
punk spawned on the beaches and it’s easy to tell that 
the Descendents’ early material drew some inspiration 
from these guys—the raspy, post-adolescent vocals and 
scrappy punk sound. In fact, another song, ‘The Lonlies,” 
jogs the memory bank and I’d be willing to bet that I once 
thought it was by Milo and the boys. Recorded between 
‘80 and ‘82, taken from 7”s and compilations, plus six 
previously unreleased tracks. To use the west coast par¬ 
lance of the time, pretty fuckin’ gnarly. (PO Box 60790, 
Pasadena, CA 91116) 

CIRCLE ONE-Are You Afraid (Grand Theft Audio) 

John Macias was one unique dude—a bad-ass punk 
rocker and a devout Christian. Killed by the cops when 
he got into an altercation over preaching the gospel on a 
pier. Anti-authoritarian, anti-military, anti-racist but, ulti¬ 
mately, believing that Satan was causing society’s down¬ 
fall, even going so far to castigate homosexuals on “Gos¬ 
pel." Some of his bandmates and even Brian GTA, who 
put this collection together, didn’t buy John’s trip. Need¬ 
less to say, this is the classic mixed bag, at least from a 
lyrical point of view. Musically, the band played in a hard/ 
fast vein with some melodic/dramatic undertows. Not up 
to the level of some of their early 80s SoCal brethren, 
though certainly racing with a fierce attack. The earlier 
demos, recorded before Macias totally went on the God 
trip and featuring a rougher sound, fare the best here. 
Interesting band. (501 W. Glenoaks Blvd., #513, Glen¬ 
dale, CA 91202) 

CRUX/SAMPLES-The OiSCollection (Captain Oi) 

Emptying the vault for a* pair of semi-obscure No Fu¬ 
ture Records bands from the early 80s. Crux don’t elicit a 
strong reaction one way or the other—just a standard, 
scrappy street-punk/skinhead band with adequate 
amounts of punch ‘n spirit, but not anything to lace up 
your Docs for (ha!). The Samples are an example of a 
band improving with age. Their early work was tentative, 
not-too-hot punk music but, with the fired-up "Dead Hero" 


and “Fire Another Round,” they came into their own with 
a tough and melodic combination. “Nobody Cares” is glo¬ 
riously tuneful. The bulk of these songs are previously 
unreleased. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 
8QA, ENGLAND) 

DEAD BOYS-Younger, Louder & SnottieriThe Rough 
Mixes (Bomp) 

This was available in slightly altered form as an LP, 
about four or five years ago. Not that the final mix of “Young 
Loud and Snotty” was pop music, but there’s a definite 
increase in the in-your-face qualities of this album. Chee¬ 
tah Chrome’s razor-wire (and occasionally melodic) gui¬ 
tar licks are clearly more audible. They’ve also restored a 
previously-truncated chunk at the conclusion of “Ain’t 
Nothin’To Do.” that adds on nearly a minute more of frenzy. 
‘Young Loud and Snotty” has a special place for me— 
one of the first punk LP’s I bought in 1977, after seeing 
their rather ugly mugs in Circus magazine’s punk special 
section—or maybe it was in Time magazine. It has been 
twenty years, after all. Cut of the same cloth as the 
Stooges’ “Raw Power,” which means unfettered, block- 
engine guitar snarl, animalistic vocals from Mr. Stiv Bators 
and taking the rawness to a different level. These songs 
are part of the timeless punk lexicon and, while certainly 
derivative of both Mr. Pop and Mr. Thunders, the Dead 
Boys upped the ante. They played like they just did not 
give a fuck. Hearing the opening chord salvo of “Sonic 
Reducer still sends shivers the same way “Search and 
Destroy” did. Indelibly etched into my mind. At the time, 
this song opened a brave new world of sinister musical 
intent to an impressionable 17 year old. Nope, my media 
class at Swampscott High definitely was not ready for 
this sort o’thing when I brought ‘Young, Loud and Snotty" 
to play, one day. And I bet they’re still not. That’s just 
fine...and I hope a new generation discovers the power 
of these performances. (PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 
91510) 

DEAD MILKMEN-Death Rides A Pale Cow (The Ulti¬ 
mate Collection) (Restless) 

How can they call it an ultimate collection when they 
didn’t include ‘Taking Retards To The Zoo”? Huh, huh? 
Tell me, dammit! Well, that egregious 'omission aside, 
everything you’d want on a Dead Milkmen anthology (as¬ 
suming you even want a DM anthology) is here. The Milk¬ 
men weren’t always as funny as they thought they were 
and sometimes got a little bit precious (especially later in 
their carrer) but they definitely had their moments of silly 
brilliance. “Bitchin* Camaro” is, of course, at the top of 
the list and smart-assedly lampoons that Jersey Shore/ 
white trash mentality. "Instant Club Hit” aka ‘You’ll Dance 
To Anything” blows sophomoric spitballs at the aqua-net/ 
dance club crowd and, as a long-time despiser of any¬ 
thing that’s called dance music, I still go “right on" at the 
synthesizer-generated “art-fag" putdown. “Labor Day,” an 
unreleased song, makes the fear of Jerry Lewis all too 
real. Musical jesters, playing a lightweight but often unique 
manner and with some truly inspirational cultural refer¬ 
ences. (1616 Vista Del Mar Ave., Hollywood, CA 90028) 

DICKS-1980-1986 (Alternative Tentacles) 

It must’ve taken balls the size of Texas to be a cross- 





dressing, loud-mouthed, left-wing punk rocker in that state 
in the late 70s/early 80s but that’s exactly what Mr. Gary 
Floyd was. And he put up, instead of shutting up, as the 
lead mouth for the Dicks. This compilation is long-over¬ 
due. Although the later incarnation of the band, with Gary 
the sole original member (having relocated to San Fran¬ 
cisco), had its moments of plucky aggro, it’s the original 
Dicks that left the imprint. “Dicks Hate The Police” is an 
unforgettable expression of rage. An ugly gnarl of guitar 
and Gary’s bawl of “mommy mommy mommy” the open¬ 
ing salvo of defiance. The refrain “I’ve had a bad day” is 
still not far under my breath to this day and the band’s 
gnashing style and osmosis of jazzy, funky and punk 
modes made for a jarring, original sound. Tension boils 
over for “Dead In A Motel Room,” “Rich Daddy,” “Anti- 
Klan" and the nasty “Saturday Night At The Bookstore.” 
Jittery, slashing and punk to the core while smashing the 
barriers of conventionality at the same time. By the time 
Gary joined up with the newer Dicks, the politics were 
even more up-front and the thorniness still in evidence, 
albeit in a slightly less-crazed framework—still, “I Hope 
You Get Drafted,”“Off-Duty Sailor" and "Decent and Clean" 
exude a good amount of urgency, just not the crazed 
danger of the early 80s. Now, how about reissues of those 
early albums? (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 

88 FINGERS LOUIE-88 Fingers Up Your Ass (Hope¬ 
less) 

Those metal lords, 88 Fingers Louie, compile their 
single and 10" tracks, tacking on some and live material 
(both from just before their mid-’96 breakup) for a well- 
rounded throttle-fest. I say metal lords 'cause the cover is 
a parody of Metallica’s "Metal Up Your Ass” demo and 
"Irreparable Damage” beats the tough-guy hardcore/ 
speed metallurgists at their own game. But it’s a ruse. 
There’s a good amount of beefy Chicago punk gusto in 
88FL’s sound but it’s also chock full of melody and 
catchiness. Played at a breakneck pace and with sting¬ 
ing verve, especially ‘Try It Again,” “Call It A Night” and 
their version of AOF’s “My Father’s Dreams.” “Past Mis¬ 
takes," meanwhile, is chipper and poppy but played with 
straight-ahead force and proves they hadn’t shot their load 
before splitting up—same goes for the live tracks. Sorry 
to see 'em go. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 

FIXTURES-Dangerous Music Defect (Know) 

Comp of earlier recordings spanning ‘86-’93. Kevin’s 
melodramatic vocals dominate the proceedings. A basso- 
timbred instrument that conveys sarcasm, passion and 
pathos. The Fixtures play punk with some offbeat twists— 
instrumentally adept and unpredictable arrangements, 
with the occasional metal lick, but never losing its ener¬ 
getic focus and the lyrical thrust is politically-charged. 
Their “Support The Troops?” was a welcome antidote to 
the jingoism of the ‘91 Gulf War, for instance. Away from 
the norm. (PO Box 3645, Long Beach, CA 90803) 

THE FREEZE-Token Bones (Dr. Strange) 

The long-promised odds ‘n ends Freeze compilation 
and putting some impossible-to-find songs on one handy 
disc. Even their awful stab at a new wave ballad, “Don’t 
Forget Me Tommy.” But the a-side of that 1980 single was 
“I Hate Tourists” and may be one of the greatest fuck- 
you’s to vacationing interlopers ever caught on wax. A 
bubbly punk anthem with one hell of a chorus—7 hate 
tourists, tourist suck/it’s only their daughters I want to fuck/ 
There isn’t a tourist that I don’t hate so get the hell out of 
my state!” Yup, us Mass, residents are mighty parochial. 
The “Boston Not LA” songs are also included, along with 
two outtakes from that session and the follow-up 7" “Guilty 
Face.” Embracing hardcore’s ticked-off explosiveness but 
not marching in lockstep with the accepted paradigms of 
the “Boston crew” experience. The disc is rounded out by 
miscellaneous compilation appearances (their take on the 
Germs’“Lexicon Devil” seethes with tooth-baring venom), 
some songs from their ‘90s output and a couple of 
unreleased songs that aren’t too great, unfortunately: the 
fair-to-middling hard rock of ‘Touched” and somewhat 
subdued "Loading Zone” (keyboards and acoustic guitar 
on a Freeze song?). The other unreleased song, 1989’s 
“Die For Life” catches the band during their “lost,” drugged- 
out years and has an about-to-crack undertow. A punk 
band to the core, but the Freeze never went with the flow— 
and they maintain the same independent, hard-hitting 
fervor to this day. Some of the newer material collected 
here more than proves that point. (PO Box 7000-117, 
Alta Loma.CA 91701) 

GAMEFACE-Remlnder (Dr. Strange) 

’90-'92 recordings culled from 7"s, demos and 
miscellania from this poppy band and, while somewhat 
more palatable than their recent, gooey-sounding mate¬ 
rial, still not much more than a historical artifact or bou¬ 
quet to the true believers (and I know there are quite a 
few of them here in Boston). The uncredited acoustic 
outtake of M June M is actually well-done and other songs 


brim with a spunky energy level- M Noticed Too Late,” 
“Beach Chair" and such early demo tracks as "Accept It" 
and "Streets Of Justice," in particular. Beyond that, though, 
I’ll leave it to the die-hards. (PO Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, 
CA 91701) 

HALO OF FLIES-Music For Insect Minds (AmRep) 

Motherfuckin’ Halo Of Flies! Before Tom Hazelmyer 
became a full-time label mogul and Tim Mac dedicated 
his energies to running the AmRep studio, they comprised 
2/3 of this sound-wrecking unit. Hard, aggressive, churn¬ 
ing ROCK with a mod-style undertow that they were more 
blatant about on later singles. Haze’s guitar spat out the 
sparks and his axe-sling and bile-filled vocals were 
complemented by Mac’s supple, earth-shifting bass-lines 
and feisty drumming by John Anglim (for most of the time). 
There are some truly scorching moments, here—the 
slashing, careening “No Time” and “Headburn,” the equally 
furious “DDT Beat 69” and nifty Cramps and Urinals cov¬ 
ers (“Human Fly,” “I’m A Bug”). The latter two tracks are 
new additions to this reissue, along with “Jagged Time 
Lapse." Even on their comparitively conventional debut 
single, "Rubber Room,” the updating of hard rockin’ 60s 
forms was well underway. They may claim this “ain’t no 
heartfelt shit,” but the Haloes’ passion for high energy 
rock ‘n roll was never in doubt during their 1985-91 ca¬ 
reer of evil. (2645 1st Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 

HAPPY GO LICKY-Will Play (Peterbilt/Dischord) 

All four members of Rites Of Spring, in a 1987-88 in¬ 
carnation, and sounding nothing like that band or any 
other band the members (Eddie Janney, Guy Picciotto, 
Michael Fellows, Brendan Canty) were affiliated with be¬ 
fore or after. Live recordings and exploring sparser, 
gloomier terrain. With the ominous bass-lines and shock- 
effect guitar tone, there’s a spectre of Joy Division and 
early Pere Ubu, perhaps even Mission Of Burma, espe¬ 
cially for “Suzuki,” “Peterbilt” and “Ansol.” Tense, sporadi¬ 
cally explosive—"Pastel Blue Eyes" erupts into a spin¬ 
ning, cascading soundball. “Abandon Me” has an appeal¬ 
ing, frayed melodicism. Not all of it works, but there are 
moments within this hodgepodge of recordings that are 
gripping. (3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 20007) 

HONOR ROLE-Album (Merge) 

Underrated, unheralded band from Virginia (post- 
Honor Role bands include Breadwinner, Kepone and 
Coral) that released a couple of albums and some 7”s 
over a six year stretch in the 80s. Flowing through jagged, 
angular realms, as well as quieter and dreamier scapes. 
You always hear about Slint influencing bands—Honor 
Role might have been one of that band’s inspirations. 
“Lives Of The Saints #135," off their smokin’ “Craig Olive” 
7", is a jarring, propulsive rocker that still stands as their 
best. It’s preceded a few songs before by the gorgeous 
“Break The Ice,” with haunting flute and acoustic guitar 
mixed into the equation. “Anonymous Cave” slithers and 
snakes with creepy subversion, while “Observation” is 
surging and hooky. Rich in scope and blending brawn 
with grace—done at a time when rock on independent 
labels wasn’t so predictable nor so genre specific. (PO 
Box 1235, Chapel Hill, NC 27514) 

IGGY & THE STOOGES-Raw Power (Cotumbia/ 
Legacy)/The Year Of The Iguana (Bomp)/California 
Bleeding (Bomp) 

IGGY POP-KIng Biscuit Flower Hour Presents (King 
Biscuit) 

Is having Iggy remix “Raw Power” tampering with his¬ 
tory? Is it painting a mustache on the Mona Lisa? I’ve 
been listening to “Raw Power" in its original, Bowie-fied 
mix since 1976 and it takes some adjustment to hear this 
album in any different manner, although the “Rough 
Power” rough mix album on Bomp gave an idea. At the 
outset, it should be stated that “Raw Power” is one of the 
greatest albums of all time. A piercing call to arms that 
was crazier and more unhinged than anything to come 
out in 1973—of this I am pretty certain. No matter how 
many thousands of times I’ve heard “Search and Destroy,” 
“Death Trip” or the title track, it still hits home. As for the 
remix, I have mixed impressions. The crudity of the origi¬ 
nal mix, as much as the bottom-end and rhythm guitar 
were inaudible, is a part of history and a part of its charm. 
But it’s not an unlistenable desecration, by any stretch, 
although on “Search and Destroy,” the rhythm guitar is 
brought so far up that it sounds more-distorted than the 
original. As ripping as the effect is, there’s too much top 
end. Fortunately, that’s not a common occurrence and, 
among the improvements, the bitter acoustic/electric 
“Gimme Danger" and “I Need Somebody” come into bet¬ 
ter focus, “Raw Power” restores Iggy’s opening puke 
sound and “Death Trip" maintains its insane guitar sizzle- 
whizzle. In fact, James Williamson’s axe-busting on this 
song is murderous! Another new wrinkle is Iggy’s ranting 
over the penultimate guitar pyrotechnics. In-depth recol¬ 
lections about the album from Iggy on the liner notes im¬ 


prove on the original CD packaging, needless to say. But 
this die-hard purist would still like the original mix to be 
available ‘cause...well, it should still exist, not be replaced. 
Both mixes could’ve easily fit on this disc and it’d be nice 
for the consumer to have a choice. In any form, though, 
everyone reading this absolutely must own this album. 
That’s an order! 

“Year Of The Iguana” is another Bomp repackaging of 
outtakes and alternate takes from 72 and 73. No new 
light shed, although I’ll never get tired of hearing “I Got A 
Right” or “Gimme Some Skin” and the 73 rehearsal take 
of “Raw Power” is pretty riveting. But it’s only for the insa¬ 
tiable completist. The well is pretty tapped, at this point. 
Or maybe not quite... “California Bleeding” is probably 
also only for the true diehard but it does unearth some 
live recordings from two of Iggy’s 1973 Whisky shows 
and an early 74 SF show. Most of the sound-quality is 
very crude and the song selection doesn’t always high¬ 
light his best work but there’s an incendiary “Search & 
Destroy" and rollicking “Wet My Bed." But Iggy needs a 
geography lesson since he sings “down in Mississippi, 
down in New Orleans.” The music is interspersed with 
short interview segments, making it sound like a docu¬ 
mentary. Excellent liner notes and photos—so Iggy-files 
will probably appreciate it. 

A good chunk of the King Biscuit CD has been circu¬ 
lating for years as a promo-only LP called “Live At The 
Channel,” recorded at that Boston club in 1988 (yeah, I 
was there and it was the first time I’d seen him live). 
Backed by a hard-rocking quartet—Andy McCoy (Hanoi 
Rocks), Alvin Gibbs (UK Subs!), Paul Garristo (PFurs) 
and Seamus Beaghen (Madness)—Iggy veers in and out 
of the semi-mannered, lower-register voice he favored 
for most of that decade but loosens up and regains his 
wildman footing by the time they get to the encores of 
“No Fun” and “I Wanna Be Your Dog.” Half the material 
comes from the “Instinct” album Iggy was touring behind 
and is competent, if unexceptional straight rock but the 
proceedings are spiced up with a solid “Kill City," “1969," 
“1970" and “Five Foot One.” “Search and Destroy” does 
seem somewhat neutralized, though. Loose and soulful, 
but also in control. I still remember marveling at Iggy’s 
endurance and stamina in that stifling club and the thrill 
at hearing those indelibly brain-etched songs by the guy 
responsible for them. His 90s shows have been even 
better and those should be documented, as well. ( Bomp : 
PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 

ILL REPUTE-Positive Charged (Grand Theft Audio) 

Pure 100% Nardcore. Ill Repute were part of the fer¬ 
tile Oxnard, CA punk scene of the early 80s. Some other 
bands of note from that area/time were Dr. Know, 
Agression, Stalag 13 and Scared Straight (now Ten Foot 
Pole). Most of these recordings come from two 1982 ses¬ 
sions, along with live tracks from ‘82 and ‘85 and a world 
removed from the more-or-less pop-core sound the cur¬ 
rent incarnation of III Repute cultivates today.That means 
fast and aggressive with little sugar-coating. A hard, rough 
and basic buzz that took its inspiration from the devil- 
may-care LA punk sound. Black Flag’s spectre is one 
present characteristic but III Repute’s sentiments strayed 
from the angst/pain of that band. Just as anti-social, anti¬ 
authoritarian but also anti-fashion and expressing their 
ideas in a plain-spoken manner. The roar of disaffected 
youth. (501 W. Glenoaks Blvd., #513, Glendale, CA 
91202) 

INFERNO-Death & Madness (Grand Theft Audio) 

European hardcore wasn’t always such a copycat of 
the american experience...that’s not completely true, to¬ 
day, as some bands keep the continent’s tradition of manic 
intensity alive but, most of the time, you get bands trying 
to imitate the tough-guy East Coast or poppy/punk West 
Coast styles. Hailing from Germany, Inferno’s heyday was 
in the mid-80s—by the time the “Die Ruhe Vor Dem Sturm” 
EP came out in 1985, they were a formidable battering 
ram of a unit. Breathless tempos and savage riffing, but 
tempered with a melodic undercurrent.. "Ein Alptraum?" 
even starts with an acoustic intro and the bassline works 
its tuneful wonders underneath the fray. That EP was re¬ 
leased as a split LP with Execute in the US and has been 
unavailable for years. The “Sohn Gottes” EP continues in 
a similar vein. A good chunk of this disc consists of a 
lengthy ‘83 demo, recorded in all its rough crudity and 
exuding the flesh-flaying hardcore blaze of the time, al¬ 
though still underpinned by strong bass work. A some¬ 
times-distorted, but savage live recording from ‘86 rounds 
out this 30+ track compendium. Overlooking the sonic 
deficiencies of the demo tracks, this is a blistering dose 
of Euro-core. (501 W. Glenoaks Blvd., #513, Glendale, 
CA 91202) 

JACK ACID-Everything (New Disorder) 

About two years ago, this girl made me a mix tape 
that contained a great song by Jack Acid called “Parents 
Are Really Weird." This new CD purports to contain ev- 



erything that Jack Acid ever released (plus ten songs re¬ 
corded live during their last show in ’92), yet it does not 
have the aforementioned song, except in the form of a 
comparitively inferior live version. That discrepancy aside, 
this is nearly an hour's worth of outstanding punk rock, 
with an occassional lapse into a ska-influenced sound 
(they even yelled “pick it up!" in “Jaywalking," but I couldn’t 
tell whether it was sincere or not). With the exception of 
one dud, each song comes complete with a hook and 
socially conscious (or at least interesting) lyrics. The male/ 
female vocal harmonies occassionally clash but usually 
complement each other very nicely (bassist/vocalist 
Elspeth’s voice, which is alternately low, screamy, sneery, 
and unsteady, may be an aquired taste... at least it was 
for me). There’s an admirable reworking of “Cheap Trag¬ 
edies" by the Avengers, a band who rocked out on the 
other side of the Bay about 20 years ago. All three mem¬ 
bers of Jack Acid are solid instrumentalists, and the songs 
they make will glue themselves to your consciousness. 
(445 14 St, San Francisco CA 94103) (Anna) 

KEROSENE 454-Race (Polyvinyl) 

A re-release of the “Situation At Hand” LP, as well as 
all of Kerosene 454’s EPs, comp tracks, and unreleased 
material. This CD covers a lot of musical ground (some 
of their older stuff is a lot more poppy) and member 

changes between 92-95, all before their ii- 

sive Dischord/Slowdime album “Came By 
To Kill Me." I’ve always wondered if I would 
be quite as keen on Kerosene 454 if I hadn’t 
seen their amazing live show before hear¬ 
ing them recorded. The vocals are very dis¬ 
tinctive and gruff, the songs swell and flow 
in huge waves that either immediately crash 
into shore or drone into a dull calm. Guitars 
are often thrashed and pounded during oth¬ 
erwise quiet parts which is a very interesting 
effect. And the rhythm section is balled up 
tighter than an angry fist. I would suggest see¬ 
ing them live and then buying their stuff for 
maximum enjoyment. (PO Box 1885, Danville, 

FL, 61834-1885) (Jason Schreurs) 

KUDGEL-Chimp Is Dead (Super 8) 

I don’t look back on the early 90s (well, ’92 
and ’93) with all that much affection. Mostly for 
personal reasons. Musically for me, it was 
something of a period of dabbling-embracing 
noisier, chaotic rock forms and curtailing involve¬ 
ment with the punk scene. Kudgel were around 
then and I wasn't really enamored with them as 
a live band, although frontman Mark Erdody cut 
quite a figure in a dress. A somewhat rotund, 
left-handed guitar-playing guy from New Hamp¬ 
shire who liked to play all hunched over and in 
drag. Anyway, this collection of recordings is a 
cause for re-evalutation. Inside the band's sonic 
swarm is a subtle melodicism. No, it ain't pop 
music but there's something almost haunting 
about the surging guitar signatures that float over 
the mesh of bass gnarl and skull-rattling drum¬ 
ming. “15 Second Crush" and "Jump Ball," as 
frayed as they sound, convey this almost sublime 
hookiness. These guys had something going for 
them. (PO Box 4023, Boston, MA 02101) 

LARM-Extreme Noise (Coalition) 

L8rm was a British hardcore band that grew out 
of the remnants of the scene that produced Dis- _ 
charge and took on aspects of the newly emerging sec¬ 
ond wave of American straight edge. That said, this CD 
compiles 75 tracks of quick-core. These tracks were re¬ 
corded before the NYHC sound brought the theory of 
“good" production to the genre, and the music here takes 
an approach that is nearly lo-fi. Most people (me included) 
will find that they can only handle about 10 minutes at a 
time of this, but it does make a worthwhile document/ 
curiosity, (c/o Jeroen Vrijhoef, Visotterstraat 54, 6532 CK 
Nijmegan, NETHERLANDS) (Phil Lerman) 

LED ZEPPELIN-BBC Sessions (Atlantic, dbl. CD) 

Reviewing Zep in a punk rag. Such sacrilege. Hey 
listen—if the children of the 80s can laud the putrid likes 
of Poison or Motley Crue (who sucked after “Shout At 
The Devil"), then this old fart can ruminate on the music 
of his formative years. Plain fact is Led Zeppelin were a 
virtual wrecking machine during the '69-71 period of these 
recordings. Taking the blues and fusing it with heavy rock 
dynamics. For all the excess, there was a soulfulness 
and an acknowledgement of rock’s true roots. The first 
disc comes from four different 1969 radio performances. 
Burning renditions of “Communication Breakdown” (still 
one of the hottest riffs they ever came up with), the 
wrenching blues of “Dazed and Confused” (more effec¬ 
tive in its truncated form here than the 18 minute mon¬ 
strosity on Disc 2) and “How Many More Times.” The sec¬ 


Troubleman) 

Sounds like Mike from Troubleman did some hound¬ 
ing to get this retrospective CD together for jangly emo 
band Lync. A collection of all 14 songs of their recorded 
material has moments of brilliance but, like a lot of dis¬ 
cographies, this ends up dragging on a bit. Tracks 1 -5 
were done with Pat atYo Yo and have a sweet subdued 
sound. But, my favorite session by far is the seven songs 
done with Tim Green in late ’93. Here we hear a raw en¬ 
ergized and crackly vocalled style of indie pop. Interest¬ 
ing band that is well worth documenting in this format. 
(PO Box 7154, Olympia, WA 98507 (Jason Schreurs) 

LYRES-The Early Years—1979-1983 (Crypt) 

Jeff “Monoman” Conolly is a walking encyclopedia of 
rock ‘n roll, especially that of the 60s variety and he’s 
devoted the last 20 years to keeping those sounds alive, 
first with DMZ and then with The Lyres. A zillion mem¬ 
bers have come and gone over the years but Monoman’s 
always been there, bashing his tambourine against his 
tattered organ and soulfully enunciating the crucial quali¬ 
ties of this music. This disc compiles a live ‘83 radio broad¬ 
cast and other assorted live recordings from 79 to '81 
and it’s a rockin’ good time. The radio version of their first 
single, "How Do You Know,” was their first local tape 
to get airing and a superior version to that on the 
record. The 1981 Boston tracks are a rough 'n 
tumble delight, featuring most of the DMZ lineup 
and they positively tear through “Skinny Minnie," 
the Kingsmen’s “Since You’ve Been Gone” and the 
Customs’ “Long Gone." "Busy Body” and “What A 
Girl Can’t Do” make it impossible to sit still. Never 
mere revivalists, although most of the material 
here consists of cover versions...but the Lyres give 
the songs their own stamp of authenticity. Shake 
it up, mofo! (1250 Long Beach Ave., Suite #310, 
Los Angeles, CA 90021) 

MADBOX-Making Haste, Slowly (Super 8) 

Noise-wring painbringing by this early 90s 
Boston aggregation. Awash in a bath of feed¬ 
back, hammer-party aggro and the occasional 
experiment gone wrong. An ugly, but often en¬ 
ticing mess of a disc. The earliest material al¬ 
most has a dubby flavor. The all-out volume at¬ 
tack came with subsequent recordings and this 
sort of swill pisses all over the "grunge" of the 
time. It's a case of "you've got to be in the 
mood" and that mood is sullen, dark and with 
thoughts of violence. (PO Box 4023, Boston 
MA 02101) 

MARGINAL MAN-ldentity (Dischord) 

My first apartment was one room. It was 1984, 

I had on Marginal Man’s first record, one of 
my “didn’t get punk or hardcore" friends 
shows up, hears Steve Polcari’s extended 
growl on ‘Torn Apart" and goes “this is AW¬ 
FUL!” I knew right there that the world didn’t 
get it and that was just fine. I was part of a 
community, dammit, a semi-secret society 
with its own style of music that abraded the 
general public. Marginal Man came out of 
the fertile DC scene and took the frantic/ 
fast approach and infused it with melody, 
texture and skillful arranging. Other bands 
from the area were doing the same thing— 
the Faith, most notably. “Missing Rungs," “Marginal Man," 
“Emotional Scars” and “Pandora’s Box” keep with the 
speedy legacy but the melodic buildup for “Identity," the 
brooding seethe of “Fallen Pieces” and the glorious pop 
of “Friend" execute a move beyond any simple thrash 
ghetto. And with an emphasis on a personalized lyrical 
style, some could conceivably trace the roots of emo to 
here, but let’s not get into that. It’s not Marginal Man’s 
fault... These nine songs hold up remarkably well. (3819 
Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 20007) 

MISFITS-Static Age (Caroline) 

Here we go again...now “Static Age," originally included 
with the box set, is out as a single disc and has three 
extra tracks—"She "“Spinal Remains”and the previously- 
unavailable “In The DoorwayNo matter the configura¬ 
tion, this is still some of the Misfits’ best material. Guitar 
that buzzes like a hornet’s nest, Danzig’s embryonic croon 
and some unforgettable tunes. Only the Misfits could turn 
a song about the Kennedy assassination (“Bullet") into a 
chainsaw joy. Same for “Last Caress," ‘We Are 138” and 
“Hybrid Moments.” Yes, it’s a crass marketing strategy, to 
get the diehards who bought the box to shell out again 
for a couple of extra tracks but that’s the music biz. From 
an artistic standpoint, this album’s a killer. (104 W. 29th 
NY, NY 10001) 

MISSION OF BURMA-Signals, Calls and Marches 
(Ryko)/Vs. (Ryko)/The Horrible Truth About Burma 


ond disc is a 71 concert, also recorded for broadcast 
and features an incendiary “Immigrant Song,” “Heart- 
breaker” and “Black Dog.” Not always as mesmerizing— 
I was never a huge fan of the acoustic “Going To Califor¬ 
nia” or ‘That’s The Way” and "Stairway To Heaven” is com¬ 
pletely overplayed, of course. Still, these recordings are 
a better live Zep proposition than the bloated “Song Re¬ 
mains The Same” and the band sounds young and hun¬ 
gry. I’ll, take this over a whole truckload of modern rock 
pretenders, who, after all, are still tapping the sound these 
guys created. 

LURKERS-Beggars Banquet Singles Collection (Ana- 
gram)/Fulham Fallout (Captain Oi!)/God’s Lonely Men 
(Captain Oil) 

.The Lurkers were never one of the top-tier UK punk 
bands but certainly have a credible legacy. They also had 
a distinct sound and eschewed the spiky/leather fashion 
element, as well. Three of ‘em sported long hair, for cryin’ 
out loud—a definite punk fashion faux-pas! Exuding the 
three chord burn of the day, but also tempered with a 
poppy touch that came into clearer focus with later re¬ 
leases—just comparing the primitive bash of “Mass Me¬ 
dia Believer” or “Freak Show” with the much-more me¬ 
lodic “Out In The Dark” proves that point. But the 
Lurkers always main¬ 


tained 

a certain scrappiness to go with the 
hooks, especially for the likes of “Ain’t Got A Clue,” “Just 
Thirteen” and “Cyanide”. And they acknowledge the roots, 
with a cover of “Pills,” written by Bo Diddley and rejiggered 
by the New York Dolls on their first album. Those tracks 
all appear on the “Singles” collection and all of the mate¬ 
rial from “Singles” appears on either the 26 track (!) reis¬ 
sue of “Fulham Fallout,” their first full-length album or 
sophomore “God’s Lonely Men,” fleshed out to 23 songs 
with the extras. "Fulham” is a classic longplayer—a rau¬ 
cous dose of punk, from the tuneful jolt of “Ain’t Got A 
Clue” and “Hey You” to the bash-it-up rendition of ‘Then I 
Kicked Her” (sic) to the scorching instrumental “Go Go 
Go” that gives Gen X’s ‘Youth Youth Youth” a run for its 
money in the guitar pyrotechnics department. Some first- 
class punk. “God’s Lonely Men” has a handful of classic 
burners but is somewhat less energized than its prede¬ 
cessor. Still, "Room 309” and “God’s Lonely Men” hit with 
an energetic jolt. The post-”God’s” songs, including the 
“New Guitar In Town” single and some later demos, indi¬ 
cated a move towards a Stones-ier, rock 'n roll direction. 
A somewhat-subdued closing to the first chapter of this 
band’s story... ( Anagram : distr. by Cherry Red, Bishops 
Park House, 25-29 Fulham High St., London SW6 3JH/ 
Captain Qi!: PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 
8QA, ENGLAND) 

LYNC-Remembering The Fireballs (Part 8) (K/ 




(Ryko) 

One of the finest and most-unique bands that Boston 
ever produced finally have their material adequately an¬ 
thologized. More than adequately—previously, the bulk 
of these songs were crammed onto one 80 minute disc 
and the vinyl has been unavailable for years. This is the 
first time all the songs from the live “Horrible Truth” have 
been available on CD. During Mission Of Burma’s career 
(79-’83), distinctions and musical labels weren’t as im¬ 
portant. They embraced the chaotic, aggressive nature 
of punk (and hardcore towards the end of their days) but 
Burma came from an artier, noisier direction. The basic 
trio lineup was augmented by Martin Swope’s tape- 
loops—not a dominant factor, but a subtler part of the 
mix. Guitarist Roger Miller grew up in Ann Arbor, Ml and 
was certainly inspired by the loud sounds that state pro¬ 
duced during the late 60s/early 70s. There’s also good 
reason why Burma covered Pere Ubu’s “Heart Of Dark¬ 
ness.” A similar harnessing of strangeness and sonic 
decay with driving rock, although Burma were never as 
experimental as Ubu. Throw in a disarming ability to shift 
from bombastic scree to solid pop hooks or do those 
things simultaneously and that’s why the mention of Mis¬ 
sion of Burma’s name still elicits a reverential response 
from the old-timers such as myself. This band was amaz¬ 
ing and the fact that they called it quits just as they were 
moving into more provocative territory (due to Miller’s bout 
with tinnitus) increases the legend, I suppose. 

On to the hard facts: “Signals” was their first 12 inch 
release, following the sublime “Academy Fight SongTMax 
Ernst” 7” in 1980 and that single is on this disc. “Acad¬ 
emy” had it all—a skewed, off-kilter drive and unforget¬ 
table hook. "Max Ernst,” often their set-closer, pushes the 
envelope with potent, fast and throbbing abandon. “Sig¬ 
nals” begins with the pop gem ‘That’s When I Reach For 
My Revolver” and also includes the Gang Of Four-ish 
angularity of “Outlaw," the jerking ‘This Is Not A Photo¬ 
graph" and simple, but jarring “Red.” "Vs.” was their 1982 
full-length debut and pushed the band into harsher wa¬ 
ters. The hint came with the b-side of the tremolo-soaked 
single “Trem Two": "OK/No Way” was a two-minute 
hardcore-tinged blast. ‘The Ballad Of Johnny Burma” fol¬ 
lowed a similar tack, while “New Nails,” “Learn How” and 
the scorching “Fun World" eschewed hooks for aggres¬ 
sive intensity. “Einstein’s Day” and "Dead Pool” provide a 
respite with melodic beauty and bonus tracks “Progress” 
and “Forget" are comparable anthems to “Revolver.” “Hor¬ 
rible Truth” was recorded on their final tour and the CD 
adds four extra songs not on the LP version. Burma were 
a hit and miss proposition live but there’s little of that in¬ 
consistency here, although they do fumble a bit with “Heart 
Of Darkness”—but it’s still an ultimately-satisfying take. 
In fact, it gets mesmerizing once they lock around Clint 
Conley’s bass-line. No fumbling for the electrifying likes 
of “Dumbells,” “Go Fun Burn Man,” the Stooges’ “1970” 
or “Learn How." 

Mission Of Burma drew a diverse audience of art-rock 
fans, punks and regular weekend rock warriors. They 
broke barriers. They were groundbreaking. You can prob¬ 
ably think of your own cliches...do it while having your 
senses levelled with these performances that haven’t lost 
their power in 15 or so years. (Shetland Park, 27 Con¬ 
gress Street, Salem, MA 01970) 

MORLOCKS-Uglier Than You’ll Ever Be (Voxx) 

This’d be an amazing garage rock document if the 
sound quality weren’t so cavern-like. Recorded live in 
1985 and, even with the poor fidelity, the band’s rockin’ 
60s beat comes hammering through, especially for the 
Pretty Things’ rip of “You Mistreat Me" (maybe it’s a cover 
of one of their songs—I don’t know!), the attitude-laced 
strut of 'The K” and the venomous scorch of “By My Side.” 
Mixing and matching well, with an emphasis on British- 
tinged R&B stylings and the Morlocks have it down, here. 
(PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 

MOTORHEAD-KIng Biscuit Flower Hour Presents 
(King Biscuit) 

Far as I can tell, the first live release from the short¬ 
lived ‘83 lineup with ex-Thin Lizzy guitarist Brian 
Robertson and with tracks from the so-so “Another Per¬ 
fect Day” album, one early song (“Iron Horse/Born To 
Lose”) and a recent twenty minute interview with Lemmy 
where he’s pretty up-front with his perception that Robbo 
was “slumming” and never really part of Motdrhead. This 
version of Motorhead had their moments of sonic assault, 
though—the scorching ‘Tales Of Glory,” atypically poppy 
(sorta) “I Got Mine” and hard-hitting “Back At The Funny 
Farm ” More a die-hard item but anything with Lemmy’s 
inimitable stamp on it is still OK with me. 

NERVEBREAKERS (Get Hip) 

Texas pop/punk from 1980 and OK, if not amazingly 
ear-grabbing. The Nervebreakers actually started in 73 
and then got bitten by the punk bug. There’s some of the 
Clash in ‘em as well as a bit of garage and also some¬ 


thing of a (non-cornpone) country inflection—they were 
Texans, after all. These guys were definitely capable of 
coming up with the periodic gem. “How Can You Tell” is 
snappy and infectious. Same for “My Girlfriend Is A Rock.” 
Nothing explosive, nothing cathartic...mainly a middling 
energy level but not something to be written off as dross, 
either. Just don’t expect to see god or anything. (Colum¬ 
bus & Preble Aves., Pittsburgh, PA 15233) 

NEW RACE-The First And The Last (Total Energy) 

Three parts Radio Birdman, one part Stooges and one 
part MC5, this one-time-only aggregation toured Austra¬ 
lia in ‘81 and this album (out of print on vinyl for years) is 
the document. The parties are guitarists Ron Asheton 
and Deniz Tek, bassist Warwick Gilbert, drummer Den¬ 
nis Thompson and Radio Birdman shouter Rob Younger 
and they plow through their miscellaneous bands’ reper¬ 
toire with spirited aplomb, adding one new song, the ‘TV 
Eye”-ish “Columbia” for posterity. Younger sounds gruffer 
than in his Birdman days and Tek and Asheton both shine 
with the double-axe attack. Detroit-mania, with the likes 
of MC5’s “Gotta Keep Movin’” and “Lookin’ At You,” the 
Birdman’s “Descent Into The Maelstrom,” even Destroy 
All Monsters’ “Nov. 22, 1963” (one of Asheton and 
Thompson’s post-Stooges bands). A sorta-supergroup 
living up to the moniker. (PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 
91510) 

999-Homicide: The Best Of (Cleopatra) 

The pitfalls of not being able to license certain songs 
for “Best of” collections—you have to substitute live tracks. 
That’s what happens on this collection for 999; no studio 
tracks for anything that appeared on the United Artists 
label (basically their superior, earlier material) and that 
means that you get okay but not “definitive” versions of 
their best songs—"Nasty Nasty,” “Homicide,” My Street 
Stinks” and “Emergency.” As for the rest, a mainly enjoy¬ 
able array of pop-leaning punk songs. 999 tended to have 
a lighter touch in the studio as time progressed, but there 
were engaging moments. It does cull the best of their 
post-”Separates” career more than adequately. 999- 
newbies are urged to check out their self-titled debut al¬ 
bum, singles collections or “Separates” for the band at 
their best. (13428 Maxella Ave., #251, Marina Del Ray, 
CA 90292) 

NO USE FOR A NAME-The NR A Years (Golf) 

NRA...as in New Red Archives and these songs are 
pulled from their two full-length LP’s and “Death Doesn’t 
Care EP”—three allegedly “live” tracks, although methinks 
they did it live in the studio and dubbed in the clapping. 
Anyway, you can hear hintings of the more streamlined 
fast poppy/punk turn they’d take with Fat for‘Thorn In My 
Side” and "Death Doesn’t Care”—Tony emoting at lung’s 
peak and quick-paced, hard-chugging tunecraft. In the 
early days, though, they could be a tougher-sounding 
proposition. Angrier and aggressive, as with “Noitall," or 
the twisting grind of “It Won’t Happen Again” and “Puppet 
Show.” The band’s pure California punk roots come to 
the fore, while pointing the way for their potent future, (c/ 
o PHD, Unit 5, Bushell Business Estate, Hithercroft, 
Wallingford, Oxon, 0X10 9DD, ENGLAND) 

OUTCASTS-Blood & Thunder/Seven Deadly Sins 
(Captain Oi) 

The Outcasts burst out of Ireland in the late 70s with 
an amazing single, “Justa Nother Teenage Rebel" and 
album “Self-Conscious Over You "Three chord anthems 
with a tuneful quality and Martin Cowan’s unique, 
adenoidy vocals. “Blood and Thunder” is their 1981 al¬ 
bum and had them mixing punk, reggae and tribal 
rhythms. It worked well, with the fired-up, almost haunt¬ 
ing passion of “Gangland Warfare,” reggae-tinged “Mag¬ 
num Force” (those two songs comprised one of the best 
singles to come out in ‘81) and “Mania." Unfortunately, 
the band completely lost it after that.. "Seven Deadly Sins" 
showcases weak attempts at rockabilly (the title track) 
and spaghetti western music (‘The Chase,” and one of 
the bonus tracks, “Nowhere Left To Run"). Their attempts 
at showing off the roots, covering Bowie’s “5 Years” and 
the Stooges, “1969,” fall flat. The strength of the “Blood 
and Thunder” material makes up for it, though. (PO Box 
501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA, ENGLAND) 

PARTISANS-The Time Was Right (Captain Oi) 

The second Partisans’ album from 1983, half live and 
half studio, and a clear move to an accessible, highly 
Clash-inspired sound. A mixture of jabbing rhythm guitar 
and Mick Jonesian guitar harmonics is readily in evidence 
on the studio tracks. Rough edges are smoothed off but 
the hooks come clearly into focus, especially on “Blind 
Ambition,” with a stick-in-head melody.The live cuts mainly 
revisit the No Future days and have a scrappy appeal. 
“The Time Was Right” doesn’t always have the ragtag 
ferocity of their early material (no “Police Story” or “Kill¬ 
ing Machine”) but the songs have a bright, punchy ap¬ 


peal. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA, 
ENGLAND) 

POLITICAL ASYLUM-Rock, You Sucker (Broken) 

Wow... I never knew that Ramsey from AK Press had 
a musical pedigree but he kept this band going for the 
better part of ten years, through the 80s into the early 
90s. Not fitting any pre-set conception of punk music, al¬ 
though that’s where the sentiments lie, along with a po¬ 
litical lyrical emphasis. Melodic, often bordering on folky, 
though also burning with a thorny passion. The earlier 
material was drawn from a more or less post-punk ouevre. 
A warm wash of guitar accompanying Ramsey’s com¬ 
posed, yet emotional vocals. A compilation of live, clemo 
and out of print vinyl. Like the cover of Wire’s ‘The 15th,” 
too. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146) 

REAGAN YOUTH-Live & Rare (New Red Archives) 

The late Dave Insurgent certainly had a big mouth and 
he wasn’t afraid to use it in this band. Smart-assed, caustic 
political punk with Dave’s fuck-the-world view and stream- 
of-consciousness ranting backed by pummelling, catchy 
buzz-punk scorch. "Reagan Youth” is still the best song 
to ever boast a “sieg-heil” tagline while ramming home 
the anti-nazi message. Same for “New Aryans." Fast and 
frenzied live and demo material from '83, except for the 
reggae-spiced “Positude,” which comes from the band’s 
later, hazier period. Stripped-down anger that packs an 
eternal punch. (PO Box 210501, SF, CA 94121) 

SAINTS-(l’m) Stranded (Amsterdamned)/Eternally 
Yours (Amsterdamned) 

Straight up front—these are two of my all-time favorite 
punk albums. Same band (except for the bass-players) 
but each album takes a unique route and end up being 
great in their own right. To greatly simplify things, 
“Stranded” is the sound of the primal flail, a hard-assed 
wall of sound uncorrupted by much else going on in their 
native Australia in 1976. “Eternally Yours” represents a 
giant leap in songwriting sophistication and arranging, 
as well as lyrical smarts (I think it was Chuck Eddy who 
once said this was the only lyric sheet that should be in 
print). The New Bomb Turks, for one, have borrowed quite 
liberally from the Saints’ first two albums. Chris Bailey 
was never the rangiest vocalist but his everyman croak 
was an appealing characteristic and Ed Kuepper’s slash 
‘n burn guitar style also boasted a good amount of me¬ 
lodic flair. Just about every song on “Stranded," except 
for the bluesy “Messin’ With The Kid" and balladesque 
“Story Of Love,” is hard and fast.The Saints have a sense 
of tradition, with the “Raw Power” flourishes throughout, 
cribbing the words from “I Wanna Be Your Man” for the 
piledriving “Erotic Neurotic” and dipping into the Elvis 
songbook for “Kissin’ Cousins.” The 1-2 punch of 
“Demoltion Girl” and “Night In Venice” careen like an out- 
of-control torpedo, the latter allowing Kuepper lots of 
scorch space. Same for the pure explosiveness of “No 
Time” and, of course, the title track. No energy spared. 
“Eternally Yours" came in 78 and the change is apparent 
from the opening horn-drenched coda of “Know Your Prod¬ 
uct." The punky drive isn’t absent—not with the hard-hit¬ 
ting likes of “Private Affair,” “I’m Misunderstood," “Run 
Down” or the silly ‘n funny “International Robots”—but 
the production and clearly-evolved musicianship prove 
that progress can sometimes be a plus. Horns, keyboards 
and harmonica add to the effect. The pop ring of “Memo¬ 
ries Are Made Of This,” “A Minor Aversion,” “Untitled” or 
‘This Perfect Day” (the latter song still offering scorch with 
the melody) also represent a progression and Kuepper’s 
occasional acoustic flourish fits well. A great, well-bal¬ 
anced album that transcends any narrow category and 
was grossly overlooked at the time. My only complaint is 
the absence of b-side “L.I.E.S." that was on the import 
pressing of this CD. A minor quibble, though—both of 
these albums are indisputable classics. (PO Box 862558, 
LA, CA 90086-2558) 

SCHLEPROCK-A Long Time Ago (Cool Guy) 

Early shit, as you might imagine, from '88-'92. 
Schleprock, who apparently have called it quits recently, 
were trying to find themselves back then and this disc is 
hit 'n miss. Unable to get the hard rockin' jones out of 
their systems, with a cover of Kiss' "Strutter" and rawk- 
oriented tunes like "Can't Take It," "Drunk Again," etc... 
"Beginning To The End," meanwhile, effectively mimics 
early 80s SoCal punk stuff. Catchy and crunchy, but more 
of a "for-the-fans" deal. (10140 Gard Ave., Santa Fe 
Spring, CA 90670) 

SCREECHING WEASEL (VML) 

That’s right, Ben Weasel has allowed these seminal 
1987 punk rock recordings to once again see the light of 
day—the album that Ben once staunchly promised would 
stay out of print. Well, he wants to beat the bootleggers 
at their own game so here are 39 songs of ranty, adoles¬ 
cent fuck-you scree. All the album tracks plus assorted 





demos from the same time period. Protest songs about 
K-Mart, jocks, suburbia and other thorns in the Weasels’ 
shoes and only a slight hint at the poppier direction Wea¬ 
sel would eventually pursue. Not as godawful as Ben’s 
liner notes would have you believe... in fact, the smarmy 
'noxiousness was already well in place and delivered with 
an enjoyable three-chord blast. (PO Box 183, Franklin 
Park, IL 60131) 


SHAM 69-The Punk Singles Collection 1977-1980 
(Cleopatra) 

The perfect Sham comp-finally-gathering all the "big 
hits" and b-sides on one disc. It’s interesting to chart 
Sham's development from their simple punk origins to a 
somewhat more musically-sophisticated but still-urgent 
beast. The growling sax adds to the punch-up chant-along 
punk of "Tell The Children." Sham wrote some great an¬ 
thems in their day-"Borstal Breakout," "Unite and Win," 
"If The Kids Are United" and "Hurry Up Harry" prove 
that statement. The version of "Questions and An¬ 
swers" here blows away the take that appeared on 
"Hersham Boys." Before there was oi, before "street 
punk," there was Sham 69 laying the blueprint for 
working class punk. (13428 Maxella Ave., #251, Ma¬ 
rina Del Ray, CA 90292) 


SHEER TERROR-No Grounds For Pity (Blackout) 

“You think that's negative?/Think I’m out of touch??/ 
I can't stand living, I can’t stand you and I just can’t 
hate enough." That sums up Sheer Terror’s mantra, 
even if those words don’t appear on this retrospec¬ 
tive of pre-”Hate Enough” demos. The riff to that song 
does, though, under the title of “Everything and Noth¬ 
ing.” Pure hate music, from Paul Bearer’s gruff-voiced 
exultations to the repertoire of bare-knuckled punk, 
thrash and metal huntings. Still, this isn’t all pissing 
and moaning—’’Not Giving Up” exudes an underdog 
spirit. On the musical end, the Celtic Frost compari¬ 
son has been used before and it fits, to an extent. 
There’s also an early SSD similarity, as well, espe¬ 
cially with some of Paul’s vocals. Bile unleashed, but 
not without some adept twists and turns. “Into My Life” 
is a potent discovery, an assimilation of melodic metal 
haunt and ferocity, though Paul hadn't quite found the 
croon yet. All the talk about hardcore reality, keepin’ it 
real, etc... Sheer Terror always lived up to that idea, 
valuing their outsider status and didn’t give a fuck what 
anyone thought about it. (PO Box 1575, NY, NY 
10009) 


SKEWBALD-Grand Union (Dischord, CD-single) 
EGG HUNT-Me And You/We All Fall Down 
(Dischord, CD-single) 

Two more worthwhile MacKaye/Nelson back cata¬ 
log items. Skewbald was Ian and Jeff’s short-lived 
project between incarnations of Minor Threat and the 
two songs here are enjoyably rough/aggressive 
hardcore. Influential stuff—Pat Dubar even stole some 
of the lyrics from one of these songs for Uniform 
Choice’s “My Own Mind.” The Egg Hunt single was 
recorded on a 1986 trip to England, following the de¬ 
mise of Embrace, with Ian handling guitar and bass 
and Jeff drums (of course). “Me and You” favors a 
minimalist, dreamy, poppy sound. The harder-edged “We 
All Fall Down,” meanwhile, is closer to what Embrace were 
doing. (3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 20007) 


THE SLITS-InThe Beginning: A Live Anthology 1977- 
SI (Cleopatra) 

This CD exposes the listener to the two sides of the 
Slits: their raw, sloppy, and silly punk roots recorded in 
1977, and then the “dub era,” recorded in 1981. First we 
have eight of the punk songs, in which vocalist Ari Up 
hoarsely belts out family favorites such as “Vindictive,” 
“Newtown” and “Love & Romance.” Nina Hagen helps 
out on an acoustic version of “Number One Enemy.” Mu¬ 
sically, it’s veering out of control and ready to fall apart 
any second, held together only by Paloma Romero’s 
drumming. By 1981 the band has completed their transi¬ 
tion from punk to dub, as exemplified by the last seven 
tracks. In comparison to the first batch of songs, they’re a 
tighter and more polished unit, while still retaining the 
anarchic spontanaity that helped make them unique in 
the first place. Neneh Cherry shows up on a version of 
"In The Beginning.” For those interested in checking out 
punk-era Slits, I recommend starting with the Peel ses¬ 
sions; however, for those interested in the dub-era, this 
CD is without question the best available sampler, as the 
“Typical Girls” bootleg and “Return of the Giant Slits” LP 
are nearly impossible to find. Unlike their 1979 Cut LP, 
however, this is not essential, unless you’re a rabid Slits 
freak like I am. (1348 Maxella Ave, Ste. 251, Marina Del 
Rey CA 90292) (Anna) 


SPAZZ-Sweatin’ToThe Oldies (Slap A Ham) 

Crazy, verging on the out-of-control yet this isn’t just a 


bunch of noise. Well, some of it is but there’s a method to 
Spazz’s musical madness. How the fuck do you review a 
64 track CD, taken from their endless array of 7”s and 
comp tracks? You just listen, get cracked over the skull 
and observe “this is wild shit!” No other way to describe 
it. Except that it’s tight and navigates the hairpin speed 
turns with a precision that would be lost in the hands of 
less-talented bands. The guitar goes “grrrrr,” the bass goes 
“rrrrrrmmmmm" and the drums go 
“bootabootabootappppppp” or something like that. And 
they’ll throw in a weird twist like a surfy guitar break on 
their cover of Negative Approach’s “Lost Cause." A lyric 
sheet is a useful item and the words touch on both the 
overtly political and overtly silly—a protest song about 
pizzas delivered in plastic bags instead of a box? But 
there’s also the cogent observation ‘Why is it those with 
the money never help anyone else?” A sense of humor, 
of the absurd, to go with the band’s powerslam. (PO Box 


though. Songs you can’t get out of your head. (3819 
Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 20007) 


UNNATURAL AXE-.Js Gonna Kick Your Ass (Lawless) 

It’s been a good year for reissues of vintage Boston 
buzz—first the LaPeste CD and now a collection from 
one of the other great early local punk bands. The Axe’s 
debut 4 song 7” has been impossible to find for years 
and it’s a bonafide killer. Sneering nastiness in the form 
of "They Saved Hitler’s Brain,” “Tonight We Fight,” 
“Creeper” and a “No Fun” cop called “Summertime” that 
echoes my sentiments about the seasonal exodus of 
those pesky college students. And if Richie Parsons’ vo¬ 
cals were atypically angelic (sorta) for the style and a 
slightly lighter touch emerged as time passed, the ag¬ 
gression was never far from the surface. Wrapping up 
the 78-79 output of the Axe, along with one later record¬ 
ing. Stripped-down, edgy and definitely kicking ass. (PO 

Box 689, Hingham, MA 02043) 


U.S. CHAOS-Complete Chaos-Anthology (GMM) 

Well, some of the lyrics by this New Jersey 
band are just as STUPID as they were in the mid- 
80s. OK, let's just chalk it up to youthful indiscretion 
or a contrarian nature, as Renee from the Blanks 
claimed in an interview a few issues back (her older 
brother Gary is the guitarist in this band). Maybe they 
really mean what they said, but the single-mided jin¬ 
goism of "Message Of Love" and "American" and sim¬ 
plistic sentiments on the death penalty for "Eye For 
An Eye" chafe against my admittedly liberal/left grain. 
Suppose that's the intent. In any case, the music holds 
up. Loud tuneful punk with one foot in the UK and one 
in the 70s NY tradition. "Bits and Pieces" is extremely 
catchy, in particular. (PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 
30333) 


VARIOUS-Burning Ambitions Vol. 3 (Anagram) 
VARIOUS-Zonophone: The Punk Singles Collec¬ 
tion (Anagram) 

Punk continues to eat itself. Even the casual 
collector is likely to have most of these songs on “Burn¬ 
ing Ambitions” here or there. That disc concentrates 
on UK material from ‘80-’82, with the Dead Kennedys’ 
‘Too Drunk To Fuck” the sole American ringer. Time- 
tested blasts from GBH (“No Survivors”), Broken 
Bones (“Decapitated”), Adicts (the wonderful “Viva La 
Revolution”), Anti-Pasti, UK Subs, Varukers, Sham, 
Abrasive Wheels, Rejects, etc... Chron Gen’s rough 
"Puppets Of War” is at least one song that hasn’t 
popped up everywhere yet. Track for track, this is a 
good one. The Zonophone compilation represents six 
bands who recorded for that label during the same 
time period and isn’t quite as up to snuff, though not a 
failure either. Six songs apiece from the Cockney 
Rejects and Angelic Upstarts. Actually, the pop/reggae 
flavor of the Upstarts’ “I Understand” and “Different 
Strokes” ends up being some of their weakest work. 
All the Rejects’ material also appears on their “Best 
Of” album. The Stiffs’ two songs are rooted in a 
poppier tradition (reminds me of both the Motors and 
Starjets) and fairly enjoyable, as are the three Vice 
Squad songs here. The Toy Dolls “Everybody Jitter¬ 
bug” is a silly trifle (that I admittedly still can’t get out of 
my head) and the two songs from Honey Bane nothing 
more than disposable wavish pop. (distr. by Cherry Red, 
Bishops Park House, 25-29 Fulham High St., London 
SW6 3JH) 


VARIOUS-English Freakbeat Vol. 3 (AIP/Bomp)/...Vol 
4 (AlP/Bomp) 

60s UK pop, R&B, and beat-group material from ob¬ 
scure sources. Rock ‘n roll was still young and the na¬ 
scent influences of blues and R&B were very much a 
part of these British bands’ repertoires. There was also a 
willingness to mimic or cover the same material. Incestu¬ 
ous, but often quite rockin’. Vol. 3’s highlights are the 
Yardbirds/Pretty Things rave of the Frays, the jangly defi¬ 
ance of the In Crowd, some arrogant swagger from At¬ 
traction, an early, driving gem from Dave Dee, Dozy, 
Beaky, Mick and Tich (who had some success later on) 
and rare material from the Ravens, with Dave Davies of 
the Kinks and sounding like an embryonic version of that 
band. Vol. 4 features some edgier performances, start¬ 
ing with the Stones-inspired Thane Russal & Three. Soul 
Agents are credible Bo ‘n Muddy-philes. The In Crowd 
take a bluesier, rhythmic turn for the raucous “Baby What 
You Want Me To Do,” featuring some cutting guitar and 
harp work. The Snobs convey attitude to burn for “Ding 
Dong" and were doing the powdered wig/aristocrat thing 
some 30 years before the Upper Crust. The low-fi ambi¬ 
ance of The Others’ “Oh Yeah" makes it as appealing as 
the Shadows Of Knights’ version. There was clearly more 
to Britain in the mid-60s than the big names. (PO Box 
7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 


420843, SF, CA 94142-0843) 

SUPERCHARGER (Estrus) 

The first, tough-to-find Supercharger album in all its 
primitive rock ‘n roll glory. A slavish dependency on the 
Thunders/Heartbreakers’ motif, maybe without the junkie 
chic but certainly revelling in its semi-ineptitude. But lack 
of musical prowess doesn’t always matter in greating great 
rock music and there’s a shitload of that here. The dinky 
piano on "Hit The Road” is inspirational. So are such 
stripped-down ravers as “Sooprize Package For Mr. 
Mineo,”“Hey, I’m Gone," 'The Ghost Of Steve McQueen,” 
etc. All yours for the blasting. (PO Box 2125, Bellinqham 
WA 98227) 

3-Dark Days Coming (Dischord) 

Long overdue and an overlooked DC gem—this was 
3/4 of Gray Matter plus drummer Jeff Nelson. While pull¬ 
ing on the emotional heartstrings, 3’s songs were sort of 
a way-station between the punk-emo drive of Gray Mat¬ 
ter and the more blatant pop of Senator Flux, vocalist/ 
guitarist Geoff Turner’s subsequent band (Nelson was also 
in that band for a time). The symphonic intro to “Empa¬ 
thy" leads into an immediately infectious pop/volume 
blend, with ringing guitars, plaintive vocals and harmo¬ 
nies. “International” has an unbelievable knockout hook 
on the chorus, while “Don’t Walk Away,” “Dodger” and, 
especially, “Swann Street” surge with confident power and 
melodic panache, the latter track working in a brisk acous¬ 
tic undertow. This reissue tacks on 10 demo tracks, as 
well, most of them instrumental works-in-progress and 
hint at a harder-rocking direction. I swear I thought of 
early Rush, a few times. It’s the vocal tracks that “sell” it, 




Once a Jollysivagman... 

25 song album by 
Australia’s biggest and best 
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From Chicago come THE REPELLENTS 
ready to POP the top off your fancydad 
micro-brew bottle and make you get 
drunk on THEIR punk! Budweiser and 
Screeching Weasel are two Chicago 


The ABDUCTED hate you! Vicious, 
fast'n'loud hardcore-pop-punk-rock. 
Angry anthems and malicious melodies 
will be bouncing around in your brain, 


favorites, and a whote lotta both are 


Flown in from Italy to rock around 
the States with Sauirtqun this fall: 
we now introduce you to THE REAL 
SWINGER! Imagine if you will, 
New Bomb Turks j amming with 
The Ramones at an Italian surf party, 
(if such a thing exists). If you get it, 
then GET it, GOOD! Ciao! 


(whether you like it or not) long 
after the first spin. 
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VARIOUS-Essential Pebbles-Volume One (AIP, dbl. 
CD) 

Uh, maybe not as essential as advertised. Two CD’s 
and almost 2 1/2 hours of 60s garage, pop, surf and 
psychedelia and, after playing it straight through, the pri¬ 
mal chord isn’t struck quite enough. You put on a Crypt 
“Back From The Grave” sampler and you get low-down 
dirty raunch from start to finish. Here, it’s the smorgas¬ 
bord effect although few songs are cringe-inducing and 
the second disc is completely unreleased obscurities.The 
first disc is a sampler of the first ten volumes of “Pebbles,” 
plus “Ear Splitting Punk,” which is a good collection in its 
own right. To list highlights and lowlights would be ex¬ 
haustive and exhausting... as I scan through, the rave-up 
of Grains Of Sand sounds damn good. The Omens dish 
out the fuzz. The bands that capture the R&B flavor and 
toughen it up are the most appealing. The Hysterics do a 
credible Seeds rip. Not a disaster, but it’d be inaccurate 
to call this cream of the garage crop or anything. (PO 
Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 

VARIOUS-Hell Comes To Your House (Time Bomb) 

This one made my day—a long-lost California punk 
compilation and kind of a meeting point or merger of the 
punk and gothic scenes of the time. Some of these bands 
blurred the distinctions in their early incarnations—45 
Grave added spooky organ to their compositions but 
Dinah Cancer ranted with haughty venom and there was 
plenty of gnash in those guitars. Same for early Christian 
Death and the Super Heroines, both of whom moved away 
from punk in later years. The other treats are the raw 
tracks from Social Distortion,. Conservatives, Modern 
Warfare, Legal Weapon and Secret Hate (Das Klown has 
covered their superb “Deception”), all of them with the 
anger and ass-kicking qualities of early 80s California 
punk. Red Cross were also a lot cooler before they went 
bubblegum and they do justice to the Dolls’ “Puss ‘n 
Boots.” 100 Flowers, a continuation of the Urinals, also 
had a heady, knotty sound that exuded originality. I’d for¬ 
gotten about this album, having not seen a copy in at 
least ten years—what a great rediscovery. 

VARIOUS-Hate Your Neighbours (Pussy Muncher) 

“Killed By Death,” New Zealand style. Only this seems 
to be a legit collection and I hope it’s the first in,a series, 
‘cause this just whets the appetite. A cool collection of 
lower-hemisphere scorch, starting with Proud Scum and 
“I Am A Rabbit,” which showed up in the early 
Lemonheads’ repertoire. Nocturnal Projections, featur¬ 
ing the Jefferies brothers who were later in such projects 
as Cakekitchen, This Kind Of Punishment and solo en¬ 
deavors, had a tough, punky approach. Spelling Mistakes 
offer plenty of three chord arrogance. The Steroids are 
tough ‘n garagey. Toy Love spice up their blissful buzz 
with some cheesy organ and the Primmers have the new 
wave thing nailed, as well. The Dum Dum Boys/Hench¬ 
men (same band, two different names) cut loose with “Let 
There Be Noise" and “Bitch Goddess” and the first song 
lives up to the billing with some hard-driving Iggy-ness. A 
treasure trove of punk majesty. (PO Box 8282, Symonds 
St., Auckland, NEW ZEALAND) 

VARIOUS-OilThe Demos (Captain Oi) 

The vaults ain’t empty yet, even with the endless del¬ 
uge of oi comps. And some of this material has some¬ 
thing to offer, from the catchy as fuck Crack to Distortion, 
Skin Deep, The Burial and ABH’s classic, bare-knuckled 
oi. Cockney Rejects pop up with a live track and various 
Rejects are involved with side-projects Terrible Twins (do¬ 
ing a punk/surf song) and The Postmen, who decimate 
the Village People’s “In The Navy.” The quieter Angelic 
Upstarts’ songs, meanwhile, don’t hold up to their clas¬ 
sic canon. Hits ‘n misses, more the former than latter, 
though. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA 
ENGLAND) 

VARIOUS-100% British Oi! (Captain Oi, dbl. CD) 
VARIOUS-100% Hardcore Punk (Captain Oi, dbl CD) 

...and if you don’t own every oi or British punk record 
or CD yet, here are two more 2 CD sets, these touted as 
the “most definitive collections ever.” Well, I don’t know if 
that’s true, but all the big names are on the Oi comp and 
there are some buried treasures and (to me) obscuri¬ 
ties—what sounds like an early demo version of Sham 
69’s “Borstal Breakout,” an obscure Slaughter & The Dogs 
track (not really oi, but a great punk band), the buzzin’ 
loud ‘Today’s Generation” by Attak, Red Alert’s glorious 
“Take No Prisoners,” the Gonads’ still-timely “Jobs Not 
Jails” and one of Cock Sparrer’s best songs, “Chip On 
My Shoulder.” Music by and for the working class, with all 
the good and bad points that entails but this stuff holds 
up by merit of its restless energy and mainly catchy em¬ 
phasis. I like the hardcore anthology even more, 'cause it 
favors more of the scrappy, thrashy bands of the early 


80s--Exploited, Abrasive Wheels, Disorder, Discharge, 
One Way System, Varukers, the underrated Riot Squad, 
GBH and Chaos UK. Not a bad introduction to this high 
voltage fodder. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 
8QA, ENGLAND) 


VARIOUS-Poptopia: Power Pop Classics Of The 70s 
(Rhinoy...80’s (Rhino)/...90s (Rhino) 

Power pop’s kind of a misnomer for some of the bands 
spread over these three discs, representing each differ¬ 
ent decade. Just calling it pop would suffice and most of 
the artists here certainly draw from the 60s well and of¬ 
ten imbued their material with a brash enthusiasm. Get¬ 
ting beyond the semantics, the 70s volume can be heart¬ 
ily recommended as a crash-course in pop near-perfec¬ 
tion, while the 80s and 90s sets have sporadic moments 
of inspiration but good songcraft and hookiness still can’t 
make up for an overall lack of punch. The 70s disc starts 
off with the Raspberries’ 1972 smash “Go All The Way” 
and the opening riff to that song still bursts freshly after 
25 years. Critically scorned in their day and deserving of 
a much better fate. The Records’ “Starry Eyes” had the 
Byrdsy jangle to perfection and an infectious melody. Ditto 
for the gentle, but sublime ‘Too Late” by Shoes. Big Star 
were also originators of the sound, doing in 72 what the 
world was catching up to in 78 and 79. The Knack’s “Good 
Girls Don’t” had a lot of smarmy baggage at the time but 
comes across as a pleasant throwaway ditty now. Todd 
Rundgren had some good pop tunes in him—’’Couldn’t I 
Just Tell You” is one such song. Flamin’ Groovies’ "Shake 
Some Action” has beat appeal, as well. The treacle count 
is somewhat high for the Rubinoos (who had better songs) 
and Fotomaker and Pezband would have been far better 
represented by “Love Goes Underground,” instead of the 
tamer “Baby It’s Cold Outside.” But this is a strong vol¬ 
ume. 

Into the 80s and the powerpop net is spread to in¬ 
clude the likes of the Bangles, who never lived up their 
hype. Nor did the Hoodoo Gurus, Holly & The Italians 
(and the 7” version of ‘Tell That Girl To Shut Up” blows 
away the album version here), Pursuit Of Happiness or 
Let’s Active. The dB’s “Black and White” would have been 
ten times better than the weak “Love Is For Lovers.” The 
SpongeTones’ “She Goes Out With Everybody” is a de¬ 
cent Beatlesque treat, though, and the Romantics’“What 
I Like About You,” no matter how overplayed, is still is a 
gem of a raveup. The 90s volume doesn’t have a much 
higher slugging percentage, although The Posies, Mat¬ 
thew Sweet and Greenberry Woods are enjoyable in their 
one-song doses, bringing back the late 70s power-pop 
sound pretty faithfully. Ride aren’t really a power-pop band, 
in the classic sense, but their song has its charms, as 
well. Those brief moments are overshadowed by simpish 
material from the Rembrandts, Lemonheads, Redd Kross 
(McDonald’s whiny voice is intolerable to me, at this point) 
and The Rooks. Not too much of the advertised power. 
All three volumes do feature well-annotated liner notes 
and are well-packaged but from a musical perspective 
only the first disc really delivers the goods with any con¬ 
sistency. 

VARIOUS-United Kingdom Of Punk (Music Club) 

Mostly late 70s material and a few tracks you don’t 
hear all the time—mainly the Suburban Studs’ rancorous 
“I Hate School” and a live Wire obscurity called “New York 
City” that showcases their minimalist brilliance. Live tunes 
by Sham, Ruts, Adverts, Buzzcocks, Damned, Lurkers 
(with Arturo Bassick on vocals), a ‘91 version of the Vi¬ 
brators’ “Automatic Lover,” the wavish craziness of Spizz 
Energi and an early, rough Pistols demo. Nothing extraor¬ 
dinarily rare here, but another not-bad compendium. (36- 
38 Caxton Way, Watford, Herts, WD! 8UF, ENGLAND) 

VKTMS (Broken) 

The Vktms, featuring the take-no-shit vocals of Nyna 
Crawford and a nimble, punk/post-punk sound, were a 
SF fixture in the late 70s/early 80s, releasing a few 7”s 
and recording an album that didn’t see the light of day 
until ‘95. They’re also back together and have some new 
material on this retrospective CD. Kind of inconsistent, 
as the power was diminished somewhat by the time of 
the ‘81782 album sessions. There was a funkier impulse 
that emerged most successfully on the revenge-minded 
“A Woman Scorned.” They also had it right for the taut, 
tough “Midget,” “100% White Girl,” and “Too Bad.” 'The 
Ballad Of Pincushion Smith” is a dark, nasty tale but the 
version that appeared on the “SF Undeground” compila¬ 
tion 7” is a lot better than the one here. There’s still a 
freshness and vitality for many of the songs—expressing 
aggressive musical and lyrical ideas in a different way, as 
did X and Legal Weapon, both of with whom the Vktms 
shared some stylistic similarities. (PO Box 460402, SF 
CA 94146) 


WIRE-Coatings (WMO) 

While I continue to be consumed by the 1977-1980 
output of Wire, their mid to late 80s material often left me 
cold and continues to do so. Although they flirted with 
electronics and had evolved from the agit-punk origins of 
“Pink Flag” to a wider-ranging, synthetic-embracing ap¬ 
proach by the time of “154,” there was still a warmth to 
the material that was largely absent on the ‘86 and be¬ 
yond recordings. This collection of demos, alternate mixes 
and oddities mainly confirms that impression. The pop 
chord is still struck for the wonderful “A Serious Of Snakes” 
and “Ambulance Chasers” is enticingly angular. The ump¬ 
teenth version of “Drill,” this one from a BBC session, 
builds to a furious, voice-driven climax. Unfortunately, the 
mechanical dance emphasis had largely taken over by 
the time of “Who Has Nine,” “It Can’t Be True Can It” and 
the club mix of “In Vivo.” Giving it up for the beat. Of course, 
it’s more interesting than anonymous dancefloor fodder 
and, with Colin Newman and Graham Lewis’ unique vo¬ 
cal styles and above-average creativity, hard to completely 
write off. But there’s still something distant and clinical 
about a good chunk of this disc. 

X-Beyond And Back: The X Anthology (Elektra, dbl. 
CD) 

' When Henry Rollins, during his Black Flag days, was 
interviewed for this zine, he said that X was the second 
LA band, after the Doors. X were certainly a unique ag¬ 
gregation—not just reflecting the decay and nihilism of 
late 70s/early 80s LA, but very much an American band, 
without being jingoistic about it. A blending of punk and 
roots rock and, later on, embracing the American sound 
in a purer form (and not, ultimately, as interesting). John 
Doe and Exene wrapped their harmonies around songs 
with a frayed beauty. DJ Bonebrake’s powerful, fluid drum¬ 
ming was the band’s engine and guitarist Billy Zoom was 
an anomaly in the dark, scowling punk universe. Legs 
spread apart, a goofy grin on his face and effortlessly 
tossing off high-speed Chuck Berry tribute—his opening 
chords and solo for “Johny Hit and Run Paulene” are still 
a defining moment. Disc one features his work with X, up 
through their third album, “Under The Big Black Sun.” A 
high-speed collision of energy and timeless rock ‘n roll 
forms, slowing it down for the haunting glow of “White 
Girl" and the dramatic pound of “Nausea.” The second 
disc is far spottier—The buoyant "The New World” is a 
catchy exception and “Burning House Of Love” wasn’t a 
bad Johnny Cash-style toss-off. The gentle “I Must Not 
Think Bad Thoughts" is a seething indictment of plastic 
America and plastic radio ca. 1982. But they were leav¬ 
ing the harder-edged impulses behind for an organic, 
more “mature” rock and (mainly on the offshoot Knitters’ 
material) country approach and Zoom’s hot-shit guitar was 
never satisfyingly replaced, either by Dave Alvin or Tony 
Gilkyson. Their bombastically bad version of “Wild Thing” 
was a painful exercise. 

Still, it’s an impressive package with live, demo and 
alternate versions—the rough demo of the Doors’ “Soul 
Kitchen” and 1978 track “Delta 88” capture the band in 
early flower. The two-fer CD of “Los Angeles” and “Wild 
Gift" might be a better place to start, but this also cap¬ 
tures the essence of this often-brilliant band. 

ZOUNDS-The Curse Of Zounds + Singles (Broken) 

An early 80s UK band that has had a resurrection of 
interest the last few years—I hadn’t heard this band’s 
name mentioned in over a decade. Politically/socially-ori¬ 
ented lyrics but with a decidedly more melodic, post-punk 
emphasis. Many of Zounds songs have an almost inher¬ 
ent sadness, a melancholy air where desperation and 
rage percolate below the surface, especially for “Did He 
Jump,” a haunting, cautionary epic of alienation. Not an 
upbeat, happy bunch—tense, jittery songs pushed ahead 
with fluid drumming. They do get more upbeat for “More 
Trouble" and “Knife,” at least on a musical level. “Curse 
Of Zounds,” this disc’s centerpiece, successfully paints a 
bleak, yet impassioned portrait of a world gone wrong 
And with hooks, no less. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146) 

ZYKLOME A-Noise And Distortion (Grand Theft Au¬ 
dio) 

Maybe the title of this disc is describing Zyklome A’s 
buzzblast hardcore sound and there’s more than an ele¬ 
ment of truth. This Belgian band played mainly at a break¬ 
neck clip and favored a hornets’ nest guitar/bass tandem. 
Swarming with a stripped-down freneticism. Although 
there’s the occasional post-punkish snippet (the bass 
break on “Telaat,” for instance), Zyklome A didn’t often 
complicate their songs with lavish intros or melodic 
bridges or anything like that...just a minimal amount of 
chords played with wing-it savagery. That’s the way 
hardcore used to be and it’s still the right idea. Loud and 
fast, pal! (501 W. Glenoaks Blvd., #513, Glendale, CA 
91202) 
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7" RECORDS 

I know there are too many reviews in 
this section... there are too many 7"s y 
period... there are too many full-length 
reviews , as well. What can / say? And 
this isn't even close to all the stuff (even 
those that Jit our review paramters) that 
I've gotten over the last year. / doubt 
these sections will ever be this big 
again , though. At least I HOPE not... 


ACRID/BOMBS OF DEATH-Split (No Idea) 

Bombs Of Death pulls Dylan from Struggle, Max from 
Spazz and Steve of Assuck together for a charge through 
low-tuned, agitated thrash metal. The demonic emana¬ 
tions continue with the hammering sounds of Acrid. A 
campaign to destroy all in its path and, maybe, a few ear¬ 
drums along the way. I don’t think I could bear a steady 
diet of this, though. (PO Box 14636, Gainesville FL 
32604-4636) 

ADVERSIVES/CAUSE-Split (Spudtown/Hybrid) 

Idaho’s a scary place—the home of crazed militia types 
and other right-wing wackos and it must be tough to over¬ 
come it but the Adversives are coping the best they can. 
They cope by kicking out a potent, fervent hardcore bar¬ 
rage. Same for Cause, who hail from Spokane, WA. The 
brittle guitar line that starts “Long Range Chore” gives 
way to a full-roar slam, while “We’re All Family” twists 
and winds to another explosive conclusion. Intense 
sounds from each band. ($3 ppd PO Box 534, Boise ID 
83701) 

A GLOBAL THREAT-The Kids Will Revolt Against All 
Authority (Crack Rock) 

Maine punk mainiacs who blast through their songs 
with middle-finger defiance. Raw and scrappy, mixing a 
touch of oi with a trebly, thrashy assault that’s similar to 
earlier Unseen material. Not polished, not slick—the 
sound of aggravation with your isolated, backwards-think¬ 
ing surroundings. (Scott Webber, 72 James St., Bangor 
ME 04401) a 

ALL YOU CAN EAT-Appetite Sweet Appetite 

I don’t think this is funny as they think it is—"Welcome 
To The Jungle Gym” is a tribute to... take a guess... and 
its novelty appeal runs out kinda fast. Same for their cover 
of Run-DMC’s "It’s Tricky,” although “Fries R Up” does a 
somehwat nifty turn on Black Flag’s “Rise Above" and 
the sleeve is a tribute to both GNR and Black Flag’s “bars.” 
OK, maybe it is pretty amusing. Trivial, but amusing. (PO 
Box 312, Larkspur, CA 94977) 

ANTI-HEROS/BLANKS 77-Truck Stop Toilet (Taang/ 
Radical) 

BLANKS 77-1 Wanna Be A Punk/I Never Needed You 
(Radical) 

The Heros offer up a middle-finger ditty called ‘Truck 
Stop Toilet” and cover SLF’s “At The Edge,” off their clas¬ 
sic album “Nobody’s Heroes” and a song that still reso¬ 
nates all these years later, although Mark’s vocal is a 
little off. The Blanks’ “I Don’t Wanna Be” is from their al¬ 
bum, a solid mid-tempo punk raver. “I Wanna Be A Punk” 
is on the Blanks’ last album and a strong uptempo rocker 
with a solid Thunders-ized solo from Renee. The flip is a 
live perennial, a cover from the Partisans and worth hear¬ 
ing, although I still say the version they play, from ‘Time 
Was Right," is inferior to the version off the first Parti¬ 
sans’ record. On lovely red vinyl. ( Taang : 706 Pismo Ct 
San Diego, CA 92109 /Radical : 77 Bleecker St., NY, NY 
10012 ) 

ATARI-We’ll Be Fighting (Teamwork) 

Not to be confused with the so-called digital hardcore 
“band” Atari Teenage Riot and who the fuck needs digital 
technology when you’ve got flesh ‘n blood playing gui¬ 
tars, bass, drums and screaming their hearts out. All in 
the name of late 80s, fast hardcore and ramming it home 
with power and force. (PO Box 4473, Wayne, NJ 07474) 

AUTOMATICS-I Wish (American Pop Project) 

The cover’s cool, a knockoff of Husker Du’s "Candy 
Apple Gray." Wish I could say the same for this Japanese 
band’s twee bubblegum pop. Frothy, bouncy and cute, I 
suppose, but definitely on the lightweight side of things. 
(PO Box 2271, San Rafael, CA 94912) 

BANE-Free To Think, Free To Be (Life) 

Only their second record and making quite an impact. 
Musically-accomplished but still-explosive hardcore. “At 


Best” comes storming out of the gates with a high-speed 
onslaught, while the anti-smoking “Superhero” mixes up 
heaviness and power with versatility and potency. These 
guys have a commanding presence. (214A Mountain St. 
East, #14, Worcester, MA 01606) 

BAR FEEDERS/HUMAN BEANS-Split (Probe) 

The Bar Feeders enthusiastically slam their way 
through their songs... fast, scampering and manic, espe¬ 
cially for “Dino Fever.” Dramatic vocals and solid chops. 
The Human Beans come from the musical spitball end of 
the equation, with an equally frenzied punk attack. Rip¬ 
ping it out with fur-flying ebullience. (PO Box 5068, 
Pleasanton, CA 94566) 

BASTARD SQUAD/DISLEXICS-Working Together For 
A Stronger Community (Fat Einstein) 

Bastard Squad punch out two tough, but melodic punk 
tunes and some smart-assed lyrics for “Fatal Case Of 
Consumerism.”The Dislexics continue in a melodic, emo- 
tinged punk vein and come on strong with the surging 
“Cool Guy” and equally-enjoyable “Coffee Song.” Hey,,my 
picture’s on the inner-sleeve—you think I’d give this record 
a bad review? Yes, I’m kidding. Besides, the going rate 
for a good review is payable in cash only! (PO Box 7531, 
Quincy, MA 02269-7531) 

BETTER THAN YOUR HAND-Where’s Pete (Probe) 

Hard, fast punk music to speed up your heart-rate. 
Veronica’s vocals are laced with strychnine gunpowder 
and you kids who hate school will appreciate “My 
Teacher’s A Bitch.” A raving musical tantrum. (PO Box 
5068, Pleasanton, CA 94566) 

BLACK ARMY JACKET/NOOTHGRUSH-Split 
(Monkeybite/Reservoir) 

Comes with issue #2 of Monkeybite zine and, of 
course, the sleeve features pictures from “Planet Of The 
Apes.” Violence ‘n sludge by the Army Jacket, with 
“Corpselawimage” and “Pretenders To The Throne” 
plumbing into the damaged/metallish murk. Noothgrush’s 
song is exceedingly slow, heavy, dirge-like doom/metal 
Feel the pain. (PO Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 11379- 



0366) 

BLACKOUT FIGHER PILOT (Espo) 

Instrumental rock defying easy categorization...flowing 
from gentle sound rivulets to harder-edged emanations 
and exhibiting some instrumental versatility. “Shin Splints” 
favors some otherworldly slide-guitar nastiness. Still, the 
die-cut sleeve with the transparency design underneath 
was somewhat more interesting than the music. (PO Box 
63, Allston, MA 02134) 

BLOOD FOR BLOOD-Soulless (Devour) 

Three songs that ended up on their album, but these 
are from a different session and includes their sorta-an- 
them, “Piss All OverYour Hopes And Dreams." Raw, hard¬ 
hitting hardcore rage that storms out of the speakers with 
ruthless intent. (PO Box 108, Boston, MA 02117) 

B-MOVIE RATS-Teenage Queen (Dead Beat) 

Their new album absolutely SMOKES and then I found 
this 7” lurking in the review box. An earlier version of the 
raucous ‘Teenage Queen” plus two other tunes: the so- 
so strut-rocker “Pimp Daddy” and a fairly hell-raising in¬ 
terpretation of Hank Williams’ “Kaw-Liga.” (PO Box 283 
LA, CA 90078) 

BOILS-Anthems From The New Generation (Beer City) 
BOILS-Obedience Is Your Obligation/THE GOONS-AII 
He Ever Wanted Was A Good Education (Torque) 

The Boils follow up their hot split with Violent Society 
with two new releases, one (obviously) a split. Stinging, 
aggressive oi-tinged punk favoring loud guitars and ram¬ 
bunctious, singalong choruses especially for “Police Me.” 
Tempos are kept to a mainly fast-clip, all the better to 
bring out their rampant, tuneful sound. The intensity con¬ 
tinues on their split with the Goons—three ripping songs 
rendered in rapid-fire succession. The Goons keep the 
proceedings equally feisty with their bare-knuckled punk 
sound, Serge’s melodramatic vocals soaring above the 
fray. ( Beer Citv : PO Box 26035, Milwaukee, Wl 53226- 
0035 /TQrque : PO Box 229, Arlington, VA 22210) 

BOMB SQUADRON-Another Generation Lost (Black 
Hole) 

Guess this is an older 7”, judging by the ‘95 date on it 
but they were so wonderful live that I’m going to review it 
anyway. Rough, fast ‘n catchy tunes with a street-punk/oi 
emphasis. The umpteenth song about oppression from 
the cops (“Police”) and it’s a keeper. So’s this 7”. (12 W. 
Willow Grove Ave., Philadelphia, PA 19118) 

BOTCH/NINEIRONSPITFIRE (Indecision) 

Soul-rending, screaming hardcore lurch from both 
bands. Heavy, dramatic riffing, exorcistic vocals and 
pummelling in intent. Botch bridge their two songs with a 
live snippet of Dave Brubeck performing ‘Take Five” but 
that’s about the only lull in the savagery. Heavy-duty pain. 
(PO Box 5781, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 

BRIDES-Here Come The Brides (Rip Off) 

Loud, lo-fi mania... the guitar is raw and rough and is 
this young band’s calling card. A definite Turks’ flavor in 
their scorching repertoire. Unadorned rock ‘n roll of this 
ilk can still be a near-religious experience. (581 Maple 
Ave., San Bruno, CA 94066) 

BROKEN-No Future?!...This Is It (Rotten Propaganda) 

Loutish punk from this band that includes past mem¬ 
bers of the Pist and Malachi Crunch... the loutish part 
comes from Jim Martin’s agitated bark (but he’s barking 
about such things as class separatism and sleazy law¬ 
yers) and the punk part...well, that’s not so hard to figure 
out. Muscular and aggressive and having an older, bare- 
knuckled influence. (PO Box 71287, Pittsburgh, PA 15213) 

BULLROARER (Reproductive) 

Ear-wrecking sonic decay. Bullroarer’s cacophonous 
assault is an acid-bath of feedback, havoc-wreaking drum¬ 
ming and anguished vocals. Ugly and bludgeoning and 
certainly a polarizing onslaught. I’m afraid the repelling 
factors win out here. (PO Box 398073, Cambridge, MA 


CANDY SNATCHERS-Dead (Centsless) 

The Snatchers are rock gods for the 90s—fast, brash 
and spewing out volume ‘n attitude with few peers. Three 
songs you can’t get elsewhere, including a strong cover 
of the Dead Boys’ “Dead and Alive.” Submit to their maj¬ 
esty. (5945 Monticello Ave., Cincinnati, OH 45224) 

CAPITALIST CASUALTIES-Dope And War (Slap A 
Ham) 

Their unplugged 7”, complete with string quartet... and 
that’s a crock of shit. Ravenous shocks of hardcore dev¬ 
astation to, once again, blow apart your walls. Occasional 
blast-beat aside, the Casualties do a 4/4 thrash assault 
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at inhuman speeds and the riffs cut with brutal precision. 
Packaged inside a rather provocative Betty Page foldout 
sleeve that they title ‘The Eroticism Of Human Degrada¬ 
tion.” (PO Box 420843, SF, CA 94142-0843) 

CAR BOMB DRIVER (Hardline) 

There’s a song here called “I Just Wanna Be A 
Ramone” and “Road To Ruin” is namechecked in another 
tune so that’s a pretty good indication of what these guys 
are all about. Songs about prostitutes, peep shows and 
living for the punk rock (and scoring, of course). Nothing 
to find fault with, although their pursuits indicate that 
maybe they need to get out of Florida. On the other hand, 
maybe they’re satisfied with that kind of existence. (PO 
Box 21102, Tampa, FL 33622) 

CASUALTIES-V.M.Live Presents (VML) 

Wot, no “ForThe Punx”? The NY spiky scrappers con¬ 
tribute other crowd faves, though, and Jorgb’s stage ban¬ 
ter doesn’t ever change. Sloppy, drunken fun and com¬ 
mitting their rendition of “If The Kids Are United” to wax. 
(PO Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 60131) 

CELLOPHANE SUCKERS-Lovin’You Ain’t No Crime 
+ 2 (Radio Blast) 

The simmering "Lovin’You” doesn’t really snap to life 
but that's not the case for the two hopped-up ravers on 
the flip. Raucous rock ‘n roll rippin’ it up faster than that 
Audi could ever hope to run. (Sternwart Str. 54, 40223 
Dusseldorf, GERMANY) 

CHICKITA-Karen Learns About Our Nation (100% 
Breakfast) 

Couldn’t tell if I should play this at 33 or 45, at first, 
then I realized it sounds like shit at either speed. Wanton 
screaming and noisemongering created by two vocalists, 
two bassists and a drummer and basically an unlistenable 
morass. Well, the bass manifesto included in the pack¬ 
age was humorous—although, even as a bass-player, I 
don’t advocate the banishment of the guitar. (12 Wyatt 
Cir., Somerville, MA 02143) 

CHIGLIAKS (OffTime) 

What’s a Chigliak? Don’t ask me... ask me about the 
record and I’m likely to tell you it’s straight-forward tune¬ 
ful punk. There’s an almost mod meets Husker undertow 
for “Heart For Sale.” The band’s brash volume gives them 
an advantage. (PO Box 479176, Chicago, IL 60647) 

CHIXDIGGiT!-Chupacbras/20Times (Honest Don’s) 

A fast one and a slow one for the Canadian punk pop¬ 
pers and the fast one (“Chupacbras”) is the better one. 
Catchy, but not essential. I’m looking forward to the next 
album, though. (PO Box 192027, SF, CA 94119-2027) 

CIV-Secondhand Superstar (Some) 

The a-side could be the worst piece of shit I’ve ever 
heard from this band. A bouncy, bubblegummy power- 
pop song with organ. This just doesn’t work. Sorry. The 
two brief hardcore songs on the flip, “Owner’s Manual” 
and “Worm’s Eye View,” are a lot better. (405 W. 14th St 
#3, NY, NY 10014) 

CLETUS-I Ain’t Drinking Tonight (OffTime) 

Four ear-pleasing pop/punk nuggets by Cletus. Buzz¬ 
ing, poppy punk songs and one of 'em a rather silly ditty 
called “Ben’s Got Halitosis,” about their (now former) bass- 
player’s poor hygeine. (PO Box 479176, Chicaqo IL 
60647) 

CLIT COPS-ComeTo Daddy EP (Intensive Scare) 

The cover is certainly a coffee table piece—a drawing 
of a cop with his pants around his ankles and letting it 
ALL hang out, if you know what I mean. As for the musi¬ 
cal contents, straight-ahead punk-scrap ‘noxiousness with 
a baaaad fuckin’ attitude. “No style, no class..” indeed! 
(PO Box 142, New York, NY 10002-0142) 

CONFEDERATS/MY THREE SCUM-Split (Smog Veil) 

The Confederats bring you some hell-raising punk rock. 
Fast, loud, nasty. My Three Scum favor a mutant form of 
roots rock, with howling sax and gravel-throated 
neanderthal vocals. Label says these bands can’t tour 
because of “strict terms of parole.” I’m inclined to believe 
that... (774 Mays Blvd., #10-454, Incline Village, NV 


COUNTBACKWURDS-Sorry Charlie/The Alligator 
(Telstar) 

Primitive lo-fi garage slop fronted by former Mummies’ 
drummer Russell Quan. Crazed and rockin’and they even 
have identical costumes that probably aren’t as hard to 
get into as the Mummies’ were. Back to the basics. (PO 
Box 1123, Hoboken, NJ 07030) 

COUNTDOWNS-Love Her So/Juke Box Babe (Scooch 


Pooch) 

The Countdowns merge different badass rock forms 
well. A wall o’ garage power but the hiccupy vocals and 
guitar style come from rootsy rockabilly. The latter be¬ 
comes prominent for the flip, an Alan Vega cover, which 
also introduces some freak-out oscillations. That track 
also isn’t on the band’s full-length. (323 Broadway E, #405 
Seattle, WA 98102) 

CROCODILE GOD-MindThe Cat (Crackle) 

Fast, poppy tunes favoring loud guitars and played at 
a breakneck pace and, as with many melodic UK bands, 
you can hear echoes of early Snuff (although “Restart" 
clips its opening chords from the Descendents). Not too 
santized-sounding and that adds to the appeal. (PO Box 
HP49, Leeds, LS6 4XL, ENGLAND) 

DEAD LAZLO’S PLACE (Fearless) 

Dead Lazio’s Place aren’t bad at what they do—mid 
to fast-paced, tuneful, earnest songs. The production isn’t 
overly slick, compared to other bands doing the west coast 
melodic punk thing and that’s another plus. Still, this 7” 
doesn’t really distinguish itself, otherwise. (13772 
Goldenwest St. #545, Westminster, CA 92683) 

DEEP REDUCTION-BlackTulip/Gotta Say No (Get Hip) 
STREETWALKIN’ CHEETAHS WITH DENIZ TEK-Do 
The Pop/More Fun (Alive) 

Deep Reduction is a project for Radio Birdman’s Deniz 
Tek, hooking up here with members of Pennsylvania ga¬ 
rage punks the Stump Wizards and these tracks are cred¬ 
ible slices of Birdman-style rock. A definite tough/weath¬ 
ered Detroit emphasis and both songs have guitar solos 
that won’t make you cringe—the spectre of Ron Asheton 
rises. Even better is the pair of sides with the Cheetahs, 
playing two Birdman songs with hell-raising success, es¬ 
pecially for "Do The Pop.” (Get Hip: PO Box 666, 
Canonsburg, PA 15317/Alive: (PO Box 7112, Burbank 
CA 91510) 

DEFICIT/CLAM CHOWDER-Split (DefClam) 

Pissed-off punk music from two California bands. Defi¬ 
cit are in accusatory mode for all three songs and the 
music is appropriately confrontational, ass-kicking fod¬ 
der. Clam Chowder have the good taste to name them¬ 
selves after a New England specialty and mix up punk 
aggro and a tinge of Rudimentary Peni and Subhumans. 
“Live, Fight, Die...” speeds it up to a thrashy pace. Like 
the rough, back-to-basics emphasis of both bands. (4554 
Peck Circle, La Verne, CA 91750) 

DEFIANCE-No Time EP (Profane Existence) 

For all the crusty trappings, Defiance have a ringing, 
melodic oi-inspired emphasis these days. “No Time” is 
an immediately-catchy, singalong anthem. Ditto for‘Your 
Country Is Shit” and “Fight The Real Enemy.” Venom and 
hooks, but this isn’t pop music... (PO Box 8722, Minne¬ 
apolis, MN 55408) 

THE DESPISED-MusicTo Driveby (GMM) 

The Despised despise just about everything and it 
comes out in their pull-no-punches lyrics and punk brawl. 
They hate society, they hate the government, they hate 
hippies, although I don’t think the idealism of the 60s was 
such a bad thing before it degenerated into mindless 
hedonism. These are probably the children of the guys 
who used to bust-up anti-war demonstrations. Lemme 
tell ‘ya, though—the band’s rage and aggression is pretty 
fuckin’ convincing. (PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 30333) 

DEVOID OF FAITH-Slow Motion Enslavement (Coali¬ 
tion) 

I always thought DOF’s mouth Jim sounded like 
Springa from SSD (or Springa with a case of rabies) and 
they tear through that band’s “Nothing Done.” Mesmeriz¬ 
ing brutality from this Albany band, as they tackle both 
fast and heavier modes with equal pulverizing savagery, 
awash in a bath of feedback and out of control drum¬ 
ming. “We Never Asked For Any Of This” goes in a Rudi¬ 
mentary Peni direction. Destruction city! (PO Box 243 
6500 AE Nijmegen, NETHERLANDS) 

DILLINGER FOUR-More Songs About Girlfriends And 
Bubblegum (Mutant Pop) 

Ringing, near-anthemic punk tunes. Dillinger Four have 
an ear-catching sound—surging melody lines and politi¬ 
cal lyrics from a personal point of view. Unfortunately, 
there’s a ton of surface noise on my copy (don’t know if 
it’s just on this copy or the whole pressing) that impedes 
the sonic enjoyment somewhat, but not too much... these 
songs are keepers. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis OR 
97330) 

DIRT BIKE ANNIE (Mutant Pop) 

Passable power-popsters... a full album of this sort of 
happy-sounding material might drive me nuts, but four 


songs isn’t tough to take. “Down The Drain” is driving and 
infectious. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 

DISENCHANTED-The Other White Trash (Angry, 
Young & Poor) 

DISENCHANTED/TWENTY-TWOS (Motherbox) 
TWENTY-TWO’S/POSITIVE STATE (Submit) 

Good music can still be found on 7”s, as oversatu¬ 
rated as it is, and both the Disenchanted and Twenty- 
Twos make strong musical statements. The Twenty-Twos, 
from the DC area, recorded at Inner Ear and I’m wonder¬ 
ing if producer Mike Davis is the same Mike Davis who 
played in old DC hardcore band Foundation. In any case, 
they rip through three songs of primo ‘82-style, Minor 
Threat-inspired fodder on the split with the Disenchanted 
and it more than gets the job done. The Disenchanted 
are equally ticked-off sounding, although they come from 
a slightly more tuneful (but not pop) punk direction. Re¬ 
fusing to conform, to grow up, to do what’s expected. 
Youthful defiance I hope they not only never grow out of, 
but channel into something positive. The Twenty-Two’s 
split with Positive State is a little different. Still playing 
over the top hardcore but each song has an almost tribal, 
percussion breakdown and one of those songs is a cover 
of Scream’s “New Song.” Pos. State are confrontational 
and abrasive on their two songs here. Their full-length on 
Torque is better. (AYP: 140 N. Prince St., Lancaster, PA 
17603/ Motherbox : 60 Denton Ave., E. Rockaway, NY 
11518/Su b mit: 803 Thayer Ave., Silver Spring, MD 20910) 

DONfISHER-Setting New Standards In Apathy 
(Crackle) 

I was thinking these guys sounded a bit like 
Leatherface, then noticed that the singer for that late, la¬ 
mented band, Mr. Frankie Stubbs, co-produced this EP. 
Catchy pop/punk without a bit of wimpiness—stinging 
guitar hooks and solid vocal harmonizing. A nice anti¬ 
dote to whatever UK flavor-of-the-month is polluting the 
american consciousness. (PO Box HP49, Leeds LS6 
4XL, ENGLAND) 

DUCKY BOYS-Another Day/PINKERTON THUGS-An- 
other Story (Police) 

A dose of local noise worth chasing down. The Duckys’ 
“Another Day” is a pounding, but catchy mid-tempo punk 
rock gem. “Another Story” has the Thugs doing their best 
Clash imitation and features a lead vocal from Paul Russo. 
Rough and catchy and as good as anything on their full- 
length. (287 Chicks Crossing Rd., Wells, ME 04090) 

ENDEAVOR/ENVY (HG Fact) 

Endeavor rage with obliterative heaviness and speed. 
Frighteningly intense, both in sound and their castigation 
of patriotism and social darwinism. Envy favor a dramatic, 
piledriving screamcore style—think of a Japanese Springa 
for a vocalist and the music is blistering. Refusing to go 
quietly into the night. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO 
NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 

ERRORTYPErll-Superstore (Some) 

In that post-hardcore vein, with a few Quicksand-y 
surges and it kind of makes sense ‘cause guitarist/vocal¬ 
ist Artie Shepherd was briefly in a band called World’s 
Fastest Car with Walter. Still, Error Type:11 are some¬ 
what poppier, melding the mid-tempo sway with bright 
melodies and maintaining something of an edge. By the 
way, guitarist Phil Hanratty used to play in Clobber and 
they had a great EP a few years ago. (405 W. 14th St 
#3, NY, NY 10014) 

EVANCE-lf Tomorrow... 

Ripping power-core from Japan. Bludgeoning bass and 
guitar licks and harsh vocals all converging into a mighty 
roar. In the words of the immortal Judas Priest, cleaving 
a trail of destruction. (221,3-19-12 Koengi-Kita, Suqinami- 
Ku, Tokyo JAPAN 166) 

ERASE TODAY-London, New York...The World? 
(JSNTGM) 

There’s a line on the b-side “I’m Here Again” that in¬ 
cludes the phrase “do you remember” and that’s the En¬ 
glish meaning of the term Husker Du. Erase Today owe 
a certain amount to that band on that track and hammer 
it home with solid hooks, as well as wit. Same is true for 
the ringing, poppy title track. (64 Sedbergh Ave 
Blackpool, Lancashire, ENGLAND FYA 4DQ) 

FILTH F.C.-Stay In Bed/Die Happy (1234) 

Street punk with metallish leads and some hearty oi- 
oi-oi’s. These Brits got it right on the two songs here. “Die 
Happy” is a smokin’ singalong anthem. (PO Box 199 
Deal, Kent CT14 7GN, ENGLAND) 

FINAL EXIT-Too Late For Apologies (Third Party) 

As with their two CD’s on Desperate FightA/ictory (and 
some of these songs were on one of those discs), Final 
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Exit packed a mean punch with their visceral sXe sounds. 
Blinding thrash and crunching groove, all of it exuding 
blistering fortitude. (21 Nancy Lane, Amherst, NY 14228) 

FISTICUFFS-Apocalypse Now (Motherbox) 

Assaultive punk rampage—haw haw. Fisticuffs’ fast, 
angry songs don’t lend themselves to such whimsical in¬ 
terpretation, though. Their disgust with complacency and 
greed is readily apparent. The final line on the lyric sheet 
states “putting muder back into music” and they live up to 
the claim, with a blasting waylay punctuated by quick tem¬ 
pos, venomous vocals and pillaging instrumentation. (60 
Denton Ave., E. Rockaway, NY 11518) 

FIT FOR ABUSE (Crust) 

Look at all the narrow bands on the record... 12 songs 
on a seven inch and it’s go for the throat hardcore. Played 
with tight, ravenous high-speed intensity. They even slow 
it down to an oi-ish trot for “Power Corrupts.” Capturing 
the spirit of Negative FX, Negative Approach (“Leech In 
My Side” echoes that band’s “Dead Stop.”), etc... Fast 
‘82-style throttle done right. Even the right politics— "Right- 
wing bastards, fucking screw !!!"?repare for an ass-kick- 
ing. (PO Box 8511, Warwick, Rl 02888) 

FORWARD-Feel The Core Of Self EP (H.G. Fact) 

Both sides of the equation—a punk/metal/boogie 
tandem for “Really Satisfied” and picking up the pace 
for the blindsiding hardcore/speed metal roar of the 
appropriately-titled “Burn Up.” Ishiya belts out the 
words with venomous intent and the band hammer 
with ravenous brutality, especially on the latter track— 
a bass-line that would do Lemmy or Discharge’s Rainy 
proud. Great fold-out sleeve, as well. (401 Hongo-M 
2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 

FRANTICS-Downtown Delrium (Mutant Pop) 

Lots of energy from these four gentlemen. The 
Frantics have a fast-paced garage/retro-punk sound 
and the title track on this 7” kicks up a delirious storm. 
Catchy as fuck, too. Same goes for the other tunes 
here. Platters like this make it worth going through 
the 7" review box from hell. (5010 NW Shasta 
Corvallis, OR 97330) 

FUSES-Dress For The New Bomb (American 
Punk) 

77 era sounding punk that brings the Adverts to 
mind, although without quite as commanding a vo¬ 
calist as TV Smith. Tough and gnashing tunes and 
another winner for this feisty label. (802 S. Broad¬ 
way, Baltimore, MD 21231) 

GAUZE (Prank) 

Four of the titles are in Japanese, two in English... 
doesn’t matter. This long-time band transcend the bor¬ 
ders with their blazing hardcore assault. A few metal 
licks here and there but this 7” will transport you back _ 
to the early days of Japanese hardcore with their unstop¬ 
pable rampage. (PO Box 410892, SF, CA 94141-0892) 

GAZA STRIPPERS-Transistor/Stinger (Bam Bam) 

Rick Sims returns with a new trio and two tunes that 
rrrrock up to his standards. Not quite the manic craze of 
the Didjits but Rick’s blowtorch guitar and vocal style are 
instantly recognizable and make upcoming developments 
highly anticipated. (3338 N. Oakley, Chicago, IL 60618) 

GENERATION EXCREMENT (Will E. Survive) 

Generation Ex huh? A band with members of.the 
mighty Rat Bastards and ripping it up with similar explo¬ 
siveness. A high-charged hardcore frenzy to tear you a 
new asshole. Thrashy tempos, snarly guitars and vocals 
from Will E. Survive honcho Bill that made me think of 
the wolf villain in the old Underdog cartoons. Musically, 
you’ll be thinking of Cause For Alarm and Poison Idea 
and those aren’t bad bands to think of! (PO Box 2065 
Northlake, IL 60164) 

GERIATRIX-I Was ATeenage Politican/MUZZIES-Dirty 
As A Fly (Formula 47) 

The Geriatrix’ brand of punk is loud, sloppy, obnox¬ 
ious and nasty. “I Ate My Girlfriend’s Tampon”? And I 
haven’t heard this many pops on the vinyl in awhile (or is 
it a too-loud drum mix). Whatever... it ends up being pretty 
cool. More surface noise for the Muzzies and another 
dose of buzzsaw punk boasting a slight DK’s influence. 
Fighting back against Cincinnati’s bluenose mentality. 
(7858 Trailwind Dr., Cincinnati, OH 45242) 

GONADS-Oi! Nutter/England’s Glory (1234) 

Back for another round, so to speak. “Oi! Nutter" is 
one of those songs that drunken louts can shout “oi oi” 
to. "England’s Glory” is a mid-tempo anthem attempt with 
a pretty catchy chorus. Fun and energetic, though not 
revelatory. (PO Box 199, Deal, Kent CT14 7GN, EN¬ 


GLAND) 

THE GRAND ISLAND-Buckler/Fortune Cookie (Super 
8 ) 

Nervy, edgy and abrasive rock. The Grand Island in¬ 
troduce jittery guitar scrape and atonal keyboard jabs into 
their thorny compositions. It has a lot in common with the 
early 80s bands who pulled those elements from the likes 
of Pere Ubu, the Styrenes or Electric Eels and the Grand 
Island introduce an edgier intensity, as well. (PO Box 
4023, Boston, MA 02101) 

GRAND PASSION-Negative Jesus/Ass Cat (Live) 
(Sidearm/Pop Rocket) 

Distorted, semi-skewed indy rock. Too loud and non¬ 
hooky to be considered pop, although there’s certainly a 
melodic resonance in the guitar ring, at least for “Nega¬ 
tive Jesus.” Besides that, it doesn’t engender a lot more 
praise. Comes with the first 250 copies of Brushback' zine. 
(139 Sunnyside Ave., Waterbury, CT 06708) 

GRIEVING EUCALYPTUS-You’re So Lame/Dance 
(Just Add Water) 

Bouncy rockabilly for “You’re So Lame” and more of a 



girl-group pop style on “Dance.” Cute, I guess, but also 
slight and likely to drive ‘ya nuts with any sort of lengthy 
exposure. (PO Box 16102, Spartanburg, SC 29316) 

GROUNDZERO/FLESHOLD-Split (Up Front/Just In 
Case) 

Two awful bands from Connecticut. Fleshold grunt their 
way through mediocre doom metal, complete with de¬ 
monic vocal shrieks. The drummer’s mono-rhythm on the 
thrashier parts are pathetic. Groundzero’s tedious metal- 
core doesn’t fare much better. Heavy, painful emanations 
that bring back unpleasant visions of my retching during 
a recent bout with the stomach flu. (7 High St., Collinsville 
CT 06022) 

HAIL MARY-Glorious Morning (Prank) 

Lurching, pummelling slabs of venom—Hail Mary do 
this with a Born Against-fueled attack. Rabid vocals, 
heavily frayed riffing and maneuvering a roller-coaster of 
slow and fast modes. (PO Box 410892, SF CA 94141- 
0892) 

HELLACOPTERS-1995/Tilt City/Freespeedin’ (Get 
Hip) 

Unabashed rock ‘n rollers... the emphasis is on vol¬ 
ume. Squeals of guitar mania, a big beat, a bad attitude 
and The pounding rinky-dink piano at the end of 1995” is 
a nice touch. Flip it over and things get even ornerier for 
the slam-bam of ‘Tilt City” and fired-up “Freespeedin’.” 
Satisfies that craving for a rock fix! (PO Box 666 
Canonsburg, PA 15317)) 

HELLNATION-At War With Emo (Slap A Ham, 5”) 

Hellnation have chose their enemies and this is cer¬ 
tainly the anti-emo. Blistering, ear-lacerating high-speed 
hardcore and having little patience with crusties, “drunk 
punks" and other lemming-like species. A sound akin to 
what happens when you attach high-voltage electrodes 


to someone’s privates. Naaaaasty! (PO Box 420843, SF, 
CA 94142-0843) 

HOT WATER MUSIC-Alachua/Never Ender (Allied) 

Hot music, period, especially for the raggedly surging 
“Never Ender.” Two vocalists pouring out their hearts in 
tandem and a warmly enveloping guitar sound comple¬ 
mented by hard-hitting drumming. The lead part of 
“Alachua” made me think of Maiden, for some reason. A 
decent mid-tempo song, but “Never Ender" is killer. PO 
Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 

HUGUENOTS (Push Pull) 

Destructive musical assault—the Huguenots lurch and 
pillage through dramatic, cascading sonic territory. The 
freedom principle applied to loud rock, with occasional 
lulls in the chaos, as with the saxophone-spiced/dubby 
segment on one song. Pushing the parameters. (PO Box 
471, Allston, MA 02134) 

INJECTIONS-The Kids Aren’t Right (Shoot ‘Em Up) 

No, they’re just fine. Poppy, 77 style punk with a basic 
appeal. "25 Perry Ave.” is a tribute to the late, great An¬ 
thrax club. Catchy, pogo-inducing songs. (7 Newtown Terr 
Norwalk, CT 06851) 

J CHURCH-The Dramatic History Of A Boring 
Town (Crackle) 

J CHURCH/DISCOUNT-Split (Liquid Meat) 

Neither of these 7”s represent J. Church at 
their absolute best. Then again, not a complete di¬ 
saster either. The "Dramatic History” exudes an ad¬ 
equate amount of punch to with the hookiness, even 
for the crude-sounding live track recorded early in their 
career. Things take a more sedate turn on “What Will 
j I Do,” from the split, while “Faye Wong” is an uptempo 
I tune. Discount actually sound kind of like J. Church 
with a female vocalist and a tad more polish. Fair to 
middling, overall. ( Crackle : PO Box HP49, Leeds, LS6 
4XL, ENGLAND/ Liauid Meat : PO Box 460692, 
Escondido, CA 92046) 

JAKKPOT-Hit Or Miss/Inside Out Stepping Stone 
(American Punk) 

Another pair of scorchers by this Baltimore 
band. “Hit Or Miss" traipses the punk and metal line 
with a full-bodied roar. The flip cleverly combines the 
Monkees’ “Stepping Stone” and 999’s "Inside Out,” 
which were amazingly similar, if you think about it. 
They start that track with a reggae/dub lilt and kick in 
a hard rockin’ finale. Where’s the album? (802 S. 
Broadway, Baltimore, MD 21231) 

JESUIT (Reservoir) 

As brutal and intense as advertised. Jesuit 
pile powerchord on powerchord while the vocalist 
soul-screams with all available lung power. Keeping 
it slow and heavy until you feel like the condemned 
warlock in Salem with all the boulders piled on top of his 
chest. Visceral is a pretty accurate description. There’s 
also a CD out of this material and a few miscellaneous 
tracks. (PO Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 11379-0366) 

JETPACK-Investigator Man (Sampson) 

The two compositions on this 7” are supposedly a 
soundtrack to the accompanying comic book, which fea¬ 
tures some striking black and white adventures of the 
protagonist. Musically, falling into less-interesting terri¬ 
tory. In the melodic post-hardcore realm, with intricate 
ebb & flow arrangements and a few explosive sparks but 
I keep thinking of Rush for some reason. Inventive doesn’t 
always = memorable songs. (105 Borden Rd., Tiverton 
Rl 02878) 

JIHAD-New Testament (Makoto) 

Hammering brutallization. Jihad flow from heavy, 
double-pedal thunder to jackhammer outbursts to seeth¬ 
ing rivulets of feedback-punctuated tension, unleashing 
a damaged sonic torrent. Lengthy exposure to this sort 
of thing could be overwhelming, but this is quite an in¬ 
tense outburst. (PO Box 50403, Kalamazoo, Ml 49005) 

JON COUGAR CONCENTRATION CAMP/ 
CIGARETTEMAN-Split (Liquid Meat) 

JCCC hammer through Motdrhead’s “Ace Of Spades" 

(a perennial cover choice but they don’t defile it) and the 
Vindictives’ “Invisible Man” with their usual electrifying 
aplomb. Cigaretteman are perky, poppy Japanese folks 
but “12 Hours” is enjoyably energetic. Punk enough for 
me. (PO Box 460692, Escondido, CA 92046) 

JUDGEMENT-No Reason Why/Kick Them Over (H.G. 
Fact) 

The sedate intro to “No Reason Why" gives no indica¬ 
tion of the blistering hardcore barrage that follows. High¬ 
speed rage and anger, though tempered with a ringing 





guitar texture, briefly, on “Kick Them Over.” But the main 
mode of attack is crash ‘n burn. Playing as if the 
apolcalypse is imminent. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI- 
CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 

JUMPIN’ LAND MINES-England’s Lesser Known 
Punksters (Black Hole) 

Four buzz-heavy tunes and these blokes have more 
than enough scrappy mettle. Gruff vocals and catchy ar¬ 
rangements conveyed with a feisty kick. “H.4” has a fa¬ 
miliar ring to it—thought it was a cover, at first—but it just 
echoes classic UK punk. Same with the other songs. (12 
W. Willow Grove Ave., Box 130, Phila., PA 19118) 

KANKER SORES-Pivot EP (Recess) 

Kanker sores (sic) are pretty fucking painful. The 
Kanker Sores aren’t painful at all, although they do come 
across as pissed-off, disaffected youth and that usually 
makes for some inspiring punk rock. First song I can re¬ 
call protesting against high school yearbooks but it ties 
into the whole idiocy of school pride. Snarly, yet occa¬ 
sionally poppy songs...guess they used to do the ska thing 
but dropped it. Good move. “Born Free” and “Mirror Im¬ 
age" liberally dish out the venom. (PO Box 1112, Tor¬ 
rance, CA 90505) 

KILL SADIE (One Percent) 

Interesting mixture of heaviness, melodic nuance and 
thrashy hardcore, with Jason screaming his guts out all 
the time. Actually, the speedy impulse is there most of 
the time and Kill Sadie’s powderfinger properties are en¬ 
gulfing. That means it’s good. (PO Box 141048, Minne¬ 
apolis, MN 55414) 

KING FACE-1 Believe/Come The Sun 
(Akashic) 

Back together and still rockin’. “I Believe” is 
punctuated by scintillating slide guitar, Mark 
Sullivan’s soulful vocals and an in-the-pocket 
groove. “Come The Sun” is in more of a hard 
rock vein, but these guys were doing that 
sound before it was trendy. Liked the a-side 
a lot more. (PO Box 10876, Arlington, VA 
22210) 

KNUCKLEHEAD (Far Out) 

“Oi Oi Oi, we are the boys/some things 
never change ” Yet, these Canadians don’t 
come across as bootboys. Strange... Ba¬ 
sic and catchy punk songs, especially for 
“B-Anthem,” from which those words ema¬ 
nate, and the speedier “Critical Mass.” (PO 
Box 14361, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33302) 

KOSSABONE RED-Failure and Depar¬ 
ture/In 1,000 Dreams (Insurance 
Scam) 

Melodic, emotional...you get the idea. 

Yearning vocals, somber bass-lines and 
textured guitars and while the songs do possess pretty 
qualities merged with volume, I’m starting to find bands 
of this sort less and less enticing. But that’s one reviewer’s 
opinion. If you’re still into the post-Sunny Day/Promise 
Ring explosion, these guys should be to your liking. (PO 
Box 145, Northville, Ml 48167) 

KREMA-1 

Six songs from this radical (in the literal sense), politi¬ 
cal Boston punk band. A pronounced early 80s UK 
anarcho punk influence. The lyrics and accompanying 
commentary intelligently deal with such issues as nation¬ 
alism, “political correctness,” immigration and the follies 
of “true-believer” marxists/socialists/etc... Really rough¬ 
sounding and perhaps they should have tried tuning to 
each other, but Craig tells me he broke a string and didn’t 
have the right replacement, so he had to use a different 
gauge string. Oh well... The band have split since this 
recording. (PO Box 471, Allston, MA 02134) 

KUNG FU MONKEYS-Shindig! (Mutant Pop) 

Pop innocence with choirboy vocals. The Kung Fu 
Monkeys’ enthusiastic, semi-punkish jangle is likely to 
provide the same sugar OD as the “Pop Rocks And Coke” 
they sing about and “Something Tells Me I’m Into Some¬ 
thing Good,” popularized by Herman’s Hermits in the 60s 
still makes me cringe now, as well. Their geekiness is 
definitely a double-edged sword—simultaneously being 
charmed and wanting to throttle the precious life out of 
them. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 

LAGER LADS-MakingThe Last Call (GMM)/Rose City 
Boot Boys (Blind Beggar) 

“Priority one in life is to become a drunken fool." So 
state the Lager Lads on their “Last Call” 7” and the choice 
of liquid refreshment above the Canadian border is prob¬ 
ably potent enough to enable that wish. Drinkin’ and 


fightin’ and fuckin’ is their raison d’etre...Clunky oi oi oi 
music that has enough spirit and gumption to overcome 
the lack of polish. Come to think of it, that’s part of its 
charm. They tighten up and beef up the sound for the 
“Rose City” 7”. Although the patriotism of “Made In 
Canada” is rather simplistic, they do make an anti-racist 
statement of sorts by turning Skrewdriver’s “White Power 
into ‘White Cowards.” ( GMM : PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 
30333/ Blind Beggar : Postfach 1518, 66924 Pirmasens, 
GERMANY) 

LAMAGNA-Ceremony (WreckAge) 

Soul screaming emo/hardcore with frayed riffs, innard- 
pouring vocals and a muscular, dramatic arranging 
method. Certainly a striking approach, but a little of 
Lamagna’s angst does go a long way. (PO Box 263, NY, 
NY 10012) 

LANYARD-Realms (One Percent) 

Fusion-style jazzbo rock for the post-emo generation. 
Zzzzzzz.(PO Box 141048, Minneapolis, MN 55414) 

LES SAVY FAV-Rodeo Side/Blackouts On Thursday 
(Sub Pop) 

Les Savy Fav utilize economical riffing and a caffeined- 
out, Pixies-inspired ambiance in their favor. Enough edgy 
quirkiness to keep it interesting. I wouldn’t mind hearing 
more. (PO Box 20645, Seattle, WA 98102) 

LESS THAN JAKE-Muppets (Liquid Meat) 

Four Muppets covers, done punk-style (except for one 
acapella performance). No, I haven’t been drinking but 
this could get me leaning in that direction. Even more 
bizarre than their Slayer tribute 7”...well, it beats the 
“Schoolhouse Rock” fiasco, I 
guess. No, 



wait, let’s not give 
LTJ any more ideas! (PO Box 460692, 
Escondido, CA 92046) 


LIZARDS (Little Deputy) 

Goony punk silliness—helium-filled adenoid-damaged 
vocals and a free-wheeling, carefree musical approach. 
“Mars Attacks” throws in some nifty synth ray-gun effects. 
Sacramento’s Lizards have been around quite awhile and 
show no indication of reaching musical puberty. Or maybe 
it’s adulthood. (PO Box 7066, Austin, TX 78713) 

LOLLIPOP-Live At Reptilian Records (Reptilian) 

Guitar screech-fueled rockin’ mania on this two song 
live thingy. Rough and raw and creating quite a trebly 
clatter, especially “Mexican Overdrive.” In a lovely 
screened, lime-green psych-o-delic sleeve. (403 S. Broad¬ 
way, Baltimore, MD 21231) 

LOMBARDIES-I Wanna Take Advantage Of You Baby/ 

I Sha La La Love Her (Shaft) 

Ranty, tuneful punk. Spirited and catchy songs played 
with sped-up enthusiasm. 

The stripped-down, relatively lo-fi production works in their 
favor, as well. Low budget doesn’t mean low quality! (4 
LeBaron Way, Mattapoiset, MA 02739) 

LOUDMOUTHS-Gone Drinkin’ (New Red Archives)/ 
Gotta Live Fast (Woundup) 

Livin’ fast, rockin’ hard. The Loudmouths bellow and 
roll through two 7”s worth of garage-meets-’77 three chord 
bile. From the same session and the Woundup 7” includes 
an uncredited version of GG Allin’s “I Wanna Fuck My¬ 
self.” The NRA 7" is a parody of Flipper’s “Gone Fishin” 
cover. A spitting, screaming punk wrecking machine. 
( NRA : (PO Box 210501, SF, CA 94121/W Qu n d yp: PO Box 


3695, Kansas City, KS 66103) 

MAKERS-This Is The Answer/Spoonful/On The Train 
(Get Hip) 

Get Hip sometimes sends 7”s that are 2-3 years old... 
well, in the Makers’ case, it’s worth the bother. Not quite 
as hopped-up as their last couple of albums but doing 
the fuzzed-out garage sound justice. A primitive delight. 
(PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 15317) 

MAN WITHOUT PLAN-Commence Primary Ignition 
(APKWIAB) 

Barclay from A Punk Kid Walks Into A Bar ‘zine plays 
guitar and sings for this three-piece... bright, catchy emo/ 
pop/punk. There’s the requisite cover-trashing of Joe 
Jackson’s “Is She Really Going Out With Him?" and they 
turn it into an energetic romp. ‘Trickle Down Homicide" 
connects with speed and melody and tackles the unlikely 
subject of a squirrel getting hit by a car. A metaphor for 
life? Perhaps I’m reading into too much. Just enjoy the 
damn record! ($2 ppd to PO Box 254, Rye, NY 10580) 

MEDVEDS-My Mom Smoked My Stash (Pill Party/Fan 

Attic) 

Happy/silly punk and pop with lyrics that often border 
on the absurd. “Lucky Charm Whore"?! That song men¬ 
tions hitchiking naked on Rt. 128, which would probably 
liven up a lot of folk’s commute, to say the least. “De¬ 
prived Fool" rags on trendy-come-lately punks, which 
seems a few years too late but what the heck. Musically, 
a lighter touch than many of the locals and not quite 
matching the lyrical smarts. (PO Box 391494, Cambridge, 
MA 02139-0015) 

MIKE &THE MOLESTERS (Little Deputy) 

No, not Mike & The Mechanics.... puh-leeze... and I’d 
better keep this record under wraps 'cause the city of 
Peabody, where I now live, is on the look- 
1 out for suspected pedophiles but, digress¬ 
ing to the slab on the turntable, this is ex¬ 
cellent, raw garage punk. Covering DMZ’s 
obscure “Busy Man" wins ‘em points and 
the Molesters jab and stab with gleeful 
punk mastery. (PO Box 7066, Austin, TX 
78713-7066) 

MONDO TOPLESS-Amazon Queen (G.l.) 

Basic 60s garage rock you can 
dance to, especially the shakin’ a-side. Vox 
organ, vintage no doubt. These guys would 
fit in well with such Boston bands as the Lyres 
or old-timers the Prime Movers. Tuneful but 
rough around the edges. (PO Box 6948, San 
I Jose, CA 95150) 

MOTHERFUCKER 666-High For Christmas/ 
STEEL MINERS-I Hate Christmas (All Year 
Round) (Get Hip) 

As of now, it’s almost spring and I got an Xmas 
single. Strange... well, the combination of ga- 
f rage rock aggro and negativity makes both of 
these songs palatable. MF666 is an aggrega¬ 
tion of Jeff Dahl, the Pagans' Mike Metoff and 
the old rhythm section for the Lazy Cowgirls. Save this 
for the holiday season. (PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 
15317) 

MUDDLEHEAD/SHORTFUSE-Split (BackTa Basics) 

Both of these bands mix up speed and heavier parts 
to decent effect. Anger and bluster dished out in iron- 
forged bites. Shortfuse have split up since these record¬ 
ings. Harrrrrdddd.... (79 3rd Ave., 2nd Floor, Paterson, 
NJ 07514) 

MY LAI-3.16.68 (Divot) 

Taking their name from a Vietnamese village where 
US troops massacred the inhabitants and dishing out an 
unsettling combination of speed, crunch and noise dam¬ 
age. The crunchy part comes on “15 Minutes,” fused with 
some potent axe whizzle and throat-rending vocals. 
Assaultive. (PO Box 470650, Chicago, IL 60647) 

NASHVILLE PUSSY-Go Motherfucker Go/Milk Cow 
Blues (Get Hip) 

Hey, hey, it’s the Pussy and they’re out for blood. “Go 
Motherfucker Go” is a different take than on the album, 
all raw, rock fury. Their version of “Milk Cow Blues" is 
righteously rockin’ garage slop, even better than 
Aerosmith’s rendition on “Draw The Line." Watch out 
world... (PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 15317)) 

NEW JERSEY FAIRPLAN-Wait (Medical) 

The band’s name is misleading—they’re from New 
Hampshire and play in a punchy punk and emo style. 
Vocals are sometimes on the weak side but the songs 
have a certain passionate appeal. That’s especially true 





for the complexly-arranged “Property Manager.” Not bad, 
although not 100% there yet, either. (76 Atherton Ave. 
Nashua, NH 03060) 

9 SHOCKS TERROR-Earth, Wind & the Sheik Throw- 
ing Fire (River On Fire) 

9 SHOCKS TERROR/DEVOID OF FAITH-Split EP 
(Gloom) 

Arrrgh! Both of these 7”s bring out the beast with ham- 
mer-to-skull hardcore fuselage. 9 Shocks, basically the 
H-IOOs with a different vocalist (and ex-Face Value vo¬ 
calist Tony Erba on bass), unleash a lethal barrage of 
anger, bile, aggression and one of the mightiest guitar/ 
bass walls o’ fury heard in quite some time. The “Earth..." 
7" is one of ‘97’s best and their split with NY state crush¬ 
ers Devoid Of Faith ain’t shabby either. The Devoid boys 
early 80s blitz is the perfect match for 9 Shocks’ sonic 
battery acid infusion. ( River On Fire : PO Box 771296, 
Lakewood, OH 44107 /Gloom : PO Box 14253, Albany NY 
12212 ) 

NO COMPLY/DYSLEXICS-Split (Savior) 

Punk the way it should be played... spirited, imma¬ 
ture, aggressive and catchy. How many bands are called 
the Dyslexics? Well, these guys are from California and 
bash their songs out with fur-flying gleefulness. No Com¬ 
ply come from a similar universe, both geographically and 
musically. (PO Box 3306, Alhambra, CA 91803) 

NO SIDE-Depressing Day (H.G. Fact) 

Bathed in feedback and a trebly recording and these 
guys storm with unbridled power and pissed-offedness. 
The English lyrics lose something in the translation, but 
there’s no missing the point about their attitude on music 
scene exploitation: ‘They are shit of society.” Sidestep¬ 
ping the Discharge power-wall for a scrappier thrust and 
the noisier onslaught is just as potent. (401 Hongo-M 2- 
36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 

NOTHING COOL-The Unluckiest Man InThe Universe 
(Beach/Dummyup) 

Oh, I’d argue they’re fairly cool. Ringing, catchy punk 
songs with a pretty boisterous drive. Loud guitars—still 
the way to my heart. Includes a hard-hitting cover of The 
Dread’s “Burning For Christ.” (1230 Market St., #135 SF 
CA 94102) 


NOTHINGS-Greatest Misses (DickyMoTonio) 

Pure hatred and bile from this south shore band. 
Johnny Mango expels phlegm-bombs of nastiness from 
his tonsils and the band’s chip-on-shoulder, pissed-punk 
sounds plenty scurrilous. Along the same lines as Toxic 
Narcotic—they just don’t give a fuck and let it rip. (47 
Pearl St., N. Weymouth, MA 02191) 


NO WAY OUT-ln With The Old, Out With The New 
(Straight Force) 

I guess the EP’s title is a way of saying NWO want to 
bring the old school hardcore sound back and that’s what 
they attempt. The songs don’t have the manic burn to 
really put it over, though. There’s also a somewhat weak 
vocal presence, as well. Wish the songs sounded as an¬ 
gry as the lyrics. Maybe if they turned up the guitars a bit 
and the singer punched himself in the face a few times, it 
would help... (49 Crestdale Rd., Glastonbury, CT 06033) 


OBLIVION/APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN (Harmless) 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-Monchici 

A wrestling cover motif and who will be left standing? 
Well, let’s not be competitive ‘cause both bands on the 
split are quite good. AH’s ranty punk with snot/phlegm 
vocals has always been a treat. Oblivion are the surprise 
here—somewhat poppier and a few metal leads surface 
but there’s more spark in the equation, this time, as they 
tear through their songs with feverish adrenalin. On the 
“Monchici” 7”, AH effectively add piano and for a cover of 
the Vindictives’“ln The Corner,” sneaking in Metallica lick 
at the end and they also tear through Rites Of Springs’ 
Deeper Than Inside.” “Monchichi” is an adequate origi¬ 
nal. Says promo only, so I’m not how easy this will be to 
get. (Ha rmles s: 437 W. Hood, Chicago, IL 60660) 


ONE MAN ARMY-Shooting Blanks (Chapter 11) 

Mix of the oi thing and touches of Ramonesy 
ramalama, at least for parts of “It Took A Year and the 
Angry Samoans (at least to these ears). Bright, punchy 
kick-’yo-ass punk rock and getting by on brashness and 
infectious spirit. Ready to do battle, even though the lyr¬ 
ics for “Red White & Blue” are simple-mindedly jinqoistic 
(PO Box 27901, Sonoma, CA 95476) 


ONE SECOND THOUGHT-Everyday Struggle (Free 
Spirit) 

Crunch ‘n groove hardcore. Chest-thumping vocals, 
violent lyrics, butcher-block riffs creating the air of brutal¬ 
ity. “I Got You In The End” adds thrash to the mix and I’d 


like to hear what they could do with a speedier assault, 
‘cause the heavy groove really doesn’t cut it for me, any¬ 
more. (PO Box 1252, Madison Sq. Station, NY, NY 10159- 
1252) 

ONE TON SHOTGUN-Arena Days (Negi-Youth Orga¬ 
nization) 

Hard-edged punk/hardcore that doesn’t really fit into 
a set category. Fiery riffs and played with venomous ag¬ 
gression. Worth hearing for the “FU Blues,” a medley of 
songs by the Subhumans, Fear, the FU’s, Pistols and oth¬ 
ers with the word fuck in them. (308 Forest, Middletown 
Rl02842) 

DAVE PARASITE-Back To Demo (1989-1991) (Ameri¬ 
can Pop, dbl. 7”) 

The sleeve parodies Phil Specter's “Back To Mono” 
box set (clever) and, as you’ve probably figured, these 
are 4-track demos Dave recorded by himself. Aching pop 
songs with stinging melodies and above-average 
songwriting. Can’t say I’m quite as enamored of the Para¬ 
sites as I used to be, but this will appeal to the band’s 
fans and the low-fidelity is endearing. (PO Box 2271 San 
Rafael, CA 94912) 

PARUZIJA-Psalm Number 0 (Hyperion) 

Tucked inside a hand-screened sleeve and limited to 
200 copies—strong hardcore from Croatia. Paruzija com¬ 
bine a tinge of metal damage with an assaultive, aggres¬ 
sive hardcore blaze. Harsh vocals and driving thrash blis¬ 
ter on most of the songs here. (Jagainec Hrvoje, Vlausicka 
16, 10 000 Zagreb, CROATIA) 

PILSNER-Monster Inside My Head/LIVERBALL-Liar 
(Get Hip) 

Two ornery, obviously well-lubricated bands here. Pil¬ 
sner and Liverball both favor a brawling style of bad-ass 
punk rock. Pilsner come from a more traditional approach, 
while Liverball sound like their less-polite neanderthal 
cousins, with ugly riffs and vocals. (PO Box 666 
Canonsburg, PA 15317 

PINK LINCOLNS/SUBMACHINE (Just Add Water) 

The ‘ol “let’s cover each other’s tunes” routine, plus 
one original song each. Submachine tear their way 
through the Lincolns’ “I’ve Got My Tie On” and their own 
“Self Conscience” with typically high-powered resolve. The 
Lincolns take a romping stab at the ‘Machine’s “Fabulosity” 
and add their own tenderly-titled “Fuck Madonna” (which 
Swindle covered on their last album). Take-no-prisoners 
fodder. (PO Box 16102, Spartanburg, SC 29316) 

PRIMATE FIVE-Nova EP (G.l.) 

Swirling/spooky organ dominates these 60s 
afficionados attack—garage with a touch of non-nausea 
inducing psychedelia and surfy guitar gnash. Go ape! (PO 
Box 6948, San Jose, CA 95150-6948) 

PROCLAMATION-Straight Edge Hardcore (Bridqe 
Nine) 

Title should be self-explanatory and this Boston band 
hit hard and fast with their for-the-throat hardcore sound. 
Good mix of speed and mosh parts and Mark Fields’ vo¬ 
cals are ravenously purposeful. No question about what 
side they’re on—7 ’m still proud to wear the X —and that 
conviction comes out in their full-on blaze. (366 Cedar 
Ridge Dr., Glastonbury, CT 06033) 

PROMS-Bubble Bath (Mutant Pop) 

The pink vinyl and title fit—this is bubblegummy pop 
punk, with squeaky clean, cherubic harmonies, a tam¬ 
bourine bashing along and a Ramones-lite ambiance. A 
little too sugary for my system, although people into bands 
like the Beatnik Termites might enjoy this. (5010 NW 
Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 

PROSTITUTES-Twenty-Two (Black Hole) 

Wonder if they’ve ever played with the Hookers'? 
Hmmm... to the record at hand... “Twenty-Two” is a tough- 
rockin punk anthem and they keep up the scrappy pace 
the rest of the time. 77 style forever. (12 W. Willow Grove 
Ave., Box 130, Phila., PA 19118) 

RAZZELS-3X3 (Get Hip) 

3 songs, 3 guys. How clever... not-tough-to-take punky 
power/pop or is it poppy punk power? In any case, the 
songs favor bright harmonies, buzzing guitars and a de¬ 
cent amount of hookiness. (PO Box 666, Canonsbura 

PA 1 c:Q17\ 


RECLUSIVES-More Of The Same (Empty) 

More of the same garage/attitudinal rock and that’s 
not something to be sneered at. Not when the songs ex¬ 
ude a swagger ‘n arrogance while being equally catchy 
and when one of said tunes has the title “Excuse Me (I’m 
A Fuck-Up).” Spirited and fun. (PO Box 12034, Seattle, 


WA 98102) 

REINFORCE-Youth Shall Sing (Third Party) 

XXX... youth crew hardcore... XXX... lyrics about unity, 
positive thinking and against prejudices of any sort (and 
that’s a good thing)... XXX... the guitarist is named The 
Hard Edge, perhaps the coolest moniker since Kid Hard 
or Cast Iron Smith... anyway, the drumming is a little 
wooden on the thrash parts but they do the sound well. 
‘98 or ‘88? (21 Nancy Ln., Amherst, NY 14228) 

REO SPEEDEALER-Doubie Clutchin’ Finger Fuckin’ 
(Royalty) 

Ass-kickin’, rock ‘n roll mania. White trash and dang 
proud of it and REO deals in hard rocking riffage, throat- 
tearing vocals and a good dose of speed, on occasion 
(the title track). “Get A Rope” turns “Ramblin’ Rose” on 
its head in a boogie tirade. I think they’re on to some¬ 
thing. No, I know that’s the case... (176 Madison Ave 
4th Floor, NY, NY 10016) 

REVOLT-Brutally Familiar (Eugene/Clean Plate) 

Angry, thrashy, throttling punk with raw guitar, rattling 
drums and venomous vocals. This is one of a zillion bands 
Bill Chamberlain (Pist, React, Broken, etc..) has been 
involved with and it has the same trigger-finger intensity 
(PO Box 2183, Meriden, CT 06450) 

RINGWORM-7 Inches The Hard Way (Rat-Town) 

Florida nastiness—bare-knuckled, brawlin’ punk rock 
delivered with anti-social abandon. What can ‘ya say when 
the singer’s photo is a mug-shot? Or the drummer’s is a 
baby photo of him downing a Bud? Well-lubricated, or¬ 
nery and played with chip-on-shoulder anger. (PO Box 
50803, Jacksonville Beach, FL 32240) 

RINGWURM/BETTY’S LOVE CHILD-Split (Probe) 

Two quite different bands—Ringwurm are into the slow, 
metallic soul-torture method, while BLC operate with a 
melodic, emo-punk emphasis and both bands have a 
good handle on their respective approaches. (PO Box 
5068, Pleasanton, CA 94566) 

ROOSEVELT (Boxcar) 

Tears on Guy Picciotto’s pillow... that’s one way of say¬ 
ing this record is very fucking emo. A posthumous re¬ 
lease of three songs recorded in ‘95 and the band’s out¬ 
pouring of mid-tempo wrench makes a decent impres¬ 
sion. Bawlin’ vocals that remain in control and a mesh of 
tribal drumming, somber bass and jangle/fray guitar (PO 
Box 1141, Melbourne, FL 32902-1141) 

RUMOR 39 (New Disorder) 

8 angry, vitriolic emanations... Nettled hardcore rage 
and the Nick Blinko-like sleeve design and staccato, dam- 
aged-sounding compositions encourage thoughts of Ru¬ 
dimentary Peni but Rumor 39 have an itchier trigger-fin¬ 
ger. Unfettered bile with a few creative tricks up its sleeve 
(445 14th St., SF.CA 94103) 

RYE COALITION/VSS-Game Program (Super 8, dbl. 

This one’s interesting... Rye pair a hot, electrifying song 
off their album, “Fucking With Beautiful Posture” with a 
techno-style remix and that’s kind of a hoot. VSS offer a 
less-scintillating remix of “In Miniature” and, on the flip, is 
a take on Echo & The Bunnymen’s "No Hands” that they 
strip down to a minimalist/Joy Division muse. Definitely 
tongue in cheek. (PO Box 4023, Boston, MA 02101) 

SAINT JAMES INFIRMARY (Allied) 

Manic, churning, dramatic power-slam rock and lyrics 
expressing a deeply rooted cynicism not only for “a land 
that s gone insane," as mentioned in “Fuckin’ Americans," 
but also for those playing the pseudo-rebellion game. At 
least I think that’s what “Four" is all about. Four songs 
that didn’t end up on their album and this shouldn’t es¬ 
cape your attention, either. (PO Box 460683 SF CA 
94146) 

SCARED OF CHAKA-Automatic + 2 (Empty) 

SCARED OF CHAKA/TRAITORS-Split (Johann’s Face) 

You can be poppy and ripping at the same time. Scared 
Of Chaka prove that out with the three punk rock slammers 
here. “Gone” indulges in some ear-frying guitar pyrotech¬ 
nics, while “Automatic" is bashing and tuneful at the same 
time. The split features more of hell-raising garage sound 
Jor SOC on “Rose Rose” and a cover of Supercharger’s 
Icepick, plus two feisty burners by Chicago up ‘n com¬ 
ers the Traitors (see review of their 7” further down). Avoid¬ 
ing the formulaic path. (PO Box 12034, Seattle, WA 


SCREWMATICS-Twelve Sticks Of Dynamite/Hit By A 
Truck (Scooch Pooch) 

Getting out the rock jones and not doing a bad job of 




30 SECONDS OVER TOKYO 


it. Eddie and Ron from the Supersuckers join in the fray 
with vocalist/bassist James Erdman from the underrated 
Putters and drummer Bryant Grace. While not as high- 
fueled as the Suckers’ prime work, these two guitar-driven 
rockers aren’t lacking for energy. (323 Broadway E, #405, 
Seattle. WA 98102) 

SCROTUM GRINDER (Burrito) 

The band’s name is enough to pique my curiosity and 
those bloodthirsty emanations from the tonsils of both 
Michelle and Milton will likely make those of you with scro¬ 
tum reflexively reach to protect them. Savage hardcore/ 
grind/face-rip dispensations that create a cataclysmic 
whirlwind at both slow and fast tempos. Whew! (PO Box 
3204, Brandon, FL 33509-3204) 

SEA MONKEYS-Wide Awake! (Stiff Pole) 

Musical Lucky Charms—happy, sweet, crunchy... the 
Sea Monkeys play their upbeat punk tunes with the ef¬ 
fect a couple of bowls of Lucky Charms could have on 
them. Buzz-happy melodies played with the confi¬ 
dence of a veteran unit. (PO Box 20721, St. Pete, FL 
33742) 

7TH RAIL CREW-Seven Years Of Bad Luck (Capo) 

Hip-hop/metal groove-core or something like that. 
Fusing rap-style delivery from two vocalists to tribal 
drumming and heavy riffing. Competent, but conjur¬ 
ing up visions of a dance-floor filled with karate-kick¬ 
ing guys in basketball jerseys. In other words, not my 
thing. (PO Box 35188, Boston, MA 02135) 

SGT. 6 ASSAULT (007) 

Found a receipt for a beer purchase inside the 
sleeve, so I guess that’s a good indication of one of 
the band’s inspirations. 3/4 of the underrated Dum¬ 
mies and continuing in a similar bad-ass garage punk 
vein. Cheaply-miked vocals add to the rough, tumble 
‘n rockin’ambiance. Mighty scorchin’. (Chris Subarton, 

534 E. 14th St., #15, NY, NY 10009) 

SHITGIVEITS/BEER GOGGLES-Split (Flat Affect) 

The Shitgiveits begin their side with a snippet from 
“Romper Room”—my childhood haunts me. Whatevei 
happened to Miss Jean? She’d be mighty offendec 
at what follows, two songs titled "Fuck You Asshole’ 
and “Fuck MTV” and the deceptively complex, bu' 
throttling punk provide proper accompaniment. Beei 
Goggles’songs have more of the buzzsaw three-chorc 
punk punch, with a pop hint. Two originals and an of 
version of Black Flag’s “White Minority." Good split 
(6511 Burgundy St., San Diego, CA 92120) 

the SHOWCASE SHOWDOWN/AUGUST SPIES-As 
sembleYour Own Dictator (Tario) 

BLANKS 77 & the SHOWCASE SHOWDOWN 
Drunk At The Karaoke Bar (Tario) 
the SHOWCASE SHOWDOWN/TWERPS-Geneti 
cally Superior (702, 8") 

the SHOWCASE SHOWDOWN-We Are Showcas< 
Showdown (Tario) 

The Showcase onslaught continues, unabated 
with three more 7”s and an 8” (!), two of ‘em splits, i 
picture disc tribute to UK girlie pop band Shampo< 

(“We Are...”) and the karaoke record with the Blanks 
which we’ll get to. Mike Barnicle is an unctuous col 
umnist for the Boston Globe , a faux-working class joi 
who actually lives in the posh suburb of Lincoln and 
is basically full of himself. He’s forever immortalized on 
“Assemble,” not only on the cover where he morphs into 
Josef Stalin, but on the Showcase Showdown’s latest 
punk anthem “Mike Barnicle Get Off My Ass." That track, 
along with another oi classic called “Another Emergency” 
continues Showcase’s string of essential releases. On 
the flip, the Spies rant and bash through two scrappy punk 
tunes with drunken aplomb. The split with the Twerps in¬ 
cludes four more ripping songs—a cover of Shampoo’s 
“Bouffant Headbutt” and three fast, frenetic originals: “Dick 
Cavett” (more tv idolatry), “Loving The Elderly” and “Model 
Citizen.” The goony, hyper, geeky Twerps could be 
Showcase’s loonier lost kin. Imagine if four guys downed 
huge quantities of coffee ancf Jolt cola and were let loose 
in a studio. “D.U.M.B.” steals its intro from Cream’s “Sun¬ 
shine Of Your Love" and is a call to action for dumb 
people’s rights. The Shampoo tribute has another ver¬ 
sion of “Bouffant Headbutt” and two more poppy tunes 
done with reverential gusto. It’s kind of funny hearing 
Albert sing “Girl Power." Finally, the karaoke record that 
screams caveat emptor (that’s “let the buyer beware, for 
those of you unfamiliar with Latin), although it’s certainly 
truth in advertising. Members of both bands crooning 
along to karaoke tapes—Mike and Victoria’s duet on “I’ve 
Got You Babe" outdoes even the Dictators’, and that’s 
not easy. 5 more painfully wretched songs—Chad and 
Tom’s “You’ve Lost That Loving Feeling” is probably the 
low-point or high-point, depending on your perspective 


and they all scream through “Born In The USA.” The mu¬ 
sical archaeologists will be puzzled when examining this 
artifact. I don’t know if I could bear to play it through again, 
except as a torture device. So it’s staying in the collec¬ 
tion-might come in handy some day. (Tarip/$hQwca§e: 
23 Pomeroy St., Allston, MA 02134/ZQ2: PO Box 204, 
Reno, NV 89504) 

SICKO-ThreeTea + 2 (Mutant Pop) 

Sicko play up the pop side of the equation on this 3 
song EP, especially for the whimsical song about a dog 
named “Steven.” Didn’t know dogs could drive... Vivacious, 
sunny tunes. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 

SKIZMATICS-Youth Crew (Exit) 

No, it’s not what you think. The Skizmatics, whose logo 
bears a striking resemblence to the Plasmatics’, dish out 
fast, tuneful punk rock and dish it with success. Four 
rough, catchy songs. (25 Guion St., Pleasantville, NY 
10570) 


SLAK-Another Disaster (Sonic Swirl) 

Drunken Cleveland punks, but not so drunk that they 
can’t see something’s wrong with the world (“Democ¬ 
racy”). Ranty punk played at both fast and medium tem¬ 
pos favoring buzz guitars and pissed vocals. Somehow, I 
think these guys would go over pretty well at the Rat, if it 
were still open. (PO Box 770303, Lakewood, OH 44107) 

SLAPPY-InThe Future...Any Idiot Can Be A Rock Star 
(TB) 

The whimsical title should indicate that this is a whim¬ 
sical band. And it proves that any idiot can review records. 
Any geek can play in a punk band. Happy, uptempo tunes 
with all the “whoahs” properly credited and an inescap¬ 
able rambunctious. “Destroy” and “Go" hit hard and fast. 
(407 Highland St., South Amboy, NJ 08879) 

SMOKING POPES-Before I’m Gone/Pasted (Johann’s 
Face) 

The Popes’ albums have been blah—this 7” is any¬ 
thing but. Lively-sounding power pop songs at a mid- 
tempo clip with strong hooks, a powerful backbeat and 
burning guitars. “Pasted” is also on the Johann’s CD comp 
and that’s also worth checking out. (PO Box 479164, 
Chicago, IL 60647) 

SPAZZ/BLACK ARMY JACKET-Split (Dogprint) 


Spazz pay tribute to the golden days of Youth Crew 
hardcore with manic covers of Youth Of Today, Straight 
Ahead and Sick Of It All, while “Bolleri Mosh” is a circle- 
pit instrumental anthem. Black Army Jacket maintain the 
intensity on the flip with their own high-powered blaze. 
The spirit of ‘82 crossed with an often hyper-speed em¬ 
phasis but staying tight throughout. Comes with Issue #9 
of Dogprint 1 zine. (PO Box 84, Suffern, NY 10901) 

SPILLS-Gonna Go Blind... (Stiff Pole) 

Thought of a slightly-tougher MTX, here. 77 and 60s- 
ish punk mixed together into a fairly catchy combination, 
getting a bit ornerier (?) for ‘Tall Glass.” T’ain’t bad! (PO 
Box 20721, St. Pete, FL 33742) 

SPITES (Rip Off) 

2 ballsy garage ravers on one side of the 7” and nothin’ 
on the other side. The Spites keep it brief and to the point 
and, oh yeah, they also rock up a gnashing storm. More! 
(581 Maple Ave., San Bruno, CA 94066) 

IPORTSWEAR-Keep It Together (Crucial Re- 
ponse) 

The band name makes me chuckle a little— 
iot the music, though. Not just a bunch of stupid Nor- 
/egians, to paraphrase Showcase Showdown, but a 
lard-hitting youth crew sXe band. Loud and sweep- 
ig songs delivered with finger-pointing conviction. 
Kaiserfeld 98, 46047 Oberhausen, GERMANY) 

iPUTNIC (Buford) 

Low-fi, but righteous punk rant.Typical hatin’- 
fe laments and done with spunky spirit. Inspiring 
;ong-title: “You Fucking Asshole.” (2 Oak St. Ext., 
-ranklin, MA 02038) 

5TAINS-lndependent/ln Decline (1234) 

Punk rock tunes that have a Pistols-y wall o’ 
juitar sound and play up the firepower and hooks to 
strong effect. These Brits had a strong album in ‘96 
ind this 7” keeps up the pace. (PO Box 199, Deal, 
<ent CT14 7GN, ENGLAND) 

5TATICS-Sold My Soul (Dead Beat) 

Rock ‘n roll mania, including the title track 
about selling their souls to the Rolling Stones. These 
guys must’ve made a pact with someone, ‘cause that 
down ‘n dirty impulse is coming from somewhere un-. 
savory. The picture on the cover has them standing 
cn what looks like railroad tracks and it’s the wrong 
side, I’m sure. (PO Box 283, LA, CA 90078) 

STITCHES-Livin’ At 110/Floozie Of The Neighbor¬ 
hood (Radio Blast) 

Not the L.E.S. Stitches from NYC, but this 
California band coulda been from the grimy environs 
of the Big Apple ca. 1978. H’breakers/Dead Boys rock 
‘n roll wonderousness that still hits the spot. 
(Sternwarstr. 54, 40223 Dusseldorf, GERMANY) 

STOOL SAMPLE/BLOODY SODS-Split (Defacation 
Nation) 

A teaming of two of the meanest, orneriest 
bands from the southland. Stool Sample are trying to 
lay claim to be amongst the vanguard of the un-PC 
and scatological with “Little Cocks Need Love Too” 
and “Meaty Tasty Stool.” The Sods’ punk blitzkrieg is 
equally hard-hitting and face-smashing. Lightweights, 
clear the fuck out! (3150 E. Hwy 34, Newnan, GA 30263) 

STRIPED BASSTARDS-Lessons Learned (Traffic Vio- 
lation/Motherbox) 

Thieves! The photo of the iittle boy on the back of the 
sleeve is the same as on the cover of SNFU’s 1st al¬ 
bum—and who knows where SNFU got it from. Ah well, 
let it go ‘cause Striped Basstards sure as hell have 
learned their punk rock lessons well. Fast, ranty and 
catchy songs and the whole thing kicks ass. (60 Denton 
Ave., E. Rockaway, NY 11518) 

SUBJECT MAD-3 Funny Kids (Dirty) 

Punk speedballs with cheapo recording quality. Not 
taking itself too seriously and with a few similarities to 
early AOD, although the ska bit on “Janitor Boy” has to 
go. Recorded in ‘95 and I don’t think the world would have 
stopped if it had stayed in the can. (PO Box 6869, Glen¬ 
dale, AZ 85312-6869) 

SUPERSLEUTH-Mr. Bean’s World 

Fast, melodic punk that has a toughness and passion 
absent from many bands doing something like this. 
Supersleuth’s lyrics express an unease with life, with re¬ 
lationships, with finding one’s way and these words are 
conveyed with full-force adrenalin. (582 Apple River Dr., 
Naperville, IL 60565) 




-always 


SUSPECTS/VIOLENT SOCIETY-Split (C.l.) 

Two east coast powers hook up in a show of old-style 
punk force. The Suspects start “Box” with an “East End” 
drum signature and hit hard ‘n fast for‘Turbo Punk.” Vio¬ 
lent Society pick up the pace for their patented scrap at¬ 
tack and make the point succinctly with “Go Fuck Your¬ 
self.” (739 Manor St., Lancaster, PA 17603) 

TEMPORAL SLUTS-Don’t Worry (Radio Blast) 

After an afternoon of fair to mediocre 7”s, this one 
breaks up the monotony with a refreshing blast. 70s NY- 
isms (Dolls/H’breakers, of course) by way of Italy and 
these three songs rock up a storm. Similar idea as Elec¬ 
tric Frankenstein and done with attitudinal precision 
(Sternwart Str. 54, 40223 Dusseldorf, GERMANY) 

TENFOLD-Now Is Our Time (Bridge Nine) 

These guys have broken up and they’ve scattered into 
such bands as In My Eyes, Follow Through and 
Fastbreak... way better than the split with Sum Of 
All Fears. Fast, old-school hardcore with manic tem¬ 
pos, feverish riffing and gruff vocals. Could’ve come 
out in ‘88, I guess, but these songs kick hard. (366 
Cedar Ridge Dr., Glastonbury, CT 06033-1818) 

30 SECONDS OVER TOKYO-AII Ages Pie Eating 
Contest (Beer City) 

Here’s another hot new punk band from the Bos¬ 
ton area. Manic and hyped-up, along with the occa¬ 
sional oi oi oi intonation. These guys draw some in¬ 
spiration from Showcase Showdown and let fly with 
an infectious boisterousness. Making punk fun again. 

(PO Box 26035, Milwaukee, Wl 53226-0035) 

THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE APARTMENTS/FAT 
DAY-Split (Wabana) 

FAT DAY-Smell Me Silly! (H.G. Fact) 

Yeah, both bands on this split and it makes sense 
if you consider they both fuck with the preconceived 
punk form. One tuneful ditty and a noisier freak-out 
from the Slave Apartments that conjures up the na¬ 
scent 70s Cleveland onslaught. Fat Day mangle their 
way through short, thorny creative compositions. 
Rough-hewn minimalism. Fat Day’s “Smell Me” one 
of their more “conventional” sounding records but e*“‘ 
definitely out there. Short blasts of electroshock punk. 
(Wabgna: thru Surefire Distr., 186 Albany St., Bos¬ 
ton, MA 02111/ H.G. : 401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI- 
CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 

THUMBS-Sweet Mercyful Crap! It’s... (Soda Jerk) 

Energetic pop/punk music. Substantive, with gui¬ 
tar burn, ragged, hold-on-for-dear-life vocals and har¬ 
monies. They’re from Maryland and you can hear that 
the DC emo/punk bug bit them as much as anything. 

(PO Box 4056, Boulder, CO 80306) 

TIMEBOMB 77-The American Way (Black Hole) 

Oooh yeah... more righteous sounds from TB77. 
“American Way” leans towards a Discharge/GBH fast 
punk attack and the other tunes are in their | 
street-rock style. These guys just kick r 
have and probably always will. Includes a cover of 
Chron-Gen’s “Outlaw.” Might be the last call, as they’ve 
apparently split up. (12 W. Willow Grove Ave., Box 130 
Phila., PA 19118) 

TOP DEAD CENTER-Blackballed (Protagonist) 

b TDC have gotten a lot better since their weak debut 
7”. An urgent punk rush with harsh, gruff vocals and blis¬ 
tering aggression. There’s also pointed lyrics about reli¬ 
gions (“Addicted To God”) and the willingness of the 
american government to overlook humans rights trans¬ 
gressions in the pursuit of the almighty dollar (‘Tolerate”). 
Rich Mackin, who puts out the worthwhile Book Of Let- 
ters zine is the mouth behind those words, here, and the 
7” is housed in 20 pg. collage booklet he put together. 
Quite an improvement. (As of now, I'm not sure if they’re 
still together, though. Mackin did leave the band) (43 Lin¬ 
den St., #6, Allston, MA 02134) 

TORN APART (Ferret) 

Metal/hardcore bludgeon... the scream from the soul 
variety and torn apart is a good way to describe how the 
band members are expressing themselves both musically 
and vocally. While I appreciate the anti-religious bent of 
7728,”Torn Apart’s despair-core gets quickly oppressive. 

To be fair, they do play with a fierce intensity. (PO Box 
4118, Highland Park, NJ 08904) 

TOXIC NARCOTIC-You Wreckt’em! (Rodent Popsicle) 

Pure, unfettered hatred—both through TN’s fuck-the- 
world lyrical view and the skull-bashing hardcore ugli¬ 
ness they put forth. No sympathy for junkies, no love for 
self-important bands and, especially, the collegiate popu¬ 
lation of Allston. Unleashing a striking torrent of rage. The 


CD version adds on the tracks from their split with 
Whorehouse Of Representative. (PO Box 335, Newton 
Ctr., MA 02159) 

TRAITORS (Johann’s Face) 

Marc from No Empathy is the guitarist in this feisty 
punk band. Tearing through their songs with a rugged yet 
accessible urgency. “Superhero Zero” harkens back to 
Naked Raygun’s heyday, albeit with a gruffer vocal style. 
Chicago remains a hub for vital punk music. (PO Box 
479-164, Chicago, IL 60647) 

TRAVIS CUT-No Good With Words (JSNTGM) 

Melodic yet burning... this isn’t some whiny pop/punk 
band. Commonalities with Snuff, especially for “Save Me 
Now” and, while I’m not much for love songs, these guys’ 
songs do have a good amount of depth and drive. (64 
Sedbergh Ave., Blackpool, Lancashire, ENGLAND FYA 
4DQ) 


TREPAN NATION-LetThere Be Nature (Static Station/ 
Disgruntled)/SXE (Thug Life) 

Oh these guys are clever...also a damned urgent- 
sounding punk band on both of these 7”s. “Okay, Two 
Penguins Are Sitting In A Bathtub” wonders if anyone 
pays attention to the lyrics: “If I sing this song with the 
right fake emotions and the right inflections on my words, 
I can make you believe that I mean every word I’m say- 
ing”\Ne\\, Mike puts up a good front, because he bellows 
with convincing authority and they hammer the point home 
with a scampering, full-on blast attack. Even-cooler song 
title: “Life Is Shit And I’m Planting My Ass On The Couch 
until I Start Getting My Way.” If they’re faking, they do a 
good job at it. The “SXE” EP continues in a similarly-flail¬ 
ing vein on its three tracks. The title track starts with a 
heavy, crunchin’ intro (eat your hearts out, Earth Crisis) 
before kicking into high gear and the lyrics are just as 
provocative. A rational affirmation of sXe that says it’s 
more than the “pointed fingers” or “mindless slogans.” “Half 
A Fag” ponders being “queer enough to get beat up out 
on the streets but not enough to be accepted in the gay 
community (Static: PO Box 803237, Chicago, IL 60680- 
3237/ThygJJfg: 429 Circle Ave., Forest Park, IL 60130) 

THETROUBLE-Crime and Punishment (GMM) 

THE TROUBLE/30 SECONDS OVERTOKYO-A Day In 
The Suburbs (Flat) 

The Trouble are quickly emerging as one of the hot¬ 
test bands in Boston. Rough, catchy songs that cross oi 
influences with speedier hardcore impulses. Gibby has 
an effectively gruff vocal style and songs like “Shadows 
On The Street” and “Saturday’s Kids,” off the “Crime" 7” 


and the amazing “We Are The Blood” from the split are 
stick-in-head memorable. 30 Seconds contribute three 
fast, scrappy songs, including a cover of Bad Brains’“Big 
Takeover.” (£MM: PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 30333/Flat: 
PO Box 7504, Quincy, MA 02269) 

TROUBLE IS-Tempest In A Teapot (Smorgasbord) 

Project from Jeff of Up Front playing all guitars and 
singing and Sub Zero drummer Jim Eaton and doing the 
old-style hardcore sound halfway decently. Very Uniform 
Choice-sounding, albeit somewhat more melodic and 
staying true to those sXe tenets of old. Jeff expresses 
betrayal over Bold’s transgressions from the substance- 
free lifestyle on “Passion.” Trying to deal with the realities 
of an adult existence while hanging on to the past. It’s 
hard to let go and there’s always ambivalence about re¬ 
specting the past while trying to come to terms with the 
present. People get older... it happens! (50 Woodstock 
Rd., Carmel, NY 10512) 

TUNGWOOD (Starcrossed) 

Old-style emo, complete with wrenching vocals, 
mellifluent guitars and a bounce in the arrangements. 
Elements of Rites of Spring, Fuel and Greyhouse (any¬ 
one remember their excellent 7”?) in this Chicago trio’s 
sound and the requisite personal/vague lyrics. I like 
this. (PO Box 146374, Chicago, IL 60614-6374) 

UNDEFEATED-No Place Like Home (Chapter 11) 

Somehow, after seeing all the beer cases on 
the cover, I knew I’d find lyrics about getting drunk 
and in fights, as well as an oi-oi-oi chant. They can 
take their pro-America sentiments (please!) but I’m 
'taking this all with a grain of salt. A huge one, be¬ 
cause to do otherwise would just be depressing. Stu¬ 
pid, but admittedly entertaining punk music (PO Box 
132, Sonoma, CA 95476) 

UNION-You Fell For It (Ferret) 

The hard-ass stuff with thick riffs, throat ex¬ 
orcism vocals and some groove in the rhythms. Mak¬ 
ing its presence felt with the heavy emphasis and 
crunching guitars and frayed-enough sounding to hold 
interest. Not too clean and that’s a plus. (72 Windsor 
Dr., Eatontown, NJ 07724) 

UNITED BLOOD (Coldfront) 

Good oi/street-punk from this Bay Area 
band—tough, catchy songs, with the sped-up “Bet¬ 
ter Off” the standout, here. Seems to be a popular 
style from that region, with the Workin’ Stiffs, 
Randumbs and now these guys. (PO Box 8345 Ber¬ 
keley, CA 94707) 

UPRISE-Silent No Longer (Orphaned) 

The artwork, the skyward-pointed fingers and 
the airborne band-members in the photos all scream 
one thing and that’s YOUTH CREW! They even take 
the moniker of Morris County Youth Crew. So it’s just 
| like you’d expect—fast hardcore with gang vocal 
backups and lyrics of self-improvement. Uprise don’t 
I really distinguish themselves from the pack but they 
have the requisite aggro, at least. (349 S. Union Ave 
Cranford, NJ 07016) 

URBAN DK-Will E. Survive? Yes E. Will!!! (Will E Sur¬ 
vive) 

Kicking, screaming, piledriving punk. Played with bold 
‘n ugly intent. Urban DK burn through their songs at a 
lightning-quick pace and with nettled malice. No pop 
songs—Urban DK’s sound is akin to a brawl about to go 
out of control. ($3 ppd to PO Box 2065, Northlake IL 
60164) 

VARIOUS-Coincidence or Consequence (Alienated/ 
Sick & Tired) 

Good cross-section of area punk and hardcore The 
full-on anger blitz of the Unseen and Lapid Rags, ranty 
punk by Day Late, Dollar Short and Social Virus and long¬ 
time vets The Freeze contributing a hard-hitting track off 
their Dr. Strange split with the Bollweevils. New voices, 
old voices. (PO Box 1395, N. Eastham, MA 02651-1395) 

VARIOUS-Growing Stronger (Teamwork/In My Blood) 

The block letters. The nifty lyric foldout.The sweeping 
riffs, thrashy tempos with mosh parts, the barked-out 
vocals and gang backups. This is hardcore! Hardcore the 
way it was in the late 80s and these six bands—Ensign, 
Rain On The Parade, Pushed Too Far, Atari, Floorpunch 
and 97a—are bringing back that spirit and power. And, 
by gum, you won’t hear any complaints about it here. All 
songs played with intensity and fire, as if it’s the last 
chance they’ll get to be heard. Feel the burn 1 (PO Box 
4473, Wayne, NJ 07474) 

VARIOUS-Keskideez Volume 1 (Broken Ear) 







1+2 RECORDS NEW RELEASE 


ISTRIBUTED BY REVOLVER USA (ph 415-0241-2423 fx 415-241-2421) ;and ROTZ (ph 
73-862-6500 fx 773-862-6592) in USA + ABRAXAS/ltaly (ph 39-55-8323130 fx 39- 
5-8323163) in Europe. 


Four bands from around the globe and so-so, overall. 
The strange ethnic/cabaret sounds of Canada’s Rhythm 
Activism fall flat, despite incendiary lygcs about 
McDonald’s. Lopo Drido, from Puerto Rico, play fair-to- 
middling punk. France’s Melmor spice up their thrashy 
punk with violin—not a good idea. So leave it to J Church 
to save the day and they do, with a passionate pop gem. 
(PO Box 660397, Sacramento, CA 95866-0397) 


VARIOUS-Lonestar Showdown, Volume 1 (Little 
Deputy) 

All Texas, all punk—garage stylings by the Motards, 
Wormdirt and Cryin’ Out Louds and spirited heck-raisin’ 
by the Reclusives. All of these bands smash it up pretty 
damn well. (PO Box 7066, Austin, TX 78713) 


VARIOUS-Our Scene Still Sucks (House O'Paln) 

Brown Towel sound as though they come from the 
house of pain as they creep through angst-filled metal/ 
emo minefields. Situation No Win fare better with a hard¬ 
hitting rush of melodic blitz, as do Junkie War Stories 
and New School with some ranty punk. Process Is Dead 
wrap it up with another excursion through the valley of 
pain ‘n lurch. Guess Nashville has something to offer 
besides pressing plants that fuck up your DATs! (PO Box 
120861, Nashville, TN 37212) 


VARIOUS-Rat Town Comp.#1 (Rat Town) 

Four bands—fired-up punk toughness (with a hard rock 
tinge) from Ringworm, more tuneful punk by T.J. Hook¬ 
ers, fast-paced aggro by 12 Fluid Oz. and a less-impres¬ 
sive emo/melodic punk blend by Jug Or Not. 3 out of 4 
ain’t bad. (PO Box 50803, Jax Beach, FL 32240) 


VIOLENT ANAL DEATH (Roachender) 

Some records just command your attention, on many 
levels. VAD have put out just such a slab—the name, of 
course, the drawing of Ernie butt-fucking Bert on the la¬ 
bel and their cover versions of “Fat Albert" (a metal ver¬ 
sion!), “Hungry Hungry Hippos" or a memorable spazz- 
out original like “Osteoporotic Nightmare." Charging, goofy 
punk rock fun, the reflection of a warped childhood. (91 
Simmons St., #2, Providence, Rl 02909) 


WET-NAP (Bad Monkey/New Disorder) 

Letting fly with a spirited smorgasbord—gnashing 
punk, bearable ska breaks and ominous creepy- 
crawlisms. Wet-Nap rant and rave, tongues firmly in cheek 
and it’s anything but predictable. (New Disorder: 44514th 
St., SF.CA 94103) 


WORD SALAD (Prank) 

The sleeve’s striking... a fold-out, full-color rendition 
of a rather graphic crucifixion. The music provokes, too, 
especially if you like the sound of the throttle. Violent erup¬ 
tions of metal-molten hardcore. Spasmatic and intense, 
mixing up death metal and thrash with heavier pillage. 
“Blister Blight" rampages over everything in its path. (PO 
Box 410892, SF, CA 94141-0892) 


THE WORLD IS MY FUSE (Espo) 

Driving, aggressive emo-ish rock with a dense guitar 
burn and sometimes explosive hookiness, especially for 
“Lullaby.” “Soul Mate” has its moments of catharsis, as 
well. You’d never think this band formed from the rem¬ 
nants of 454 Big Block, which I found out after reviewing 
this record. Best release to date for this young label. (PO 
Box 63, Alls ton, MA 02134) 


YOUTH GONE MAD-Rotten (Panx) 

Buzzsaw renditions of Dl’s “Guns” and the Weirdos’ 
“Solitary Confinement," a Dead Boys-ish ballad “We Are 
The Fog” and an original with vocals by what sounds like 
a sub-teen girl. Some of the better stuff I’ve heard by this 
veteran NYC band, though I wouldn’t call it essential. (BP 
5058, 31033 Toulouse Cedex 5, FRANCE) 


ZONE-The First Blow Is Half The Battle (H.G. Fact) 

Japan continues to produce bands who know how to 
lay down the hardcore napalm. Ferocious and aggres¬ 
sive, with bad-tempered vocals and a formidable guitar 
blaze played at full-speed. A dose of relentlessness. (401 
Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, 
JAPAN) 


ZYKLON ZEROS-Obsessed & Pathetic (Cyclone) 

New Hampshire...a scary place. And the Zyklon Ze¬ 
ros come crawling out of the land of “live free or die” with 
a pissed-off oi/punk slam. Gruffly-barked vocals and 
punchy songs about such far-flung topics as chasing kids 
off your property, skinheads in Osaka, Japan and moden 
convenience gadgets. Stupid or clever? I’m not sure yet... 
(24 Pheasant Run, Merrimack, NH 03054) 


BOYZ NEX DOOR - RADIO HONOLULU CD 


1+2CD109 $11 (ppd) 

1 +2 proudly presents the great Italian raw punk band Boyz Nex Door. After many great, 
collectable singles and compilation tracks on labels like Incognito, Rev Moon, Demolition 
Derby Shredder, Ultra Under and others, 1 +2 offers their real-gone-wild-ultra-primitive- 
cheap-stripped down-mutha f**kin-killer punk-n-rawl debut full length release. This three 
piece from Torino formed in '94 were first influenced by legends such as Angry Samoans, 
Ramones, and Devil Dogs, but quickly developed their own style with equal parts 50 s 
rockabilly, 60's garage, rockin R&B and raw punk making them one of Italy s prized ex¬ 
ports. You can listen to their powerful, high energy sound on these 14 tracks that don t 
let up for a minute! Very highly recommended! 


JACKIE & THE CEDRICS - GREAT 9 STOMPS 

SET CD 1+2CD088 $11 (ppd) 

You know these guys, right? If not, listen to the sounds that have made them one of the 
best known, highly sought after bands from Japan today. They take the best of American 
'50’s surf and rockabilly and put their unique Tokyo touch to it. Praised the world over 
after several great singles on Estrus, Hillsdale, Norton and many others, now, you have a 
full CD for your full listening enjoyment. These 11 tracks were from their double 10 
release (1995) of which were only 2000 released and went out of print immediately. As 
a bonus, you also get 2 early, rare recording which have been remixed as new versions. 
This is one of the best surf bands around today...very highly recommended! 


SWOONS - JAPANESE KILLER DROPS 


After 6 albums in the USA and Germany, here you find German popstars Swoonswho walk 
the border between pop and punk in the classic style. They eat, drink and smoke a steady 
diet of Blondie, Primitives, Ramones and Buzzcocks. Brit style punk meets 80 s pop with 
a sexy brand of high energy. With songs that deal with everything but boredom, this is 
punk rock in the best tradition of female vocal groups. 


1 +2 RECORDS USA 

2462 F Pleasant Way. Thousand Oaks, CA 91362 USA 
e-mail: Bongowaxl @ aol.com Mail Order catalog on Web 


All prices postpaid in U.S. Mexico and Can. 

add$ 7 per item. World add S3 per item. Send $ 1 
for catalog. Cash, Checks orm.o.'s payable to 


a nr^ADnC Clean Nlshi-shinjuku IF, Nishi-shinjuku 7-5-6, Shinjuku-ku, 160 Japan fax 81-3-3361-5169 
i+Z KtLUKL/D e-mail :bam@butaman.or j 1+2 official URL : http://www.butaman.or.jp/USERS/~optrec/ 
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TAPES & VIDEOS 


ALL CHROME-Pop Music For The 
Masses 

Not exactly pop, but this hardcore band 
definitely has a melodic emphasis and it 
isn’t bad. Occasionally remiscent of Ver¬ 
bal Assault. Yearning vocals and a good 
mesh of power and subtler, textured ele¬ 
ments. (66 Green St., Fairhaven, MA 
02719) 

CHARACTER BUILDER (2 different self- 
titled tapes) 

Craig O’Hara has a ‘zine called Char¬ 
acter Builder and now it’s the name of the 
band for which he plays bass. Muscular, 
melodic punk with divergent influences— 
on the first tape, "Family” exhibits a DC 
emo pulse, while “Sonik Hevel” goes in a 
Black Flag/Blast creepy-crawl direction 
and the instrumental “Kundalin" (?) shows 
off some solid, chops. A newer recording 
features a new vocalist, the throaty Shael 
Love, and continues in a similarly diverse 
muse, with another version of “Sonik 
Hevel.” “My Life” crosses hardcore with a 
little Minutemen skronk. Intriguing versa¬ 
tility. (Craig O’Hara, 1097-A Revere Ave., 
SF, CA 94124) 

DALTONIC-1998 Demo 

Skott’s back with a revamped Daltonic 
and a sound that encompasses more of a 
mid to late 80s DC feel—Swiz and Igni¬ 
tion, mainly, done with a fast-paced, me¬ 
lodic emphasis. Not a bad return at all. 
(160 Brighton Ave., Allston, MA 02134) 

DICK NIXON 

Tricky Dick’s visage staring out from the 
cover is kind of tough to take first thing in 
the morning and I’d also like to know just 
what this “opposing point of view” is that 
they sing about on “Lesser.” Well, what¬ 
ever the case, this Hartford trio come up 
with some hard-hitting, catchy punk rants. 
(220 Grandview Terrace, Hartford, CT 
06114) 

EX DEAD TEEN AGER-lt’s OKTo Laugh 
At People Wearing Gas Masks 

Panic-struck music. Ex Dead 
Teenager’s songs create a dark atmo¬ 
sphere and the slower material sometimes 
drags but there’s enough soul-scorching 
properties and freshness to keep it inter¬ 
esting. “Lindane” goes in a jagged post¬ 
punk direction with huge guitar flourishes 
and there are some mesmerizing, speedy 
hardcore outbursts.The electronic/experi¬ 
mental touches add to the overall effect, 
as well. Engaging. (1682 Frances St., 
Vancouver, BC V5L 1Z4, CANADA) 

FEEDERZ-Vandalism...Beautiful As A 
Rock In A Cop’s Face (Burping Turds) 

“Goodnight boys and girls—I hope you 
had a real swell time.” You can detect the 
sarcasm and contempt in Frank 
Discussion’s voice and the Feederz were 
certainly a confrontational lot. Inspired by 
the Paris Riots of 1968 and the 
Situationists, Frank and his merry terror¬ 
ists assault with an abrasive, caustic and 
often humorous damaged punk fray. Their 
best-known song, “Jesus Entering From 
The Rear,” isn’t here and the sound qual¬ 
ity is certainly spotty, but these live record¬ 
ings from ‘79-’81 have more than their fair 
share of venomous pillage. (PO Box 282, 
Lancaster, NH 03584) 

FORTYDAYSRAIN 

Metal-core with clumsy, monorhythmic 
thrash parts. These four songs are a stan¬ 
dard-issue exercise in modern hardcore. 
Fortydaysrain view the world as sick and 
in need of serious change—that’s all well 
and good but the heavy tedium presented 
here does little to inspire. (PO Box 308, 
Upton, MA 01568) 


FOUNDATION1 -Million To None 

I’m going to start a campaign to ban 
the double-bass drumset in hardcore 
bands, although sticksman Chris Peelle 
does throw in some impressive (if show- 
offy) fills for “Million To None." That song 
and “Maze” add a dose of speed to 
Foundationl’s heavy-sounding songs but 
these Long Islanders don’t do much else 
to advance the hardcore cuase. ($2 ppd 
to Jordan Achilli, 13 Whitney Rd., 
Baysville, NY 11209) 

INTACT XXX 

Just as the original “youth crew" bands 
started popping up in every part of the 
country, the “Spirit of 88" is now felt by 
these mid-westerners. Some of these 
bands can actually stand their ground next 
to Youth of Today, Bold, etc., but this is not 
one of them. The songwriting is okay, but 
any of that worthiness is obliterated by 
shitty basement recording. Not bad, but 
get in a studio. Also, maybe it’s impossible 
to write something original within the con¬ 
fines of this genre, but I heard direct rips 
of Uniform Choice, Bold and Infest on this. 
(18955 W 115 Terr., Olathe KS 66061) 
(Phil Lerman) 

JUNCTION 18 

Junction 18 do the fast, melodic west 
coast (although they’re from suburban 
Boston) sound pretty well. Harmonic gui¬ 
tar parts, speedy tempos and decent 
hooks throughout. A definite Good Rid- 
dance/Fat Wreck style and not bad. (167 
Colonial Rd., Abington, MA 02351) 

MEANING OF LIFE-Field Of Lifetime 

Same method of attack as on their pre¬ 
vious demo... a blending of heavy/melodic 
hardcore with the occasional older-style 
thrash-out and the latter floats the prover¬ 
bial boat more.There’s a definite early 90s 
feeling, here—fast parts, breakdowns, 
though at least eschewing blustery ma¬ 
chismo. (c/o Taka Okada, 2-120, Shimizu, 
Hyogoken, 672, JAPAN) 

P.C.’S UNDERWORLD 

Apparently a posthumous release... 
bright, uptempo melodic punk with solid 
harmonies and loud guitars. Even when 
they throw in the reggae bit for one song, 
it still rocks. Sounds like P.C.’s Underworld 
gave it up too quickly. (PO Box 2510, Port 
Charlotte, FL 33949) 

RADIKALNA PROMJENA (RADICAL 
CHANGE) 

From Croatia and this is certainly a radi¬ 
cal band, at least ideologically. The name 
comes from a Karl Marx quote. Musically, 
RP mainly utilize the tools of fast/loud 
hardcore for their revolution, although one 
song indulges (rather oddly) in Chilis/ 
RATM punk-funk. The ravages of war in 
their country haven’t defeated RP’s spirit— 
on the contrary, it’s given them a reason 
for existence. (Jadranko Kerekovic, 
Savska 155 B, 1000 Zagreb, CROATIA) 

REACH THE SKY 

Reach The Sky imbue their bludgeon 
with melody and a passionate musical and 
vocal delivery, although some of these 
songs scream out for a faster 4/4 rhythm. 
‘Twenty-Three” does speed things up to 
a satisfactory tempo. Part emo, part metal- 
core and on the right path. (PO Box 22, 
Boston, MA 02117) 

RELENTLESS 

Not as relentless as one would hope 
for and Joe’s got one of the oddest voices 
I’ve heard in awhile—a clipped, nasally 
diction. Slow, metallish hardcore and those 
time shifts on “All Hope Is Gone” reveal a 
progressive metal background. Not very 


rousing. (Marty, 353 N. Kentucky Ave., N. 
Massapequa, NY 11758) 

RIGHTS OF HUMANITY-Devil’s Harvest 

Those Slayer-like licks give away the 
metal leanings and the part heavy/part 
groove equation of R.O.H. treads over 
well-worn terrain. “Decay,” with the gutteral 
throat gurgle vocals and rhythmic empha¬ 
sis, is reminiscent of Clutch. Competent, 
but these four tracks don’t really electrify. 
(105 Tarpon Dr., Grafton, VA 23692) 

SANITY ASSASSINS-Speed Of Death 
(Dagger) 

New stuff from this “been around 
awhile” band. Decent-enough punk with 
a somewhat gloomy ambiance, especially 
in the vocals. The guitar has a raw, rough 
edge and that adds to the overall effect. 
Includes a cover of Die Kreuzen’s “Hate 
Me.” Adequately rockin’. (PO Box 380152, 
E. Hartford, CT 06138-0152) 

TIED DOWN 

Well, Tied Down don’t exactly conjure 
up memories of Negative Approach but 
they seem to be on the right track. Feisty 
hardcore and, while the fast part of “Your 
Rules” doesn’t exactly gel, these two brief 
songs exhibit enough firepower to make 
me curious enough to hear what else 
they’ve got. ‘This World” is punctuated with 
some red-hot riffing and convincing vocals. 
(PO Box 547, Vails Gate, NY 12584) 

VARIOUS-Mommy Musn’t Know Vol. 2 
(Dagger) 

Compiler Keith Grave gives his sur¬ 
name credence with this comp of eeeeevil 
death metal. Blastbeats! Truncheon-grind 
riffage! Pits ‘o hell vocal growls! It’s all 
here—most of it decently-recorded and 
breaking absolutely no new ground. Give 
me Slayer or Celtic Frost over the likes of 
Infamy, Entropy, Pyrexia, Exhumed or Par¬ 
ricide any day of the week. (PO Box 
380152, E. Hartford, CT 06138-0152) 


—VIDEOS— 

VARIOUS-Video Flemloque (BYO) 
VARIOUS-Cinema Beer Nuts (Hope¬ 
less) 

Two collections of video clips, plus the 
BYO tape includes interviews and live foot¬ 
age of some of the bands. Neither collec¬ 
tion is really life-changing, although each 
has its moments. Shawn Stern says, in 
the Youth Brigade portion of "Flemloque," 
that "I'm going to be a fucking weirdo. I'm 
not going to settle down" and his band 
shows no indication of doing that, although 
the newer material can't hold a candle to 
the "Sound and Fury" era and the clip for 
"I Hate My Life" has too many quick edits. 
Terrorgrupe have a humorous video, with 
the protagonist being attacked by record¬ 
ing tape and household appliances. 
Jughead's Revenge's vocalist pays tribute 
to Kiss, Aerosmith, GNR and the Village 
People. Mainly tough, beefy punk music, 
except for ska traditionalists Hepcat. 
SNFU, Automatic 7, Brand New Unit and 
the Bouncing Souls also appear. 

"Cinema Beer Nuts" eschews the in¬ 
terviews for just the clips. A hodgepodge 
of pop/punk, ska and hardcore-among the 
highlights are the full-on venom of Strife, 
a "Dating Game" spoof from Lunachicks 
(better than the song), the Queers wear¬ 
ing their leather jackets to a beach (or is it 
beach boys?) party for "Don't Back Down" 
and the soda can bombardment in Horace 
Pinker's offbeat "Pop Can Park." Ignite 
indulge in audience bonding for their 
grainy "Embrace." There's a girl fight in the 
Assorted Jellybeans clip. Sometimes 
amusing or clever, but I tend to prefer live 
footage of bands, unless the clip has a 
real ground-breaking premise and not too 
many of those presented here fall into that 
category. "Beer Nuts" is also available as 
a CD and, consisting of all-released ma¬ 
terial, is fairly disposable. ( BYO : PO Box 
67A64, LA, CA 90067/ Hopeless : PO Box 
7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 
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OJMRMEL 



CLAIRMEL 

“Fair Weather Fan” 
LP/CD -$7 Reckless & 
powerful... from the heart. 
Split blue/grey vinyl! 



USUALS CD -$7 


Superb ska from this eight- 
piece band, complete with 
stylish female vocals. Radi 



LEFT FOR DEAD / 
ACRID LP -$7 

Buzzsaw Shaped LP! 
Members of Grade & 
Chokehold. Fast! 




CLAIRMEL / HOT WATER 
MUSIC 8.5”-$5 NEW!! 
Two songs by each 
band! Brown Vinyl! 


MOONRAKER 10" -$5 

A crazy package involving 
clear vinyl, a moon, a 
booklet, and 3 unreleased, 
quiet / screamy songs! n. 



I HATE MVSELF-LP 

$5 Ten new songs. So 
emotional, you'd think 
these guys were still in 
high school! 
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AMP DON'T F0R6ET: 


PUNG "'State of the Vo«th” 6" 
USUALS heart-shaped to 


' HOT WATER MUSIC 
'Finding... Rhythms” LP/CD 
"Feel... Hate Game” LP/CD 
HWM / TOMORROW II" 
LESS THAN JAKE 
"Greased" LP/CD 
"losers. Kings..." LP/CD 
'Slayer" 7” * "Mixology" S" 


ACRID/BOMBS OF DEATH 7" 
PANTHRO UK UNITED IS 7" 
TIRED FROM NOW ON IP 
CLAIRMEL "Part Dlpshlt" 9"/CD 


COMING SOON: 
ILMER LP/CD 
PANTHRO UK UNITED 13 IP 
ANKLEBITER 12" 
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BUSINESS STIFF LITTLE FINGERS 
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BRANDON CRUZ 
formerly of Dr .Know 


TAANG #137 


STIFF LITTLE FINCERS 
RETURN WITH THE 7TH 
STUDIO EFFORT 
FEATURES BRUCE FOXTON 
FROM THE JAM 
ALSO 

STIFF LIL FINCERS 
"CET A LIFE' TAANC lOOCD 


PRICES VIA MAIL ORDER CDS $10 + LPS $6 T SHIRTS $12+SHIPPING $2 1ST ITEM $1 each additional 
TAANG! 706 Pismo SD CA. 92109 E-mail orders@taang.com web site www.taang.com 




GANGGREEN 

"ANOTHER CASE OF BREWTAUTY" 

23 (ntarijr a com of Fro«h now) 
HARDCORE THRASH ANTHEMS .From 
THE BAND THAT COINED THE PHRASE TRIPIE 
SPEED THRASH GANGGREEN te back IU 
TAANG IS ALSO ISSUING 2 CDS FOCUSING ON 
THE EARLY YEARS OF 
GANGGREEN 
“ANOTHER WASTED NFTE" CD 
19S5-1S 

GANGGREEN "PRE-SCHOOL” 
1981-84 

iwdod— tho (SOU) OUT Biwgto) TAANG# 1 


POISON IDEA 

"LEARNING TO SCREAM" 

JUST THE THOUGHT OF HAVING 
THIS BAND BACK TOGETHER IS 
LIKE HAVING CHARLES HANSON 
ESCAPING FROM JAIL. 

» NEW STUDIO TRACKS 
ON THE 7 IN & SEVERAL BONUS 
LIVE CUTS ARE TO BE ADDED TO 
THE CD VERSION 
RECORDED IN MARCH !>« 
WITH DEAN & CHRIS FROM THE 
ORIGINAL LINE-UP. 


the CULT tv chow from the 70’c 
“THE COURTSHIP OF EDDIES FATHER" 
STARRING “BRANDON CRUZ" AS EDDIE 
WITH BILL BIXBY AS HIS DAD 
NOW COMES TO LIFE WITH 
TRACKS FROM MICKEY DOLENZ THE (MONKEES), 
HARRY NILSSON 
(HIS FINAL RECORDING EVER ) 

GREG HETSON (BAD RELIGON) 

THIS CD HAS THE HISTORY OF BRANDON CRUZ 
FROM CHILD STAR , 

HIS DUET WITH BILL BIXBY DOING 
THE COURTSHIP OF EDDIES FATHER THEME SONG 
“BEST FREIND" TO HIS PUNK DAYS WITH 
“HARMFUL IF SWALLOWED “ 

BRANDON’S PUNK BIO GOES FROM HIS INFAMOUS 
DAYS WITH “DR. KNOW" 

TO FLIPPER AS WELL AS THE BRANDON CRUZ BAND. 
A 12 SONG CD WHICH CAPTURES THE ALL STAR ADO¬ 
LESCENT DUETS TO THE HARDCORE PUNK TRACKS 
WITH A UNIQUE PACKAGING DEVISED BY TAANG! 







































